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MOSSES  FROM   AN   OLD  MANSE. 


rES  Ms  marriage,  in  1842,  Hawthorne  estab-1 
9  himself  at  the  Manse,  the  ancient  residence  of 
arish  ministep  at  Concord,  Massachusetts,  It  is 
n  owned,  as  it  was  then,  by  descendants  of  Dr.  Rip- 
.  line  of  the  early  pastors  of  the  place,  and  an  anees- 
"■  iif  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson ;  having  been  built  in 
>">,  for  the  Rev.  William  Emerson,  whose  widow 
'■■  Bzra  Ripley  married.  There,  in  a  small  back 
")(ii  on  the  second  floor,  commanding  a  view  of  the 
;  the  old  North  Bridge,  and  the  battle-field  of 
t  Emerson  had  written  his  "  Nature,"  six  years 
B;  and  in  the  same  apartment  Hawthorne  pre- 
I  fgr  the  press  his  "  Mosses  From  an  Old  Manse." 
f  Btudy,"  as  he  says  in  liia  account  of  the  house, 
(three  windows  set  with  little,  old-fashioned  panes 
I,  each  with  a  crack  across  it;"  and  it  does  not 
<   muoh  imagination,  nor  perhaps  any  violation 

,  to  suppose  that  tliesc  are   the   self-same 

■■lies  tbR)ugh  which  the  sun  shone  at  tlie  time  of 
]i(-ord  Fight  The  cracks  in  them  may  have  been 
1 1  -.ed  by  the  concussions  of  musketry  on  that  memo- 
ilili^  April  morninf^.  On  the  glass  of  one  of  the 
vii  western  ft-indows,  which,  in  Hawftvoiftiti %  -^tenaas 
iuuk0jf.ffi:tatber  peeped,  between  ftie  NriV»3W  VTMySoi^, 


8  lyTRODUCTORY  NOTE:. 

down  into  the  orchard,"  are  a^vehi]  intonnal 
tdona,  written  there  with  ,ar  ^ucoCoad.     Among 
are  the  following: — _,  ;"'■   ''.  * 

Man's  aln'eidehtHare  God's  purposes. 

"•'*  Sopliia  A.  Hawthorne 

;-*■  \  •''  Nath'  Hawthorne 
This  is  liis  study 
1843 

L  «^n^  lower  down :  — 

Inscrihed  by  my  hosband  at 

sunset  April  3*  1843 

In  the  gold  light     S.  A.  H. 

The  entire  wall  opposite  these  windows,  except 
it  is  broken  by  two  small  doors,  is  faced  with 
paneling  from  floor  to  ceiling,  concealed,  howevi 
der  a  coat  of  paint. 

It  m  probable  that  the  material  for  som 
tales  had  been  matured  in  his  mind  previous' 
going  to  Concord ;  and  they  may  have  been 
committed  to  paper.  A  former  acquaintance  of 
the  date  of  tbis  memorandum,  still  living  in  Sal< 
calls  Hawthorne's  being  occupied  with  the  "  Virl 
Collection  "  while  still  a  bachelor  and  living  in  S 
yet  that  sketch  was  not  incorporated  in  a  voluml 
the  "  Mosses  "  were  issued.  It  now  forms  the 
member  of  the  second  series.  This  "  Virtuoso' 
lection  "  illustrates  a  taste  which  prevailed  forty 
ago  or  more,  for  imagining  impossible  curiosit 
tlie  kind  described  in  it.  The  newspapers  abouQ 
ingenuities  ministering  to  this  fancy,  and  Ilawi 
amused  Idmself  by  trying  to  outdo  them  and  by 
ii'anis  brining  hia  inventions  togetliBT  in 

The  members  of  his  iamil^'  &n&  boov^ 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


^^^Hends,  knowing  of  liia  scheme,  suggested  articles  £ 

^^^M  collection  which  he  admitted  or  rejected,  as  ] 

^^^■Dse.     One  of  these,  which  he  included,  is  said  \ 

^^(llTe  been  proposed  by  Miss  Sophia  Peabody,  ; 

r       ttiinU  his  wife.     It  was  the  item,  "  Some  Egyptian 

lUikneaa  in  a  blacking  jug."     From  another  person 

wime  the   following,  which  he  did  not  use :     "  The 

K|w  of  the  moment,  from  the  heel  of  time."     "Aj 

few  of  the  'words  that  bum,'  in  an  old  match-a 

(very  rare),"  made  still  another  article,  concerning fl 

H'hich  the  recollection  is  that  he  invented  it;  but  ifc| 

yfiB  not  preserved  in  print.     Of  course,  the  sketch  i 

it  glands  is  his  own  conception ;  but,   as  it  was  un- 

■9       like  hia  other  productions,  he  talked  it  over  with  his 

n       friends  —  something  which  he  scarcely  ever  permitted 

hiuuelf  to  do  with  regard  to  his  fictions  —  and  in  one 

instance,  as  we  have  seen,  adopted  a  clever  hint    The 

-Vote-Books  contain  a  detached  memorandum,  just  be^ 

Kthe  date  August  5,  1842  :  "  In  my  museum,  all 
ducal  rings  that  have  been  thrown  into  tlie  Adri- 
,"  But  this  was  not  acted  upon.  In  the  same  paper 
hairy  ears  of  Midas  are  described  as  being  on  ex- 
[uuition;  an  early  forerunner  of  the  interest  which 
lit>  concentrated  upon  the  mysterious  ears  of  Donatello, 
in  "  The  Marble  Faun." 

"  The  Now  Adam  and  Eve  "  doubtless  grew  directly 
out  of  his  humorous  musings  on  the  life  he  was  lead- 
ing at  tho  Manse.  They  were  recorded  in  his  Note- 
Books,  August  5,  1842.  "  There  have  been  three  or 
four  callers,  who  preposterously  think  tliat  the  courte- 
sies of  the  lower  world  are  to  be  responded  bi  by  peo- 
ple whose  home  is  in  Paradise  ...  we  have  so  far 
improved  apoa  the  ciistom  of  Adam  aoA.  ^ve, 'OmX'^^ 
^rallj  famish  forth  our  ieaata  -wVlV  ^t;&««  .^^ 
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some  delicate  e^  or  lamb."  *'  It  is  one  of  the  drfflB 
backs  upon  our  Eden  that  it  contains  no  water  fit 
either  to  drink  or  to  bathe  in ;  "  and  ao  on.  It  was. 
in  fact,  a  similitude  which  both  the  romancer  and  hin 
bride  in  this  first  and  so  idyllic  home  of  theirs  de- 
lighted to  keep  up —  this  conception  that  they  were  & 
sort  of  new  Adam  and  Eve  in  an  luipretentious  Para- 
dise. "  Buds  and  Bird- Voices  "  also  shows  the  traces 
of  hia  new  surroundings,  which  he  has  ao  fully  and. 
exquisitely  described  in  hia  introductory  chapter  thafc 
nothing  remaina  to  be  added.  Other  pieces  had  been, 
printed  in  the  magazines  before  he  went  to  the  Mansa 
at  all.  Those  which  he  wrote  there —  "  The  CelestaaL 
Railroad,"  "  Rappaccini's  Daughter,"  and  various  oth- 
ers—  came  out  in  the  "Democratic  Review,"  then 
the  most  important  literary  magazine  in  the  country. 
They  represent  nearly  all  that  he  put  forward  in  the 
line  of  original  composition  from  1842  to  1846 ;  but 
during  that  period  he  edited  the  "  Journal  of  an  Af- 
rican Cruiser "  by  his  friend  Horatio  Bridge,  of  the 
United  States  Navy,  and  some  "Papers  of  an  Old 
Dartmoor  Prisoner,"  neither  of  which  has  since  bees 
republished.  Finally,  just  at  the  close  of  his  residenoft 
at  the  Manse,  the  "Mosses"  were  issued  in  two  vd- 
umes,  at  New  York. 

G.P.I* 
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THE  OLD  MANSE. 


I  BmVEEN  two  tall  gateposts  of  rough-Iiewn  stoni 
.,  (the  gatti  itself  having  fallen  from  its  hinges  at 
„  unknown  epoch)  we  beheld  ths  gray  front  of  the  old 
^i  faraonage  terminating  the  vista  of  an  avenue  of  hlack 
ash-trees.  It  was  now  a  twelvemonth  since  the  ftmeral 
I'rocession  of  the  venerable  clergyman,  its  last  iiihabi- 
I  Hit,  had  turned  from  that  gateway  towards  the  village 
.liiirying-groimd.  The  wheel-track  leading  to  the  door, 
ykwell  as  the  whole  breadth  of  the  avenue,  was  almost 
mB^grown  with  grass,  affording  dainty  mouthfids  to 
Hfen  or  three  vagrant  cows  and  an  old  white  horse  who 
had  his  own  living  to  pick  up  along  the  roadside.  The- 
glinimoiing  shadows  that  lay  half  asleep  between  the 
door  of  tlie  house  and  tlie  public  highway  were  a  kind 
of  spiritual  medium,  seen  through  which  the  edifice 
Iia«l  not  qiut4>  the  aspect  of  belonging  to  the  material 
world.  Certainly  it  bad  little  in  eommon  with  those 
ordinary  abodes  which  stand  so  imminent  upon  the 
road  that  every  passer-by  can  thi-ust  bis  head,  as  it 
.,  into  the  domestic  ch-cle.  From  these  quiet  wiu- 
1  the  figures  of  passing  traveUiii*  lookvidu  toi  \i^' 
P'ascj  dim  to  distui'b  the  «eu^  oi  i^i:V4a>£^.    \o-' 
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jar  retirement  and  accessible  seclusion  it  was  the  very 
ipot  for  the  residence  of  a  clergyman,  —  a  man  not 
estranged  from  human  life,  yet  enveloped  in  the  midst 
1  it  with  a  veil  woven  of  intermingled  gloom  and 
lightness.  It  was  worthy  to  have  been  one  of  the 
me-honored  parsona^s  of  England  in  which,  through 
many  generations,  a  succession  of  holy  occupants  pass 
from  youth  to  age,  and  bequeath  each  an  inheritance 
of  sanctity  to  pervade  the  house  and  hover  over  it  as 
with  an  atmosphere. 

Nor,  in  truth,  had  the  Old  Manse  ever  been  pro- 
med  by  a  lay  occupant  until  that  memorable  summer 
temoon  when  I  entered  it  as  my  home.  A  priest  had 
ilt  it ;  a  priest  had  succeeded  to  it ;  other  priestly 
len  from  time  to  time  had  dwelt  in  it ;  and  children 
jom  in  its  chambers  had  grown  up  to  assume  the 
priestly  cliaracter.  It  was  awful  to  reflect  how  many 
sermons  must  have  been  written  there.  The  latest  in- 
habitant alone  —  he  by  whose  translation  to  paradise 
the  dwelHng  was  left  vacant  —  had  penned  nearly 
three  thousand  discourses,  besides  the  better,  if  not 
the  greater,  number  that  gushed  living  from  his  lips. 
How  often,  no  doubt,  had  he  paced  to  and  fro  along 
the  avenue,  attuning  his  meditations  to  the  sighs  and 
gentle  murmurs,  and  deep  and  solemn  peals  of  tba 
wind  among  the  lof^  tops  of  the  trees !  In  that  vari- 
ety of  natural  utterances  he  could  find  something  ao- 
cordant  with  every  passage  of  his  sermon,  were  it  of 
^■tenderness  or  reverential  fear.  The  boughs  over  my 
^^ftBad  seemed  shadovry  with  solemn  thoughts  as  well  as 
^^rith  rustling  leaves.  I  took  shame  to  myself  for  lia.v- 
ing  been  so  long  a  writer  of  idle  stories,  and  ventured 
to  hope  tliat  wisdom  woidd  descend  upon  me  with  the 
Ailing  leaves  of  the  avenue,  and  that  \  ^oiii. 


^M 


THE  OLD  MAffSB. 


IS  I 


Opon  an  intellectual  treasure  in  tlie  Old  Manse  well  i 
worth  those  hoards  of  long-hidden  gold  which  peopls  J 
Beek  for  in  moss-grown  houses.  Profound  treatises  o£l 
morality ;  a  layman's  unprofessional  and  therefore  un*l 
prejndiced  views  of  religion;  histories  (such  as  Baofl 
croft  might  have  written  had  ho  taken  up  his  abode  I 
here  as  he  once  purposed)  bright  with  picture,  gleani»l 
ing  over  a  depth  of  philosophic  tliought,  —  these  were  | 
the  works  that  might  fitly  have  flowed  from  such  a  r 
tirement.  In  the  humblest  event  I  resolved  at  leaat^ 
to  achieve  a  novel  that  should  evolve  some  deep  lessoaJ 
and  should  possess  physical  substance  enough  to  standi 
alone, 

In  furtherance  of  my  design,  and  as  if  to  leave  i 
no  pretext  for  not  fulfilling  it,  there  was  in  the  rear  of  1 
the  bouse  the  most  delightful  little  nook  of  a  studjr-l 
tliat  ever  affonled  its  snug  seclusion  to  a  scholar.     ItM 
was  here  that  Emerson  wrote  Nature  ;  for  he  was  then  I 
an  inhabitant  of  the  Manse,  and  used  to  wateh  the  I 
Assyrian  dawn  and  Paphian  sunset  and  raoonrise  from 
the  summit  of  our  eastern  hill.     When  X  first  saw  the 
room  its  walls  were  blackened  with  the  smoke  of  un- 
numbered years,  and  made  still  blacker  by  the  grim 
prints  of  Puritan  ministers  that  hung  around.     These 
worthies  looked  strangely  like  bad  angels,  dr  at  least  , 
like  men  who   had   wrestled   so  continually  and  so  1 1 
Bt^mly  with   the   devil   that   somewhat  of   his  sooty  I J 
fierctfness  had    been  imparted    to  their  own  visages.  1^ 
They  had  all  vanished  now  ;  a  cheerful  coat  of  paint 
and  golden-tinted  paper-hangings  lighted  up  the  small 
n])artmeiit;    while  the  shadow  of  a  willow-tree  that 
swept  against  the  overhanging  eaves  attempered  the 
cheery-  western  sunshine.     In  place  ai  tha  ^raw  \|M1* 
e  sweet  and  lovely  head  o^.^^ 


m     L 


MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 


I 


Hel's  Madonnas  and  two  pleasant  little  pictures  of  th^ 
Lake  of  Como.  The  only  other  decorations  were  a 
purple  vase  of  flowers,  always  fresh,  and  a  bronze  one 
containing  graceful  ferna.  My  books  (few,  and  by  no 
means  choice ;  for  they  were  chiefly  such  waifa  as 
ohance  had  thrown  in  my  way)  stood  in  order  aboufc 
the  room,  seldom  to  be  disturbed. 

The  study  had  three  windows,  set  with  little,  ol^ 
fashioned  panes  of  glass,  each  with  a  crack  across  it^ 
The  two  on  the  western  side  looked,  or  rather  peeped, 
between  the  willow  branches  down  into  the  orchard, 
with  glimpses  of  the  river  through  the  trees.  Tha 
third,  facing  northward,  conraianded  a  broader  view 
of  tlie  river  at  a  spot  where  its  hitherto  obscure  waters. 
gleam  forth  into  the  light  of  hbtory.  It  was  at  this 
window  tliat  the  clergyman  who  then  dwelt  in  the 
Manse  stood  watching  the  outbreak  of  a  long  aod 
deadly  struggle  between  two  nations ;  he  saw  the  ir^ 
regular  array  of  his  parishioners  on  the  farther  side  of 
the  river  and  the  glittering  line  of  the  British  on  the 
hither  bank.  He  awaited  in  an  agony  of  suspense  the 
rattle  of  the  musketry.  It  came,  and  there  needed  but 
a  gentle  wind  to  sweep  the  battle  smoke  around 'this 
quiet  house. 

Perhaps  the  reader,  whom  I  cannot  help  considering 
aa  my  guest  in  the  Old  Manse  and  entitled  to  all  cour- 
tesy in  the  way  of  sigh t-ah owing. —  perh.ipa  he  will 
choose  to  take  a  nearer  view  of  the  memuiiible  spot. 
We  stand  now  on  the  river's  brink.  It  may  well  be 
called  the  Concord,  the  river  of  peace  and  quietness ; 
for  it  is  certaiidy  tlie  most  uiiextitable  and  slug^h 
that  ever  loitered  imperceptibly  towards  ita 
Y  —  the  sea.  Positively,  I  had  lived  three  weeks 
it  befon  it  grew  quite  clear  to  my  percej 
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Mpi  way  thr  curreat  flowed.     It  never  tas  a  rii 
uus  aspect  except  when   a   northwestern  breeze 
diig  ita  surface  on  a  sunshiny  day.     Prom  the 
lable  indolence  of  its  nature,  the  stream 
pbcapable  of  becoming  the  slave  of  human  mgeni 
J  uis  the  fate  of  so  many  a  wild,  free  mountain  torrei 
Iffhile  all  things  due  are  compdled  to  subserve  soi 
leful  purpose,  it  idles  its  sluggish  life  away  in  lazy 
wr^,  without  turning  a  solitary  spiudle  or  affording 
Q  water-power  enough  to  grind  the  com  that  grows 
a  its  hanks.     The  torpor  of  its  movement  allows  it 
srhere  a  bright,  pebbly  shore,  nor  so  much  as  a  nar- 
r  strip  of  glistening  sand,  in  any  part  of  its  course, 
flumbers  between  broad  praixies,  kissing  the  long 
V  grass,  and  bathes  the  overhanging  houghs  of 
|er  bushes  and  willows  or  the  roots  of  elms  and  ash- 
»  and  clumps  of  maples.     Mags  and  rushes  grow 
;  its  plashy  shore ;  the  yellow  water-lUy  spreads 
■  broad,  flat  leaves  on  the  margin ;  and  the  fragrant 
white  pond-IiJy  abounds,  generally  selecting  a  positic 
just  so  far  from  the  river's  brink  that  it  cannot 
grasped  save  at  the  hazard  of  plunging  in. 

It  is  a  marvel  whence  this  perfect  flower  derives  ita 

lovelincBB  and  perfiune,  springing  as  it  does  from  the 

black  mud  over  which  the  river  sleeps,  and  where  lurk 

l^d^  slimy  eel  and  speckled,  frog  and  the  mud  turtle, 

^^KKim  continual  washing  cannot  cleanse.     It  is  the 

^iTOry  same  black  mud  out  of  which  the  yellow  lily  aucka 

its  obscene  life  and  noisome  odor.     Thus  we  see,  too, 

in  the  world  that  some  persons  assimilate  only  what  is 

ugly  and  evil  from  the  same  moral  ciiv?umatances  which 

supply  good  and  beautiful  results  —  the  fiagr 

celestial  flowers  —  to  the  daily  life  of  others. 

The  reader  must  not,  from  any  testimony  of 
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contract  a  dislike  towards  our  slumberous  stream.  In 
the  light  of  a  ealm  and  golden  sunset  it  bectHOM 
lovely  beyond  expression ;  the  more  lovely  for  the 
quietude  that  so  well  accords  with  the  hour,  when  ev«i 
the  wind,  after  blustering  all  day  long,  usually  huahea 
Itself  to  rest.  Each  tree  and  rock,  and  every  blade  of 
grass,  is  distinctly  imaged,  and,  however  unsightly  in 
reality,  aasimies  ideal  beauty  in  the  reflection.  The 
minutest  things  of  earth  and  the  broad  aspect  of  the 
firmament  are  pictured  equally  without  effort  and 
with  the  same  felicity  of  success.  All  the  sky  glows 
downward  at  our  feet ;  the  rich  clouds  float  through 
the  unraffled  bosom  of  the  stream  like  heavenly 
thoughts  through  a  peaceful  heart.  We  will  not,  then, 
malign  our  river  as  gross  and  impure  while  it  can 
glorify  itself  with  so  adequate  a  picture  of  the  heaven 
that  broods  above  it;  or,  if  we  remember  ita  tawny 
hue  and  the  muddiness  of  its  bed,  let  it  be  a  symbol 
that  the  earthliest  human  soul  has  an  infinite  spiritual 
capacity  and  may  contain  the  better  world  within  ita 
depths.  But,  indeed,  the  same  lesson  might  be  drawn 
out  of  any  mud  puddle  in  the  streets  of  a  city ;  and, 
being  taught  us  everywhere,  it  miist  be  tnie. 

Come,  we  have  pursued  a  somewhat  devious  track 
in  our  walk  to  the  battle-ground.  Here  we  are,  at  tiia 
point  where  the  river  was  crossed  by  the  old  bridge, 
the  possession  of  which  was  the  immediate  object  of 
the  contest.  On  the  hither  side  grow  two  or  three 
elms,  throwing  a  wide  circumference  of  shade,  but 
which  mnat  have  been  planted  at  some  period  within 
the  threescore  years  and  ten  that  have  passed  since 
the  battle  day.  On  the  farther  shore,  overhung  by  a 
clump  of  elder  bushes,  we  discern  the  stone  abutment 
of  the  bridge.     Looking  down  into  the  river,  I 
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L  ^covered  wujii:  ti>'a»  v   Ir^^nvaiia  of  the  timbers,  i 

T'lwtli  of  water  moss ;  fo^ 

ilie  tmmp  of  horsea  i 

'■'■■•.'J.  this  ancient  high<S 

iii-eadthof  twenty 

•.CO  not  too  wide 

:\isi3.     Old  people 

.ut  out  Uie  very  spots  on 

-nmtrymen  fell  down  and 

,:[ii   (■  .  I    rh«  river  an   obelisk  o£ 

■^'j^iiitv  has  growTi  up  ir^ui  ilie  soil  tliat  was  fertilized 

uitli  Britisli  bUxx).     Xhe  uianument,  not  more  than 

iwiity  ft>(ft  111  li.'i^ltt  is  -luih  US  it  Iiefitted  the  inhab- 

■'  -1  illustratioQ  of  a  matter 

I*  hat  was  suitable  to  cora- 

■  Ml. ..-,;,.   nil  ■    ■■.  ,"!ial  history.     Still,  by  the 

filhia-s  o£  the  village  this  famous  deed  was  done  ;  and 

taeir  descendants  might  j'ightfully  claim  the  privilege 

of  building  a  memorial. 

V  hnmbler  token  of  the  fight,  yet  a  more  interest 
f  one  than  the  granite  obelisk,  may  be  seen  close 
ler  the  stone-wall  which  separates  the  battle-ground 
1  the  precincts  of  the  parsonage.  It  is  the  grave 
irked  by  a  small,  moasgrown  fragment  of  atone 
i  the  head  and  another  at  the  foot — the  grave  o£ 
two  British  soldiers  who  were  slain  in  the  skii'ouBb, 
and  have  ever  since  slept  peacefully  where  Zechariah 
Brown  and  Thomas  Davis  buried  them.  Soon  wa» 
their  warfare  ended ;  a  weary  night  march  from  Bos- 
ton, a  rattling  volley  of  musketry  across  the  river, 
and  then  these  many  years  of  rest.  In  the  long  pro- 
cession of  sl^  invaders  who  passed  into  eternity  from 
the  battle-fields  of  the  revolution,  these  two  oaiaeleM 
B  led  the  way. 
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^H      LoweU,  the  poet,  as  we  were  once  staodiug  over  bit  I 
^H  grave,  told  me  a  tradition  in  referesce  to  one  of  th9  I 
^^B.  inkabitanta  below.     The  story  Iis^t  something  deeplj'  1 
^H  impressive,  though  its  cn-ct' mstaucea  cannot  altogether  ' 
be  reconciled  with  probability,  ■  A  youth  in  the  service 
of  the  clergyman  happened  to  be  chopping  wood,  thafc 
April  morning,  at  the  back  door  of  the  Manse,  and 
when  the  noise  of  battle  rang  from  side  to  side  of  tha 
bridge  he  haatened  across  the  intervening  field  to  sea 

(what  might  be  going  forward. \  It  is  rather  strange,  by 
the  way,  that  this  lad  should  have  been  so  diligently  at 
work  when  the  whole  population  of  town  and  oountr/^ 
were  startled  out  of  their  customary  businoss  by  th» 
advance  of  the  British  troops.  Bo  that  as  it  migkl, 
-the  tradition  says  that  the  lad  now  left  his  task  and 
hun'ied  to  the  battle-field  with  the  axe  still  in  Ilia 
hand.  The  British  had  by  tliis  time  retreated,  th& 
Americans  were  in  pursuit ;  and  the  late  scene  of  strifti 
was  thus  deserted  by  both  parties.  Two  soldiers  lay 
on  the  ground  —  one  was  a  oorpse;  but,  as  the  young 
New  Englander  drew  nigh,  the  other  Briton  raised 
himself  painfully  upon  his  hands  and  knees  and  gave 
a  ghastly  stare  into  his  face.  The  boy,  —  it  must  have 
been  a  nervous  impulse,  without  purpose,  without 
thought,  and  betokening   a  sensitive  and  impressible 

I  nature  rather  than  a  hardened  one,  —  the  boy  uplifted 
bis  axe  aud  dealt  the  wounded  soldier  a  fierce  and 
£atal  blow  upon  the  head. 
I  could  wish  that  the  grave  might  be  opened  ;  for  I 
would  fain  know  whether  either  of  the  skeleton  aol- 
fliera  has  the  mark  of  an  axe  in  his  shidl.  The  story 
comes  home  to  me  like  truth.  Oftentimes,  as  an  in^ 
teilectual  and  moral  exercise,  I  have  sought  to  follow 
t  poor  youth  through  bia  BU^JseqwcTA  wMftftv,  *a^ 
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'e  how  Ms  soul  was  tortured  by  the  blood  s 

>Titract«cl  as  it  had  hoen  hefare  the  long  custom  < 

;ii'  bad  robbed  liiiniaa  life  of  ita  sanctity,  and  whi 

^still  seeaned  murderous  to  slay  a  brother  man.    Thi 

circumstanct!  haa  borne  more  fruit  for  me  thoD  all  J 

history  tells  us  of  the  fight. 

.any  strangers  come  in  the  summer  tuue  to  yie\rj 
tlie  battle-ground.     For  my  own  part,  I  have  ueva[{ 
riiimd  my  imagination  much  excited  by  this  < 
iillier  scene  of  historic  celebrity :  nor  would  the  placiq 
iiiar^  of  the  river  have  lost  any  of  ita  charm  for  mel 
liiul  men  never  fought  and  died  there.     There  i 
"ilder  interest  in  the  tract  of  land  —  perhaps  a  hun' 
ili'i'd  yiirds  in  breadtli — which  extends  between  tha 
'iiitile-licld  aud  the  northern  face  of  our  Old  Manse, 
liih  its  contiguous  avenue   and   orchard.     Here,  in 
'"lie  unknown  age,  before  the  white  man  oame,  stoo« 
HI  Indian  village,  convenient  to  the  river,  whence  i 
"iliabitanta  must  have  drawn  so  large  a  part  of  thei 
subsistence.     The  site  is  identified  by  the  spear  and 
aiTUW  heads,  the  chisels,  and  other  implements  of  war, 
lu[jor,  and  the  chase,  which  the  plough  turns  up  from 
the  soil.     Yon  see  a  splinter  of  stone,  half  hidden  I 
naath  a  sod ;  it  looks  like  nothing  worthy  of  notej 
iiut,  if  you  have  faitli  enough  to  pick  it  up,  behold  t 
I  licl     Thoreau,  who  has  a  strange  faculty  of  finding 
^llat  tlie  Indians  have  left  behind  them,  first  set  me 
iiTi  the  search  ;  and  I  afterwards  enriched  myself  with 
some  very  perfect  specimens,  so  rudely  wrought  that 
it  seemed  almost  as  If  chance  had  fashioned  them, 
Tlieir  great  charm  consists  in  this  rudeness  and  in  the 
individuality  of  each  article,  so  different  fi-om  the  pro- 
ductionH  of  civilized  machinery,  wli\c\v  ^W'^?^  'ctctj- 
ttuy<wi  one  pattern.     There  is  exqui^te  A.i^a^gE^^ft>a» 
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,  in  picking  up  for  one's  self  an  arrowhead  that  wat' 
dropped  centuries  ago  and  haa  never  been  haodled 
sintK,  and  which  we  thus  receive  directly  from  £he 
hand  of  the  red  hunter,  who  purpoaetl  to  ithoot  it  at 
hia  game  or  at  an  enemy.  Such  an  incident  builds  up 
again  the  Indian  village  and  its  encircling  forest,  and 
recalls  to  life  the  painted  chiefs  and  warriors,  tbo 
sc[uaws  at  their  household  toil,  and  the  children  sport> 
ing  among  the  wigwams,  while  the  little  i*-ind-roeked 
pappoose  swings  from  the  branch  of  the  tree.  It  can 
hai-dly  be  told  whether  it  is  a  joy  or  a  pain,  after  such 
a  momentary  vision,  to  gaze  around  in  the  broad  day- 
light of  reality  and  see  stone  fences,  white  houses, 
potato  fields,  and  men  doggedly  hoeing  in  their  shirt- 
sleeves and  homespim  pantaloons.  But  this  is  non- 
sense. The  Old  Manse  is  better  than  a  thousand  wig- 
wams.       ' 

The  Old  Manse  1  We  had  almost  forgotten  it,  bat 
will  return  thither  through  the  orchard.  This  was  set 
out  by  the  last  clergyman,  in  the  decline  of  his  life, 
when  the  neighbors  laughed  at  the  hoary-headed  man 
for  planting  trees  fiom  which  he  could  have  no  pros- 
pect of  gathering  fruit.  Even  had  that  been  the  case, 
tliere  was  only  so  much  the  better  motive  for  planting  1 
them,  in  the  pux-e  and  luiselfish  hope  of  benefiting  Ids 
successors, — an  end  so  seldom  achieved  by  more  am- 
bitious efifoi-ts.  But  the  old  minister,  before  reaching 
his  patriarchal  age  of  ninety,  ate  the  apples  from  this 
orchard  during  many  years,  and  added  silver  and  gold 
to  his  annual  stipend  by  disposing  of  the  superfluity. 
It  is  pleasant  to  tliink  of  him  walking  among  the  trees 
in  the  quiet  afternoons  of  early  autumn  and  picking 
up  here  and  there  a  windfall,  while  he  observes  how 
li^avilf  ike  hrancbea  are  weighed,  do^wn,  ani. 
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inumber  of  empty  flour  barrela  that  will  be  lilled'  I 
leir  burden.     He  loved  ea4ib  tree,  doubtless,  as  ii| 
\  been  bis  own  chiltl.     An  orchard  has  a  relatioi 
Lnkind,  and  readily  connects  itself  with  matteiA,! 
B  heart.     The  trees  possess  a,  domestic  character  j  J 
Ji'V  have  lost  the  wild  nature  cf  their  forest  kindre 
ml  have  grown  humanized  by  receiving  the  careofl 
iiju  as  well  as  by  oontributijig  to  his  wants.     There 
I-  vn  much  intlividuality  of  character,  too,  among  apple- 
tipfs  that  it  gives  them  an  additional  claim  to  be  the 
'  i  jwts  of  hiunan  interest.     One  is  harsh  and  crabbed 
I'l  ita  manifestations;  anotber  ^ves  us  fruit  as  mild 
'■-  i:harity.     One  is  churlish  and  Illiberal,  evidently 
nidging  the  few  apples  that  it  bears;  another  ex- 
Nuists  itself  in  free-hearted  benevolence.     The  variety 
f  ^rot^sque   shapes   into  which  apple-trees  contort 
i  iTiiselves  has  its  effect  on  those  who  get  acquainted 
'iiili  them:  they  stretch  out  their  crooked  branches, 
iiiil  take  such  bold  of  the  imagination  that  we  remem- 
Ut  them  aa  humorists  and  odd-fellowB.     And  what  is 
Wore  melancholy  than  the  old  apple-trees  that  linger 
about  the  spot  where  once  stood  a  homestead,  but 

IP  there  is  now  only  a  ruined  chimney  rising  out 
grassy  and  weed-grown  cellar?  They  offer  their 
to  every  wayfarer,  —  apples  that  are  bitter  sweet 
the  moral  of  Time's  vicissitude.  ^H 

lave  met  with  no  other  such  pleasant  trouble  in>^| 
rorld  as  that  of  finding  myself,  with  only  the  two  ^| 
or  three  mouths  which  it  was  my  privilege  to  feed,  the 
sole  inlieritor  of  the  old  clergyman's  wealth  of  fruits. 
Throughout  the  summer  there  were  cherries  and  cui^ 
rants ;  and  then  came  autumn,  with  his  immense  bm^ 
den  of  apples,  dropping  them  contin\la^^.^  it<«a  \b». 
I  Bboaldera  as   he   trudged  aVoQ^>    ^sv  'fiMi 
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itiUest  afteraooti,  if  I  listeneil,  the  thiunp  of  a  groi  ■ 
apple  was  audible,  Falling  without  a  brcatk  of  wind^ 
from  the  mere  necessity  of  perfect  ripeness.  And,  \» 
sides,  there  were  pear-trees,  that  fluiig  down  biishell 
npon  bushels  of  heavy  pears ;  and  peaeli-treeB,  wfau^ 
in  a  good  year,  toi-mented  me  with  peaches,  neither  tf 
be  eaten  nor  kept,  nor,  without  labor  and  perplexitfi 
to  be  given  away.  The  idea  of  an  infinite  generosi^ 
and  exbaustlesa  botinty  on  the  part  of  our  Moths 
Nature  was  well  worth  obtaining  through  such  < 
as  these.  That  feeling  can  be  enjoyed  in  perfee* 
tion  only  by  the  natives  of  summer  islands,  where  tha' 
bread-fnut,  the  cocoa,  the  palm,  and  the  orange  grow 
spontaneously  and  hold  forth  the  ever-ready  me^ ;  but 
likewise  almost  as  well  by  a  man  long  habituated  to 
city  life,  who  plunges  into  such  a  soKtude  as  that  <rf 
the  Old  Manse,  where  he  plucks  the  fnut  of  trees  that 
he  did  not  plant,  and  which  therefore,  to  my  heterodox 
taste,  bear  the  closest  resemblance  to  those  that  grew 
in  Eden.  It  has  been  an  apothegm  these  five  thoik 
sand  years,  that  toil  sweetens  the  bread  it  earns.  For 
my  part  (speaking  from  hard  experience,  acquired 
while  belaboring  the  rugged  furrows  of  Brook  Farm), 
I  relish  best  the  free  g^ts  of  Providence. 

Not  that  it  can  be  disputed  that  the  light  toil  reqni- 
site  to  cidtivate  a  modevately-sized  garden  imparts  sudi 
zest  to  kitchen  vegetables  as  is  never  found  in  thoBS 
of  the  market  gardener.  Childless  men,  if  they  would 
know  something  of  the  bliss  of  paternity,  shoidd  pl&at 
a  seed,  —  be  it  squash,  bean,  Indian  corn,  or  perhaps  ■ 
mere  flower  or  ^vorthless  weed,  —  should  plant  it  witk 
r  own  hands,  and  nurse  it  from  infancy  to  ma* 
ty  altogether  by  their  omi  care.  If  there  be  not 
many  of  them,  eaoh  individual  plant  becomefr«H 
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Hwt  of  separate  iiitei'est.  My  garJeii,  tliat  skirted 
mi  avenue  of  the  Manse,  was  of  precisely  the  right 
ixtent.  An  hour  or  two  of  morning  labor  was  all  that 
t  required.  But  I  used  to  visit  and  revisit  it  a  dozen 
imes  a  day,  and  stand  in  deep  eontemplatiou  over  my 
regctable  progeny  with  a  love  that  nobody  could  share 
ir  conceive  of  who  had  never  taken  part  in  the  pi«v 
>  of  creation.     It  was  one  of  the  most  bewitching 

.'■As  in  the  world  to  observe  a  hill  of  beans  thrust- 
_^'  aside  the  soil,  or  a  row  of  early  peaa  just  peeping 
[orth  sufficiently  to  trace  a  line  of  delicate  green. 
Later  in  the  season  tho  hmiiniing-birds  were  attracted 
tty  the  blossoms  of  a  peculiar  variety  of  bean ;  and 
they  were  a  joy  to  me,  tliose  little  spiritual  visitants, 
Pbr  deigning  to  sip  airy  food  out  of  my  nectar  cups. 
Multitudes  of  bees  used  to  bury  tlieraaelves  in  the  yel- 
low blosi<oms  of  the  summer  squashes.  This,  too,  was 
ft  deep  satisfaction ;  altliough  when  they  had  ladei 
themsBlvcs  with  sweets  they  flew  away  to  some  un 
known  liive,  which  would  give  back  nothing  in  re 
ignital  of  what  my  garden  had  contributed.  But  I  waa 
;lad  thus  to  fling  a  beuefaction  upon  the  passing 
breeze  with  the  certainty  that  somebody  must  profit 
l>y  it,  and  that  there  would  be  a  little  more  honey  in 
the  world  to  allay  the  sourness  and  bitterness  which 
mankind  is  always  complaining  of.  Yes,  indeed ;  my 
life  was  the  sweeter  for  tliat  houey. 

Speaking  of  Biunmer  squashes,  I  must  say  a  word 
Bf  their  beautiful  and  varied  forms.  They  pre- 
sented an  endless  diversity  of  urns  and  vases,  siiat 
hw  or  deep,  scalloped  or  plain,  moulded  in  patterns 
ivhich  a  sculptor  would  do  well  to  copy,  since  Art  has 
lever  invented  anytliing  more  graceful.  A  hundred 
*  1  the  gai-den  wei-e  worthy,  in  my  eves  a.t 
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least,  of  being  rendered  indestructible  in  e 
ever  Providence  (^but  I  know  it  never  i 
assign  me  a  superfluity  of  gold,  part  of  itl 
expended  for  a  service  of  plate,  or  most  delu| 
celain,  to  be  wrought  into  the  shapes  of  i 
squashes  gathered  fi'om  vines  which  1  will  plan 
mj  own  hands.  As  dishes  fur  containing  v 
they  would  be  peculiarly  appropriate. 

But  not  merely  the  squeamish  love  of  the  I 
was  gratified  by  my  toil  in  the  kitchen  garda  _ 
was  a  hearty  enjoyment,  likewise,  in  obsem£ 
growth  of  the  crook-necked  winter  squashes,  frc 
first  little  bulb,  with  the  withered  blossom  adhei 
it,  until  they  lay  strewn  upon  the  soil,  big,  rou] 
lows,  hiding  their  heads  beneath  the  leaves,  bui 
ing  up  their  great  yeUow  rotiuicUlies  to  the  nd 
sun.  Gazing  at  them,  1  felt  that  by  my  a 
thing  worOi  living  for  had  been  done.  A  j 
stance  was  bom  into  the  world.  They  were 
tangible  existences,  which  the  mind  coidd  sran 
of  and  rejoice  in.  A  cabbage,  too,  —  especial 
early  Dutch  cabbage,  which  swells  to  a  monstnn 
cumference,  until  its  ambitious  heart  ofta 
asunder,  —  is  a  matter  to  be  proud  of  whe^ 
claim  a  share  with  the  earth  and  sky  in  proj 
But,  after  all,  the  hugest  pleasure  is  reserved 
I  these  vegetable  children  of  ours  are  smoking  < 
table,  and  wc,  like  Saturn,  make  a  meal  of  then 

What  with  the  river,  tlie  battle-field,  the  oi 
and  the  garden,  the  reader  begins  to  despair  oj 
ing  his  way  back  into  the  Old  Manse.  But  in 
able  weather  it  is  the  truest  hospitality  to  kee 
out-of-doors.  I  never  grew  quite  acquainted  wi 
iabitadoa  till  a  long  spell  of  Bulky  cam  Yradi  q 
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P^fcencatli  its  roof.  There  could  not  l><?  a  more  som.  ^^H 
me  aspect  of  external  Nature  than  a&  then  seen  from  ^^H 
the  windows  of  my  study.  The  great  willow-tree  ha4  ^^| 
caught  and  retained  among  its  leaves  a  whole  cats-  ^^B 
ract  of  wat«r,  to  be  shaken  down  at  intervals  by  the  "" 
frequent  gusts  of  wind.  All  day  long,  and  for  a  week 
together,  the  rain  was  drip-drip-dripping  and  splash-  ^"1 
Bplash-apl  ashing  from  the  eaves,  and  bubbling  and^^H 
foaming  into  the  tubs  beneath  the  spouts.  The  old,  ^^H 
onpainted  shingles  of  the  house  and  out-buildings  ^^H 
we're  black  with  moisture ;  and  the  mosses  of  ancient  ^^H 
growth  upon  the  walls  looked  green  and  fresh,  as  if  ^^H 
they  were  tlie  newest  things  and  afterthought  of  Time-  ^^| 
The  usually  mirrored  surface  of  the  river  was  bluiTed  '' 

by  an  infinity  of  raindrops ;  the  whole  landscape  had 
a  completely  wat«r-soaked  appearance,  conveying  the  ^\\ 
impression  that  the  earth  waa  wet  through  like  a  ^^^ 
sponge ;  while  the  summit  of  a  wooded  hill,  aliont  a  ^^H 
taile  distant,  was  enveloped  in  a  dense  mist,  where  the  ^^B 
demon  of  the  tempest  seemed  to  have  his  abiding-  ^^H 
place  and  to  be  plotting  still  direr  inclemencies.  ^^H 

Nature  has  no  kindness,  no  hospitality,  during  a  ^^| 
min.     In  the  fiercest  beat  of  simny  days  she  retains 
a  secret  mei'cy,  and  welcomes  the  wayfarer  to  shady 
nooks  of  the  woods  whither  the  sun  cannot  penetrate  i  ^^^ 
hut  she  provides  no  shelter  against  her  stoims.     It.^^H 
makes  us  shiver  to  think  of  tliose  deep,  umbrageoua^^H 
i-eeeases,  those  overshadowing  banks,  where  we  found  ^^H 
auch  enjoyment  during  the  sultry  afteinoons.      Not         »" 
a  twig  of  foliage  there  but  woidd  dash  a  little  shower 
into  our  faces.     Looking   reproat-h fully  towards  the 
impenetrable  sky.  —  if  sky  there  be  above  that  dismal 
uniformity  of  clou(I,  —  we  are  apt  to  xfioim'ax  ?i,%ii3aA 
ghfgAo/e  system  o£  the  univfcrse,  Muce  'A  \a\»^e4  '3b» 
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extJuctioQ  of  80  many  summer  daye  in  so  slunt  a 
by  tlie  hissing  and  spluttering  rain.  In  such  spellai 
weather  —  and  it  is  to  be  supposed  such  weather 
—  Eve's  bower  in  para<iise  must  have  been  but  a 
Ies8  and  aguish  kind  of  shelter,  nowise  t^imparable 
the  old  parsonage,  which  ha<l  resources  of  its  own  to 

,  beguile  the  week's  imprisonment.     The  idea  of  sleeps 

'  iug  on  a  couch  of  wet  roses ! 

Happy  the  man  who  in  a  rainy  day  can  betake  hia* 
self  to  a  huge  garret,  stored,  like  that  of  the  Manse, 
with  lumber  that  each  generation  has  left  behind  ft 
from  a  period  before  the  revolution.  Our  garret 
an  arched  hall,  dimly  illuminated  througli  small  aaS^ 
dusty  windows ;  it  was  but  a  twilight  at  the  best ;  and 
there  were  nooks,  op  rather  caverns,  of  deep  obscurity, 
the  secrets  of  which  I  never  learned,  being  too  revercnl 
of  their  dust  and  cobwebs.  The  beams  and  raften, 
roughly  hewn  and  with  strips  of  bark  still  on  them, 
and  tlie  rude  masonry  of  the  chimneys,  made  the  ga^ 
ret  look  wild  and  imcivilized, — an  aspect  milike  what 
was  seen  elsewhere  in  the  quiet  and  decorous  old  houfl& 
But  on  one  side  there  was  a  little  whitewashed  apart- 
ment which  bore  the  traditionary  title  of  the  Saint's 
Chamber,  because  holy  men  in  their  youth  had  slept 
and  studied  and  prayed  tiiere.  With  its  elevated  re- 
tirement, its  one  window,  its  small  fireplace,  and  itl^ 
closet,  convenient  for  an  oratory.  It  was  the  very  Bpet 
where  a  young  man  might  inspire  himself  with  soliaiei 
enthusiasm  and  cherish  s^ntly  dreams.  Tlie  oocil> . 
pants,  at  various  ei>&chs,  had  left  brief  i-ecords  anA 
ejaculations  inscribed  upon  the  walls.  Thei-e,  too^ 
bung  a  tattered  and  shrivelled  roll  of  canvas,  wbidti 
on  inspection  proved  to  be  the  forcibly  wrought  pio" 
tare  vi  »  ideigymaD,  in  wig,  Viand,  ^Lnd.  go-wn,' 
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V  Pilile  iu  Ilia  hand.    Aa  I  turned  his  face  towards  thft 

L  lit  he  eyed  me  with  an  air  of  authority  such  as  meo 

iiis   profession  seldom  assiuue  in  oui  days.     The 

L^inal  had  been  pastor  of  the  parish  more  than  a 

1 1  dry  ago,  a  friend  of  Whitefield,  and  almost  bis 

iii.U  in  f(;rvid  eloquence.     I  bowed  before  the  effigy 

■jl  ilie  dignified  divine,  and  feJt  aa  if  1  had  now  meit 

iaue  to  face  with  the  ghost  by  whom,  as  there  was  rea*- 

.-ion  to  apprehend,  the  Manse  was  liaunted. 

Honses  of  any  antujuity  in  New  Enghmd  are  sO 

iuTariably  possessed  with  spiiita  that  the  matter  seema 

hardly  worth  alluding  to.     Our  ghost  used  to  heava 

•i  "I'p  sighs  in  a  particular  comer  of  the  parlor,  uid 

:iiftim68  rustled  pa|)er,  as  if  he  were  turning  over  a. 

iiion  in  the  long  upper  entry,  —  where  neverthelesa 

waa  in™ible  in  spite  of  the  bright  moonshine  that 

il  through  the  eastern  window.     Not  improbably  he 

-lied  me  to  edit  and  piiblitih  a  selection  from  a  chest 

!  I  of  manuscript  discourses  that  stood  in  the  garret. 

ijip,  while  Hillard  and  other  friends  sat  talking  with 

.  Ill  the  twilight,  there  came  a  rustling  noise  as  of  a; 

iiiiritor'a  silk  gown,  sweeping  through  the  very  midst 

:    I  tie  company  so  closely  as  almost  to  brush  against 

chairB,     Still  there  was  nothing  visible.     A  yet' 

:  :iager  business  was  that  of  a  ghostly  servant  m^d, 

1,^-  used  to  be  heard  iu  the  kitchen  at  deepest  mid- 

^iit,  grinding  coffee,  cooking,  ironing,  —  performing, 

lort,  all  kimls  of  domestic  labor,  —  although  uo 

9  of  anything  accomplished  could  be  detected  the 

Some  neglected  duty  of  her  servitude 

B  ill-starched  ministerial  band  —  disturbed  the 

■dameel  in  her  grave  and  kept  her  at  work  with- 
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predeceasor'a  library  was  stored  in  the  { 
unfit  receptacle  indeed  for  Buch  dreary  I 
prised  the  greater  number  of  volumes.  The  old  ho(j 
would  have  been  worth  noihing  at  an  auction.  In  A 
venerable  garret,  however,  they  possessed  an  intena 
quite  apart  from  their  literary  value,  as  heirlooid 
many  of  which  had  been  transmitted  down  ihrough' 
seiles  of  consecrated  bands  from  the  days  of  the  mi^ 
Puritan  divines.  Autographs  of  famous  names  were) 
be  seen  in  faded  ink  on  some  of  their  flyleaves ;  St 
there  were  marginal  observations  or  interpolated  pag 
closely  covered  with  niamiseript  in  illegible  shortih^ 
perhaps  concealing  matter  of  profound  truth  and  w 
dom.  The  world  will  never  be  the  better  for  it. 
few  of  the  boobs  were  Latin  folios,  written  by  Cat 
olic  autliors ;  others  demolished  Papistry,  as  with 
sledge-hanuner,  in  plain  !Bng1ish.  A  dissertatioa  < 
the  book  of  Job  —  which  only  Job  himself  could  ha' 
had  patience  to  read  —  filled  at  least  a  score  of  smk 
thickset  quartos,  at  tlie  rate  of  two  or  three  volumes' 
a  cliapter.  Then  there  was  a  vast  folio  body  of  divi 
ity — too  corpulent  a  body,it  might  be  feared,  to  cw 
prebend  the  Bpiritual  element  of  religion.  Volumes  > 
this  form  dated  back  two  hundred  years  or  more,  ai 
were  generally  hound  in  black  leatlier,  exhibiting  pt 
cisely  such  an  appearance  as  we  should  attribute  ' 
books  of  enchantment.  Others  equally  antique  we 
of  a  size  proper  to  be  oarried  in  the  large  waistco 
pockets  of  old  times,  —  diminutive,  but  as  black  i 
their  bulkier  brethren,  and  abundantly  interfused  wil 
Greek  and  Latin  quotations.  These  little  old  volum 
impressed  me  as  if  they  had  been  intended  for  vei 
large  ones,  but  had  been  unfortunately  blighted  at  I 
^  skige  of  their  growth.  jl 


^B^  THE  OLD  MANSE.  29^H 

^^Ke  rain  pattered  upon  the  roof  and  tlie  aky  gloomed^^^l 
^^Kgh  the  dusty  gaxret  windows,  while  I  burrowed  ^^| 
^^^K  these  venerable  books  in  search  of  any  living  ^^| 
l^^fflght  which  should  bium  like  a  coal  of  fire,  or  glow^^f 
"k:!'  an  inextinguishable  gem,  beneath  the  dead  trump<'^^H 
;  I'  that  bad  long  hidden  it.     But  I  found  no  such  ^^H 

[  I  ."niTHU*  *     Till    -vo^'i    lii^nA    jiIiItp  ?     nnil    T    r>tf»i1j1    n/>f    lint    ^^^^ 


i;i,surc;   all  was  dead  alike;   and  I  could  not  but 
Tnuse  deeply  and  wonderingly  upon  the  humiliating 
f  att  that  the  works  of  man's  intellect  decay  like  those 
^f  (lis  hands.     Thought  grows  mouldy.     What  waa 
.  II  )d  and  nourishing  food  for  the  spirits  of  one  gener* 
■  <nn  affords  no  Hustenance  for  the  next.     Books  of  r©. 
!  jioa,  however,  cannot  be  considered  a  fair  test  of  the 
hiring  and  vivacious  properties  of  human  thought, 
I  iiuse  such  books  so  seldom  really  touch  upon  their 
■..otensible  subject,  and  have,  therefore,  so  little  busi- 
ness to  be  written  at  all.     So  long  as  an  unlettered 
soul  can  attain  to  sa^'ing  grace,  there  would  seem  to  b6 
no  deadly  error  in  holding  theological  libraries  to  be 
accumulations  of,  for  the  most  part,  stupendous  imper* 
tiaence. 

Many  of  the  books  had  accrued  in  the  latter  years 
of  the  last  clergyman's  lifetime.  These  threatened  to 
be  of  even  less  interest  than  the  elder  works,  a  century 
hence,  to  any  curious  inquirer  who  should  then  rum- 
mage them  as  I  was  doing  now.  Volumes  of  the- 
"Liberal  Preacher "  and  "Christian  E: 
casional  sermons,  controversial  pamphlets,  traets,  and 
other  productions  of  a  like  fugitive  nature  took  the 
]ilaire  of  the  thick  and  heavy  volumes  of  past  time.  In 
a  physical  point  of  view  there  was  much  the  same  dif- 
ference as  between  a  feather  and  a  lump  of  lead ;  but, 
iutelleetuaUy  regarded,  the  specific  gravity  of  old  and 
u|u^  was  about  upon  a  par.     Both  also  wii\%  ?l\<eA 
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frigid.    The  elder  books,  nevertheless,  xeemed  to  ha 
been  earnestly  written,  and  might  he  conceived  to  hai 
poBSCBsed  warmth  at  some  former  period ;  althoug 
with  the  lapse  of  time,  the  heated  masses  had  cooll 
down  even  to  the  freezing  point.     The  fi-igidity  of  H 
modem  productions,  on  the  other  hand,  was  charaete 
istic  and  inherent,  and  evidently  had  little  to  do  wil 
the  writer's  qualities  of  mind  and  heart.     In  fine,, 
this  whole  du»ty  heap  of  literature  I  tossed  aside  i 
the  aacred  part,  and  felt  myself  none  the  less  a  Ch)^ 
tian  for  eschewing  it.     There  appeared  no  hope  <j 
either  mounting  to  the  better  world  on  a  Gothic  stai^ 
case  of  ancient  folios  or  of  flying  thither  on  the  win^ 
of  a  modem  tract.  ^ 

Notiiing,  strange  to  say,  retained   any  sap  ezo^ 
what  had  been  written  for  the  passing  day  and  yeM 
witliout  the  remotest  pretension  or  idea  of  permanenof 
I    There  were  a  few  old  newspapers,  and  still  older  almi 
I    Tiaes,  which  reproduced  to  my  mental  eye  the  epoclK 
'    when  they  had  issued  from  the  press  with  a  distinat 
ness  that  was  altogether  unaccountable.     It  was  as  i 
I  had  found  hits  of  magic  looking-glass  among  tin 
hooks,  with  the  images  of  a  vanished  century  in  theifl 
I  turned  my  eyes  towards  the  tattered  picture  aboTi 
mentioned,  and  asked  of  the  austere  divine  wherefon 
it  was  that  he  and  his  brethren,  after  the  most  painfa 
rummaging  and  groping  into  their  minds,  had  beCD 
able  to  produce  nothing  half  so  real  as  these  new^ 
paper  scribblers  and  almanac  makers  had  tlirown  ai 
in  the  effervescence  of  a  moment.     The  portrait  ft 
ftponded  not ;  so  I  sought  an  answer  for  myself.     It  i 
the  age  itself  that  writes  newspapers  and  ahnanan 
which,  therefore,  have  a  distinct  purpose  and  meaninj 
I  Mt  the  time,  and  a  kind  of  inte\tgiVi\e  tra&  " 


THE   OLD  MANSE.  SI 

imps;  whereas  most  other  works  —  being  written  by  I 
I  n  who,  in  the  very  act,  set  themselves  apart  from  I 
ir    age  —  are  likely  to   possess   little   signifies 
111  new,  and  none  at  all  when  old.     Genius,  indeed, 
■  !t.s  many  ages  into  one,  and  thus  effects  something  I 
.  iiianent,  yet  still  with  a  similarity  of  office  to  that  J 
I  be  more  ephemeral  wi-iter,     A  work  of  geniua  i 
1^   the   newspaper  of  a  century,  or  perchance  of  a 
liitred  centmies. 
LighUy  as  I  have  spoken  of  these  old  books,  there 
^"fL  lingers  with  ine  a  super stitioiis  reverence  for  liter- 
aturi;  of  all  kinds.     A  bound  volume  has  a  chanr 
iny  eyes  similar  to  what  scraps  of  manuscript  possess    , 
Cor  the  good  Mussulman.     lie   imagines  that  those  I 
^rind-waited  records  are  perhaps  hallowed  by  some  i 
Baere^  verse ;  and  I,  that  every  new  book  or  antique 
one  may  contain  tlie  "open  sesame," — the  spell  to   i 
disclose  treasures  hidden  in  some  unsuspected  cave  of  \ 
Truth.    Thus  it  was  not  without  sadness  that  I  turned 
away  from  the  library  of  the  Old  Manse. 

Blessed  was  the  sunshine  when  it  came  again  at  the 
close  of  another  stormy  day,  beaming  from  the  edge 
'■:  r he  western  horizon;  wliile  the  massive  firmament  j 
i-louds  threw  down  all  the  gloom  it  could,  but  servei 
'.  V  to  kindle  the  golden  light  into  a  more  brilliant 
■.V  by   the    strongly  contrasted    shadows.     Heaven 
llt'd  at  the  eartJi,  «o  long  unseen,  from  beneath  its 
' '  ■''■T  (eyelid.     To-monpw   for  the  hill-tops   and  the 
Wood  patlis.  ■ 

Or  it  might  be  that  Ellery  Channing  came  np  the  fl 
bvenuo  to  join  me  in  a  fishing  excursion  on  the  river.  ^ 
Strange  and  happy  times  were  those  when  we  cast 
Asidt)  all  irksome  forms  and  strait-laced  ha\i\toie?n  asA. 
rfi^Hwe/rcB  up  to  the  free  air,  to  \in&  Xi^a 
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the  Indians  or  any  less  conventional  race  di 
briglit  semicircle  of  the  sun.  Bowing  our  boat 
the  current,  between  ^de  meadows,  we  turned  aa 
into  the  Aseabeth.  A  more  lovely  stream  than  til 
for  a  mile  above  its  jmiiition  with  tlio  Concord,  h 
never  flowed  on  earth, —  nowhere,  indeed,  except' 
Itive  the  interior  regions  of  a,  poet's  imagination,  > 
is  sheltered  from  the  breeze  by  woods  and  a  liill-«d 
so  that  elsewhere  thei-e  might  be  a  hurricane,  and  hi 
scarcely  a  ripple  across  the  shaded  water.  The  d 
rent  lingers  along  so  gently  that  the  mare  force  of 
boatman's  will  seems  sufficient  to  propel  his 
against  it.  It  comes  flowing  softly  through  tbe  in 
most  privacy  and  deepest  heart  of  a  wood  which  wl 
pera  it  to  be  quiet ;  while  the  stream  whispers  bi 
again  from  its  sedgy  borders,  as  if  river  and  w( 
were  hushing  one  another  to  sleep.  Yes;  the  li' 
sleeps  along  its  course  and  dreams  of  the  sky  | 
of  the  clustering  foliage,  amid  which  fall  showeiV 
broken  simlight,  imparting  specks  of  vivid  cheeri 
ness,  in  contrast  with  the  qiuet  depth  of  the  prevaili 
tint.  Of  all  this  scene,  the  slumbering  river  hai 
dream  picture  in  its  bosom.  Which,  after  all,  was  ■ 
most  real  —  the  picture,  or  the  original? — the  obj« 
palpable  to  our  grosser  senses,  or  their  apotheoaia 
*lie  stream  beneath  ?  Surely  the  disembodied  uaa^ 
stand  in  closer  relation  to  the  soul.  But  both  ' 
original  and  the  reflection  had  here  an  ideal  char 
and,  had  it  been  a  thought  more  wild,  I  coidd  hi 
fancied  that  this  river  had  strayed  forth  out  of  i 
rich  scenery  of  my  companion's  inner  world ;  only  ( 
vegetation  along  its  banks  should  then  have  had 
Oriental  chai-aoter. 
Crentle  and  unobtru^ve  w  tW  n\«)X  is,  ^^  '^WAl 
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f^iiil  woods  seem  haidly  satisfied  to  allow  it  passa^ 
The  trees  aru  rooted  on  the  very  verge  of  tlie  water, 
ami  dip  their  pendent  branches  into  it.  At  one  spot 
iliere  is  a  lofty  bank,  on  the  slope  of  which  grow 
■  I'liie  hemlocks,  declining  across  the  stream  with  out. 
wretched  arms,  as  if  resolute  to  take  the  plunge.  In' 
otliLT  places  the  banks  are  almost  on  a  level  with  the 
water;  so  that  (he  quiet  congregation  of  .trees  set  their 
feet  in  the  flood,  and  are  fringed  with  foliage  down 
\'}  the  8ui-faco.  Cardinal  flowers  kindle  their  spiral 
ii;iiTit'8  and  illuminate  the  dark  nooks  among  the 
limbhery.  The  pond-lily  grows  abundantly  along  the 
iiiirgin  —  that  delicious  flower,  which,  as  Thoreau 
t -llii  me,  opens  its  virgin  bosoni  to  tlie  first  sunlight 
ktk)  perfects  its  being  through  the  magic  of  that 
ii nial  kiss.  He  has  beheld  beds  of  them  unfolding 
:!j  ilue  succession  as  the  sunrise  stole  gradually  from 
ii'ivor  to  flower  —  a  sight  not  to  be  hoped  for  unltssi 
•  iji'u  a  poet  adjusts  his  inward  eye  to  a  proper  focusj 
ii(b  the  outward  organ.  Grape-vines  here  and  there 
liue  themselves  around  shrub  and  tree  and  haug,: 
itiiir  clusters  over  the  water  within  reach  of  the  boat>- 
liian's  band.  Oftentimes  they  unite  two  trees  of  alien 
race  in  an  inextricable  twine,  marrying  the  hemlock 
and  the  maple  against  their  mtU,  and  enriching  them 
widi  a  purple  offspring  of  which  neither  is  the  parent. 
One  of  these  ambitious  parasites  has  climbed  into  th< 
iipjjer  branches  of  a  tall,  white  pine,  and  is  still  as- 
wnding  from  bough  to  bough,  unsatisfled  till  it  shall 
crown  the  tree's  airy  sununit  with  a  wreath  of 
broad  foliage  and  a  cluster  of  its  grapes. 

The  winding  course  of  the  stream  continually  shut 

out  the  scene  behind  us,  and  reveaiotl  as  taisti  «sA 

^iamfy  a  one  before.     We  glided  ixom  de^l^V  ^o  ^-^^ 


it 
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Be  at  B 


and  breathed  new  seclusion  at  every  turn, 
kingfisher  flew  from  the  wjtiiered  branch  close  fl 
to  another  at  a  distance,  utt<?rmg  a  shrill  cry  of  so 
or  alarm.  Ducks  that  had  been  floating  there  ai 
the  preceding  eve  were  startled  at  our  approach,  I 
skimmed  along  the  glasgy  river,  breaking  its  dark  i 
iace  with  a  bright  streak.  The  pickerel  leaped  h 
among  the  lily-pa^ls.  The  ttittle,  simning  itself  U 
B.  rock  or  at  the  root  of  a  tree,  slid  suddenly  into 
water  with  a  plunge.  The  painted  Indian  who  | 
died  hia  canoe  aJong  the  Asaabeth  three  hundred  y( 
!^  eould  hardly  have  seen  a  wilder  gentleness 
played  upon  its  banks  and  reflected  in  its  bosom  t 
we  did.  Nor  could  the  same  Indian  have  prepS 
hia  noontide  meal  with  more  simplicity.  We  d 
up  our  skiff  at  some  point  where  thts  overarcl 
shade  formed  a  natural  bower,  and  there  kindle 
fire  with  the  pine  cones  and  decayed  branches  that 
strewn  plentifully  aroimd.  Soon  the  smoke  ascen 
among  the  trees,  impregnated  with  a  savory  ineei 
not  heavy,  dull,  and  siu-feiting,  like  the  steam 
cookery  witliin  doors,  but  sprightly  and  piquant.  ' 
smell  of  our  feast  was  akin  to  the  woodland  odors  v 
which  it  mingled:  there  was  no  sacrilege  commil 
by  our  intrusion  there:  the  sat^red  solitude  was  1 
pitable,  and  granted  ua  free  leave  to  cook  and  eat 
the  recess  that  was  at  onee  our  kitchen  and  banqi 
ing  hall.  It  is  strange  what  humble  offices  may 
performed  in  a  beautiful  scene  without  destroying 
poetry.  Our  fire,  red  gleaming  among  the  trees,  i 
we  beside  it,  busied  with  culinary  rites  and  spn 
ing  out  our  lueal  on  a  luossgruwn  log,  all  aeei; 
in  unison  with  the  river  gliding  by  and  the  foli 
rustiing  over  iis>     And|  what  woa  at'raji^B^  loij 
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mirth  seem  to  disturb  tlie  propriety  of  the 
nm  woods;  although  the  hobgoblins  of  the  old 
temess  and  the  wUl-of-the-wisps  that  gluiiiuered  in 
marshy  places  might  have  come  trooping  to  share 
table  talk,  and  have  added  their  shrill  laughter  to 
merriment.  It  was  the  very  spot  in  which  to  ut- 
the  extremeat  nonsense  or  the  profoundest  wisdom, 
hat  ethereal  product  of  the  mind  which  pailakes 
>oth,  and  may  become  one  or  tlie  other,  in  corre- 
idenc-e  with  the  faith  and  insight  of  the  auditor. 

0  amid  simahlne  and  shadow,  rustling  leaves  and 
ling  waters,  up  gushed  our  talk  like  tlie  babble  of 
iintain.  The  evanescent  spray  was  Elleiy's  ;  and 
tou,  the  lumpa  of  golden  thought  that  lay  glim- 
ing  in  the  fountain's  bed  and  brightened  both  our 
s  by  the  rt'flection.  CouM  he  have  drawn  out  that 
;iQ  gold  and  stamped  it  with  the  mint  mark  that 
le  gives  currency,  tlie  world  might  have  had  the 
fit,  and  he  the  fame.  My  mind  was  the  richer 
■ely  by  the  knowleJge  that  it  was  there,  Bnt  the 
'f  [irofit  of  those  wild  days  to  him  and  me  lay,  not 
my  definite  idea,  not  in  any  angular  or  roimded 
li.  which  we  dng  out  of  the  shapeless  mass  of  prob- 
:iiical  stuff,  but  in  the  freedom  which  we  thereby 
^fajm  all  custom  and  conventionalism  and  fetter- 
^HnBnces  of  man  on  man.  We  were  so  free  to- 
^^■fc  it  was  impossible  to  be  slaves  again  to-mor' 
^ffi^hen  we  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  house  or 

1  liie  thronged  pavements  of  a  city,  still  the  leaves 
tlie  trees  tliat  overhang  tliu  Assahetli  were  whis- 
iiip  to  ns.  "  Be  free  !  be  free  I  "     Therefore  along 

■  -iliiMly  river-bank  there  are  spots,  marked  wvtli  vn. 

of  ashes  ainl  JiaJf-consiuned  \>tatii\a,  o\A^  Vsa 
vt^km^muembratice  than  the  beaitii  ota-Vottaft 
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Aud  yet  liow  sweet,  as  we  Soated  lioiueward 
the  golden  river  at  simset,  —  how  sweet  was  il 
turn  within  the  system  of  human  society,  not  Sft  i 
a  dungeon  and  a  chain,  but  as  to  a  stately  edifioi 
whence  we  could  go  forth  at  will  Into  statelier  simplii 
ity  1  How  gently,  too,  did  the  eight  of  the  Old  Mans 
best  seen  from  the  river,  overshadowed  witli  its  willff 
and  ail  environed  about  vvith  the  foliage  of  its  oroluil 
and  avenue, — how  gently  did  its  gray,  homely  aspe 
rebuke  the  speculative  extravagances  of  the  day  I  '. 
had  grown  sacred  in  connection  with  the  artificial  li 
a^;ainst  which  we  inveighed;  it  had  been  a  home  £ 
niany  years  in  spite  of  all ;  it  was  my  home  too ;  tul 
with  these  thoughts,  it  seemed  to  me  tha'  all  the  ar 
fice  and  conventionalism  of  life  wa.s  but  an  impalpati 
thinness  upon  its  surface,  and  that  the  depth  beld 
was  none  the  worse  for  it.  Once,  as  we  turned  n 
boat  to  the  bank,  there  was  a  cloud,  in  the  shape  atf 
immensely  gigantic  figure  of  a  hound,  couched  abff 
tha  house,  as  if  keeping  guard  over  it.  Gazing  at  th 
symbol,  I  prayed  that  the  upper  influences  might  lai 
protect  the  institutions  tliat  had  grown  out  of  ths  hea 
of  mankind. 

If  ever  my  readers  should  decide  to  give  up  ia.v. 
ized  life,  cities,  bouses,  and  whatever  moral  or  mat 
rial  enormities  in  aildition  to  tliesc  tbo  perverted  iii| 
nui^  of  our  race  has  contrived,  let  it  be  in  the  ear 
autumn.  Then  Nature  will  love  him  better  than  i 
any  other  season,  and  will  take  him  to  her  boBa 
with  a  more  motherly  t4?ndemess.  I  could  scaree 
endure  the  roof  of  the  old  house  above  nie  in  th^ 
first  autumnal  days.  How  early  in  tlie  summer,  to 
the  prophecy  of  autmim  comes  !  Earlier  in  some  yea 
e&ao  in  otberai  sometimes  e^en  un.  tha  feah'^i 
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Jiily,  There  is  no  other  feeling  like  what  is  causec 
Ijy  this  faint,  doubtful,  yet  rtiol  perception  —  '  " 
li'.'  not  rather  a  foreboding — of  the  year's  decay,  b 
I'li^Bsedly  sweet  and  aad  m  tlie  same  breath. 

Did  I  say  that  there  was  no  feeling  like  it  ? 
I'lii  there  is  a  half-acknowledged  melancJioly  like  1 
liis  when  we  stand  in  the  perfected  vigor  of  our  1 
jriii  feel  that  Time  has  now  given  us  all  his  flowei 
.iijil  that  the  next  work  of  his  never  idle  fingei 
tie  to  8teal  them  one  by  one  away. 

Rhave  forgotten  whether  the  song  of  the  cricket  t 
as  early  a  token  of  autiunn's  approach  as  an.]^ 
p, —  that  song  which  may  be  called  aji  audihla^ 
stillness ;  for  tbough  veiy  loud  and  heard  afar,  yet 
ili>;  luind  does  not  take  note  of  it  as  a  sound,  so  coni- 
I'li'tely  is  its  individual  existence  merged  among  the 
Jii'nnipaiiying  characteristics  of  the  season.  Alas  for 
'  ill!  pleasant  sunuuer  time  I  In  August  the  grass  is  stall 
Tenlaut  on  the  hills  and  in  the  valleys ;  the  foliage  of 
xa  is  as  dense  as  ever,  and  as  green ;  the  flowers 
forth  in  richer  abundance  along  the  margin  of 
iriver,  and  by  the  stone  walls,  and  deep  among  the 
wiimls ;  the  days,  too,  are  as  fervid  now  as  they  were 
;i  nionth  ago ;  and  yet  in  every  breath  of  wind  and  in 
LVPiy  beam  of  sunshine  we  hear  the  whispered  fare- 
■ul!  and  behold  the  parting  smile  of  a  dear  friend. 
!  Iiere  is  a  coolness  amid  all  the  heat,  a  mildness  in  the 
M^iring  noon.  Not  a  breeze  can  stir  but  it  thi-ills  us 
I'th  the  breath  of  autumn.  A  pensive  glory  is  seen 
■  1  llie  far  golden  gleams,  among  the  shadows  of  the 
!ivi>8.  The  flowers — even  the  brightest  of  them,  and 
they  are  the  most  gorgeous  of  the  year  —  have  tMa 
genthj  sadness  wedded  to  (Jieir  jHnnp,  auiV  ty^^frg  '^Ba 
tjaaietea-  ot  the  deliciouH  time  each  vjitinTa.  \tee\i.  "ypn. 
lal  flower  has  never  seetaei  ga>J  ^  ^^| 
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Still  later  in  the  seasoii  Nature's  tenderness  waxa 
stronger.  It  is  impossible  not  to  be  fond  of  our  motliei 
now ;  for  she  is  so  fond  of  us  I  At  other  periods  sbe 
does  not  make  this  impression  on  me,  or  only  at  ran 
intervals ;  but  in  those  genial  days  of  autumn,  when 
she  has  perfected  her  harvests  and  accomplished  ever] 
needful  tliiug  that  was  given  her  to  do,  then  she  over 
flows  with  a  blessed  superfluity  of  love.  She  ha 
leisure  to  caress  her  childi-en  now.  It  is  good  to  h 
alive  at  such  times.  Thank  Heaven  for  breath — yes 
for  mere  breath  —  when  it  is  made  up  of  a  heavenly 
breeze  like  this !  It  comes  with  a  real  kiss  upon  ou 
cheeks ;  it  would  linger  fondly  around  us  if  it  might 
but,  since  it  must  be  gone,  it  embraces  us  with  its  wholi 
kindly  heart  and  passes  onward  to  embrace  Hkewis 
the  next  thing  that  it  meets.  A  blessing  is  tlung  abroai 
and  scattered  far  and  wide  over  the  earth,  to  l)e  gatJi 
ered  up  by  all  who  choose.  I  recline  upon  the  stil 
unwithered  grass  and  whisper  to  myself,  "  O  perfed 
day  I  O  beautiful  world  I  O  beneficent  God !  "  An( 
it  is  the  promise  of  a  blessed  eternity ;  for  our  Creato 
would  never  have  made  such  lovely  days  and  hayi 
^ven  us  the  deep  hearts  to  enjoy  them,  above  and  be 
yond  all  thought,  unless  we  were  meant  to  be  immortid 
This  sunshine  is  the  golden  pledge  thereof.  It  heami 
tliroi^h  the  gates  of  paradise  and  shows  us  glimpse) 
far  inward. 

By  and  by,  in  a  httle  time,  the  outward  world  puti 
on  a  drear  austerity.  On  some  October  momiii| 
there  is  a  heavy  hoar-frost  on  the  grass  and  along  tin 
tops  of  the  fences  ;  and  at  sunrise  the  leaves  fall  frOB 
the  trees  of  our  avenue  without  a  breath  of  wind 
quietly  descending  by  their  own  weight. 
•'  have  murmured  ^e  ttie  nw 
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they  have  roared  loudly  while  the  branches  were  wreat 
liii^  with  the  thunder  gust;  tliey  have  made  miisii 
UiXli  glail  aiid  solemn ;  they  have  attimed  my  tlioughtd 
■v  their  quiet  sound  as  I  paced  to  and  fro  beneath  t 
i'li  of  intermingling  boughs.  Now  they  can  oolfl 
■  iwtle  under  my  feet.  Henceforth  the  gray  parsona^ 
'i-;^s  to  assume  a  larger  importance,  and  drawi 
ri'side,  — fortlie  abomination  of  the  air-tight  stove  ii 

I I  served  till  wintry  weather,  —  draws  closer  and  olose( 
!'i  its  fireside  tlie  vagrant  impulses  that  had  gone  wai 
i!i'ring  about  through  the  summer. 

When  summer  was  dead  and  biu-ied  the  Old  Mai 
iitcanie  aa  lonely  as  a  hermitage.     Not  that  ever— ^ 

III  my  time  at  least  —  it  had  been  thronged  with  com- 
I'^my;  but,  at  no  rare  intervals,  we  welcomed  some 
(riftnd  out  of  the  dusty  glare  and  tumult  of  the  world, 
;;i(!  rejoicetl  to  shai-e  with  him  the  transparent  ob- 
'  iinty  that  was  floating  over  us.  In  one  respect  oar 
iivepincts  were  like  the  Enchanted  Ground  tlirough 
"  liii'h  the  pilgrim  travelled  on  his  way  to  the  Celestial 
'ityl  The  guests,  each  and  all,  felt  a  slumberous  in- 
Hiii'ace  iipon  them ;  they  fell  asleep  in  chairs,  or  took 
:  more  deliberate  siesta  on  the  sofa,  or  were  aeen 
Hitched  among  the  shatlows  of  the  orchard,  looking 

Jp  dreamily  through  the  boughs.  They  could  not 
have  paid  a  more  aoceptable  compliment  to  my  abode, 
nor  k)  my  own  qualities  as  a  host.  I  held  it  as  a  proof 
tliat  they  left  their  earea  behfnd  them  aa  they  passed 
itrtween  the  stone  gate-posts  at  the  entrance  of  our 
irenue,  and  that  the  so  powerfid  opiate  was  the  abnn- 
AancK  of  peace  and  qiiiet  within  and  all  aroimd  ua. 
Others  could  give  them  pleasing  and  amuaeiftcut  «« 
iOAtraction  —  tbesn  could  be  picked  up  anywVfe'ce.',  VA 
give  them  rest- 
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trouble.  What  better  could  be  done  for  tboa 
and  world-worn  spirits  ? — for  him  whose  eareer  oi  j 
petual  action  was  impeded  and  harassed  by  the  ra; 
of  his  powers  and  tfie  richest  of  his  acquiiements^ 
for  another  who  ha^l  thrown  his  ardent  heart  fi 
earliest  youth  into  the  strife  of  poHtica,  and  now,  ] 
chance,  began  to  suspect  that  one  lifetime  is  too  b: 
for  the  accomplishment  of  any  lofty  aim  ?  —  for 
on  whose  feminine  nature  had  been  imposed  the  he: 
gift  of  intellectual  |>ower,  such  as  a  strong  man  mi 
^ave  staggered  under,  and  with  it  the  necessity  to 
upon  the  worid?  —  in  a  word,  not  to  multiply 
stances,  what  better  could  be  done  for  anybody  ^ 
came  within  our  magic  circle  than  to  throw  the  s] 
of  a  tranquil  spirit  over  him?  And  when  it  1 
wrouglit  its  full  effect,  then  we  dismiased  him,  m 
but  misty  reminiscences,  as  if  he  bad  been  dream 
of  us. 

Were  I  to  adopt  a  pet  idea,  as  so  many  people 
and  fondle  it  in  my  embraces  to  the  exclusion  of 
others,  it  would  be,  tliat  the  great  want  which  m 
kind  labors  under  at  this  present  period  is  sleep.  1 
world  should  i-ecline  its  vast  head  on  the  first  con\ 
ient  pillow  and  take  an  age-long  nap.  It  has  gone  i 
tracted  through  a  morbid  activity,  and,  while  pre 
naturally  wide  awake,  is  nevertheless  tormented 
visions  that  seem  real  to  it  now,  but  would  assu 
their  true  aspect  and  character  were  all  things  o: 
act  right  by  an  interval  of  sotmd  repose.  This  is 
only  method  of  getting  rid  of  old  delusions  and  aT( 
ing  new  ones;  of  regenerating  oiu*  race,  so  thai 
might  in  due  time  awake  as  an  infant  out  of  de 
slumber ;  of  restoring  to  us  the  simple  perception 

*  is  right,  and  the  siugVe-heaTteA  deaiie  to  «j^ 
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which  have  long  been  lost  in  conaeqnenco 
reary  activity  of  brain  and  torpor  or  pasaion 
eart  that  now  afflict  the  universe,     Stimu- 

only  mode  of  treatment  hitherto  attempted, 
lell  the  disease  ;  they  do  but  heighten  the  de- 

yt  the  above  paragraph  ever  he  quoted  against 
IT  J  for,  though  tiuctiired  with  its  modieum 
it  IB  the  result  and  expression  of  what  he 
ile  he  was  writing,  to  be  but  a  diBtorted  sur- 
le  state  and  prospects  of  mankind.  There 
around  nie  which  made  it  difficult 
^e  world  precisely  as  it  exists;  for,  severe 
was  the  Old  Manse,  it  was  necessary  to 
little  way  beyond  its  threshold  before  meet- 
i  stranger  moral  shapes  of  men  than  might 
n  encountered  elsewhere  in  a  circuit  of  a 
rmiles. 

bobgoblins  of  flesh  and  blood  were  attracted 
f  the  widespreading  influence  of  a  great  orig- 
ker,  who  had  his  earthly  abode  at  the  opposite 
of  our  village.  His  mind  acted  upon  other 
.a  certain  constitution  with  wonderful  mag- 
id  drew  many  men  upon  long  pilgrimages  to 
ti  him  face  to  face.  Young  visionaries  —  to 
much  of  insight  had  been  imparted  as  to 
all  a  labyrintli  around  them  —  came  to  seek 
that  should  guide  them  out  of  their  self-in- 
Tmeiit.  Grayheaded  tlieorists  —  whose 
first  air,  had  finally  imprisoned  them  in  an 
-work  —  travelled  painfully  to  his  door,  not 
iveranee,  but  to  invite  the  free  spirit  into 
titmldom.  People  that  hadWgVteiona.Ta&'s 
thought  that  they  fandeA  ue-fl, 
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Emerson,  as  the  finder  of  a  glittering  gem  hasteiu  t4 
a  lapidary,  to  aspert^n  its  quality  and  value.  Uncep 
tain,  troubled,  earnest  wandererB  through  the  miduiglll 
of  the  moral  world  beheld  his  intellectual  fire  as  a  be» 
con  l)urDiiig  on  a  hill-top,  aud,  elimbing  the  difBni)]! 
ascent,  looked  forth  into  the  suirounding  obscurit) 
more  hopefully  than  hitherto.  The  light  revealed 
objects  unseen  before, — mountains,  gleaming  lakes 
glimpses  of  a  creation  among  the  chaos ;  but,  also,  a 
was  unavoidable,  it  attraeted  bats  and  owls  and  th 
whole  host  of  night  birds,  which  flapped  their  dus^ 
wings  against  the  gazer's  eyes,  and  sometimes  wei 
mistaken  for  fowls  of  angelic  feather.  Such  delusion 
I  always  hover  nigh  whenever  a  beacon  fire  of  truth  ] 
'    kindled. 

For  myself,  there  ha<l  been  epochs  of  my  life  whei 
I,  too,  might  have  asked  of  this  prophet  the  maste 
word  that  should  solve  me  the  riddle  of  the  imiverse 
but  now,  being  happy,  I  felt  as  if  there  were  no  quef 
tion  to  be  put,  and  therefore  admired  Emerson  as  i 
poet  of  deep  beauty  and  austere  tenderness,  but  sou^ 
nothing  from  bim  as  a  philosopher.  It  was  good,  nev 
ertheless,  to  meet  him  in  the  woodpaths,  or  sometime 
in  our  avenue,  with  that  pure  intellectual  gleam  dii 
fused  about  his  presence  like  the  gaimeiit  of  a  shininj 
one ;  and  he  so  quiet,  so  simple,  so  without  pretensioi 
encountering  each  man  alive  as  if  expecting  to  receiT 
more  than  he  could  impart.  And,  in  truth,  the  heai 
of  mauy  an  ordinary  man  had,  perchance,  inscriptioD 
I  which  he  could  not  read.  But  it  was  impossible  t 
!  dwell  in  his  vicinity  witliout  inhaling  more  or  less  tb 
'  mountain  atmosphere  of  his  lofty  thought,  which,  i 
the  brains  of  some  people,  wiought  a  singular  giddi 
aeas,  —  new  truth  being  as  headj  aa  hcti  'j  " 


THE  OLD  MANSE. 

was  ft  poor  little  country  village  infested  with  sticli 
■  iiiety  of  qiieer,  sti'angely-dreaaed,  oddly-behaved 
rsls,  most  of  whom  took  upon  themselves  to  be  ii 
ii\t  agents  of  the  world's  destiny,  yet  were  simpli 
ires  of  a  very  iuteuse  water.    Such,  I  imagine,  is  tl 
imariable  character  of  persons  who  crowd  so  close] 
iltoiit  an  original  thinker  as  to  draw  in  his  unuttei 
hn-ith  and  thus  become  imbued  with  a  false  ori^ni 
it\,    This  triteness  of  novelty  is  enough  to  make  anj 
imti  of  common  sense  blaspheme  at  all  ideas  of  leas 
than  a  century's  standing,  and  pray  that  the  world 
may  be  petrified  and  rendered  immovable  in  precisely 
tiie  worst  moral  and  physical  stat«  that  it  ever  yet  ar- 
rii'ed  at,  rather  than  be  benefited  by  such  schemes  of' 
■lull  philosophers. 
And  now  I  begin  to  feel  —  and  perhaps  should  havft 
"finer  felt —  tliat  we  have  talked  enough  of  the  Old 
M^inae.     Mine  honored  reader,  it  may  be,  will  vilify 
il If  poor  author  as  an  egotist  for  babbling  through  so 
iiiiny  pages  about  a  mossgrown  coimtry  parsonage, 
.i!.(l  his  life  within  its  walls  and  on  the  river  and 
iht'  woods,  and  the  influences  that  wrought  upon  him 
from  all  these  soorces.     My  conscience,  however, 
ant-  reproach  me  with  betraying  anything  too  saci 
individual  to  be  revealed  by  a  human  spirit  to   it» 
'nither  or  sister  spirit.     How  narrow  —  how  shallow 
111!  scanty  too — is  the  stream  o£  thought  that  has 
I  fin  flowing  from  my  pen,  compared  with  the  broad 
■lie  of  dim  emotions,  ideas,  and  associations  which 
">.ll  around  me  from  that  portion  of  my  existence! 
Mi.w  little  have  I  told!  and  of  that  littie,  how  almost 
I'lhing  is  even  tinctiu^l  with  any  quality  that  \uaJs«A 
xeSusiveJj  tny  own  !     Has  the  reader  gone  '«aT:iiKs- 
aiaad  with  me,  through  Hat  vnnci: 


4 

1  him^^^ 
,  doea^^l 
!redl;^^^| 
o   itA^^H 


16  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  Si.iNSIt. 


.f&S 


tlieless,  tbe  public  —  if  my  limited  number  of-jl 
whom  I  venture  to  regard  rather  as  a  circle  of  f 
may  be  tenned  a  public  —  will  receive  them  the  D 
kindly,  as  the  last  offering,  the  last  tollectiou,  of 
nature  which  it  ia  my  purpose  ever  U)  put  forth, 
leas  1  could  do  better,  I  have  done  enough  iu  tliis  ki 
For  myself  the  book  will  always  retain  one  cham 
as  reminding  me  of  the  river,  with  its  del'^htful  i 
tudes,  and  of  the  avenue,  the  garden,  and  the  ortdii 
and  especially  the  dear  old  Manse,  witli  the  little  st 
on  its  western  aide,  and  the  Biuishiue  glimmei 
through  *he  willow  brauehea  while  I  wrote. 

Let  the  readier,  if  he  will  do  me  so  much  honor, 
agine  himself  luy  guest,  and  that,  having  seen  w. 
ever  may  be  worthj;  of  notice  within  and  about 
Old  Manse,  he  has  finally  been  ushered  into  my  stt 
There,  after  seating  him  in  an  antique  elbow  chair, 
heirloom  of  the  house,  I  t^ke  forth  a  roll  of  mi 
script  and  entreat  his  attention  to  tlie  following  t 
—  an  act  of  personal  inhospitality,  however,  whi* 
never  was  guilty  of,  nor  ever  will  be,  even  to  ray  ^ 
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B  latter  part  of  the  last  century  there  J| 

hoience,  an  eiuitient  proficient  in  eveji 

1  philosophy,  who  not  long  befog^ 

1  made  experience  of  a  spirit 

I  &aa  any  chemical  oti^-^dHpHfiTflR  his 

y  to  the  care  of  an  ass^^H|jjj^||^^Hii3  fine 

Tthe  stain 

b  beautiful 

lays  vrhen  the 

city  and  other 

ffed  to  open  paths 

r  not  unusual  for  the 

1  its  depth 

Thigher  intellect,  the  im- 

Q  t^e  heart  might  all  find 

i  pursuits  which,  as  some  of 

I  belieTed,  would  ascend  from  one 

rerful  intelli^nce  to  another,  imtil  the  phi- 

E  should  lay  his  hand  on  the  secret  of  creative 

i  perhaps  make  new  worlds  for  himself.     We 

>  whether  Aylmer  possessed  this  degree  of 

Bias's  ultiuiate  control  over  Nature.     He  had 

:,  however,  too  unreservedly  to  scientiiic 

f  to  be  weaned  from  them  by  any  second 

His  love  for  his  young  wife  might  prove  the 

|of  the  two  :  but  it  could  only  1)e  by  intertwin- 

[  with  his   love  of  science,  and  iim^kn^  '&« 

f  the  latter  to  his  uwu. 
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Sucli  a  uuion  accordingly  took  place,  i      

tended  with  truly  remarkable  eotisequ^nces  ■) 
deeply  impressive  moral.  Oue  day,  very  soon 
their  marriage,  Aylmer  sat  gaaiiig  at  his  wife  ^ 
a  his  counteiiaace  that  grew  atroug< 


lencesji 


'  said  he,  "has  it  never  i      

b  the  mark  upon  your   cheek  might  i 

said  she,  smiling ;    but   perce 

"   hia   manner,  she   blushed  d« 

*^To  t^^^^^^^^hyj  It  has  Leun  so  often  caj 
efaaxm  ^£]^^^^^^^^^^nough  to  imagine  it  i 
be  so." 

"  Ah,  upon^ 
her  husband } 
Georgiana,  yon  c 
of  Nature  that  this  s 
hesitate  whether  to  t«n| 
me,  as  being  the  visible^ 
tion," 

"  Shocks    you,    my    husbai 
dee]jly  hurt;  at  first  reddening  witl^ 
ger,  but  then  bursting  into  tears.     "Then  ^ 
you  take  me  from  my  mother's  side  ?    You  a 
love  what  shocks  you  ! " 

To  explain  this  conversation  it  must  be  ment 
that  in  tlie  centre  of  Georgiana'a  left  cheek  then 
a  singidar  mark,  deeply  interwoven,  as  it  were, 
the  texture  and  substance  of  her  face.  In  the 
state  of  her  complexion  —  a  healthy  though  de, 
bloom  —  the  mark  wore  a  tint  of  deeper  crii 
which  imperfectly  defined  its  sha^H;  amid  the 
rounding  roBiDesB.     When  she  HoriseA  i-t  ^ 


cried' 

itlPTpou 
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P^Kne  more  indistiiict,  and  finally  Tanished  amid  tbdl 
feumphant  rusli  of  Llood  tliat  bathed  the  whole  oheekl 
with  its  brilliant  glow.  But  if  any  shifting  motioa>l 
fauscd  her  to  turn  pale  there  was  the  mark  again,  i 
crlinsoD  Etaiii  upon  the  anow,  in  what  Aylmer  somaiJ 
titnes  deemed  an  almost  fearful  distinctness.  Its  sbapt 
bore  not  a  little  similarity  to  the  human  hand,  thougU 
of  the  smallest  pygmy  size.  Georgiana's  lovers  wew 
wont  to  say  that  some  fairy  at  her  birtli  hour  ha<l  laid.'l 
her  tiny  hand  upon  the  infant's  eheehf  and  left  this  \ 
impress  there  in  token  of  the  magic  Endowments  that  I 
were  to  give  hor  such  sway  over  aJl  hearts. ,  Many  a  I 
desperate  swain  woidd  have  risk^  life  foi'  tlie  privi>J 
lege  of  pressing  his  lips  to  tM  mystenous  hand.  It  I 
oiiist  not  be  concealed,  howtver,  that.'thc  impression  f 
*rought  by  this  fairy  sigtfmanual  varied  exceodinglyj  f 
according  to  the  difference  of  temperament  in  the  be-  I 
oalders.  Some  faslaflions  pejSons  —  but  they  were  I 
exclusively  of  her  own  ses  —  affirmed  that  the  bloody  f 
band,  as  they  chose  to  call  it,  quite  destroyed  the  effect! 
of'  Georgiana's  beauty,  and  rendered  her  counteuanoe I 
evt;it  hideous.  But  it  would  be  as  reasonable  to  say  I 
i'i;it  one  of  those  small  blue  stains  which  s 

iir  in  the  purest  statuary  marble  woidd  convert  the  I 

'.■-e  of  Powers  to  a  monster.     Masculine  observers, 

i:  the  birthmark  did  not  heighten  their  admiration, 

■uiitented  themselves  with  wisliing  it  away,  that  the 

iiiirld  might  possess  one  living  specimen  of  ideal  lovo- 

.  ^''ms  without  the  semblance  of  a  flaw.     After  his  raar- 

,-■(;,  —  for  he  thought  little  or  nothing  of  the  matter 

hire.  —  Aylmcr  discovered  that  this  was  the  case 

:[<!  himself. 

i  1  ad  she  been  less  beautiful,  —  il  Env^'  %  %^  »y»^. 

t  atoa  to  eaaet  afc.'r^rhft.ti 
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I  felt  hia  affection  heightened  by  the  prettinees  of  thk  j 
I  mimic  hand,  now  vaguely  portrayed,  now  lost,  now 
I  etealing  forth  again  and  gUnunering  to  and  fro  with 
every  pidse  of  emotion  that  thi'ohbeil  within  her  heart; 
hut  seeing  her  otherwise  so  perfect,  he  found  thia  one 
defect  grow  more  and  more  intolerable  with  every  mo- 
ment of  their  imitfid  lives.  It  was  the  fatal  flaw  of 
homani^  which  Nature,  in  one  shape  or  another, 
stamps  ineffaceably  on  all  her  productions,  either  to 
imply  that  they  are  temporary  and  finite,  or  that  their 
perfection  mua^  be  wioiight  by  toil  and  pain.  The 
crimson  hand  expressed  the  includible  gripe  in  whidi 
mortality  dutches  lS^  highest  and  piwest  of  eariUy 
mould,  degradjug  thenr^nto  kindred  with  the  lowest, 
and  even  with  the  very  bivtes,  like  whom  their  visible 
frames  i-eturn  to  dust.  In  tlils  manuer,  selecting  it  as 
the  symbol  of  his  wife's  liability  to  sin,  sorrow,  decay, 
and  death,  Aylraer's  s^bre  im^;ination  was  not  long 
a  rendering  the  birthmark  a  frightful^  object,  causing 
him  more  trouble  and  horror  than  ever  Georgiana'i 
beauty,  whether  of  soul  or  sense,  had  given  him  de> 
I  light- 

At  all  tlie  seasons  which  should  have  been  their  hap- 
I  piesti  he  invariably  and  without  intending  it,  nay,  in 
,  spite  of  a  purpose  to  the  contrary,  reverted  to  this  one 
disastrous  topic.     Trifling  as  it  at  first  appeared,  it  90 
i  connected  itself  with  inniunerable  trains  of  thought 
I  and  modes  of  feeling  that  it  became  the  central  point 
I   of  all.     With  the  morning  twilight  Aylmer  opened 
his  eyes  upon  his  wife's  face  and  recognized  the  sym- 
bol of  imperiection ;  and  when  they  sat  together  itt 
the   evening   hearth  his   eyes  wandei-ed  stealthily  ta 
her  cheek,  and  beheld,  flickering  with  the  blaae  of 
9  wood  Bre,  the  spectral  hand  tiiat  vreoXsi 
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where  he  would  fain  have  worshipped.  Geor^ana 
ROOD  learned  to  shudder  at  his  gaze.  It  needed  but  a 
glance  with  the  peculiar  expression  that  his  face  often 
wore  to  change  tlie  rnsea  of  her  cheek  into  a  death- 
like paleness,  amid  whieh  the  ciimson  hand  was 
brought  strongly  out,  like  a  bass-relief  of  ruby  on 
the  whitest  marble. 

Late  one  night  when  the  lights  were  growing  dimy 
Ko  as  hardly  to  betray  the  stain  on  the  poor  wife's 
rfirnlr,  she  herself,  for  the  first  time,  voluntarily  took 

HbDo  you  remember,  my  dear  Aylmer,"  said  she, 
■intt  a  feeble  attempt  at  a  smile,  "  have  you  any  reo- 
('Uection  of  a  dream  last  night  about  this  odious 
hand?" 

"None  !  none  whatever  I "  replied  Aylmer,  starting 
but  then  he  added,  in  a  dry,  cold  tone,  affected  for  tha' 
sake  of  concealing  the  real  depth  of  his  emotion,  "  X' 
[lit  well  dream  of  it ;  for  before  I  fell  asleep  it  had: 
i  a  pretty  firm  hold  of  my  fancy." 

1  you  did  dream  of  it?  "  continued  Georgians, 
Sly ;  for  she  dreaded  lest  a  gush  of  tears  should 
interrupt  wliat  she  had  to  say.  "  A  terrible  dream  I 
I  wonder  that  you  can  forget  it.  Is  it  possible  to  for- 
get this  one  expression? — 'It  is  in  her  heart  now; 
we  must  have  it  out ! '  Reflect,  my  husband ;  for  by 
all  means  I  would  have  you  recall  that  dream.' 

The  mind  is  ui  a  satl  state  when  Sleep,  the  all* 
involving,  cannot  confine  her  spectres  within  tlie  dim 
region  of  her  sway,  but  sidfers  them  to  break  forth, 
affrighting  this  actual  life  with  secrets  that  perchance 
behmg  to  a  deeper  one.  Aylmer  now  TeTvAenAictei 
l^.i*  f^n^^'"-  ^^  ^^rf  fancied  himself  mtti  ^^  aerraaA 
inpting  ail  operation  lot  Aia  T;ei5iO"j^' 
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the  birthmark;  but  the  deeper  went  the  knife,  tht 
deeper  sank  tlie  band,  until  at  length  its  tiny  grasp 
appeared  to  have  caught  hold  of  (J-eoi^ana's  hemi; 
whence,  however,  her  husband  was  inexorably  reBolved 
to  out  or  wrench  it  away.  : 

When  the  dream  had  shapetl  itaelf  perfectly  in  Wa  | 
memory,  Ayhner  sat  in  his  wife's  presence  with  a 
guUtj  feeling.  Truth  often  finda  its  way  to  the  ndnd 
close  mufiled  in  robes  of  sleep,  and  then  speaks  with 
uncompromising  directness  of  matters  in  regard  to' 
which  we  practise  an  unconscious  self-deception  diw 
ing  our  waldng  moments.  Until  now  he  had  not  been ' 
aware  of  the  tyrannizing  influence  acquired  by  one  idaa; 
over  his  mind,  and  of  the  lengths  which  he  might  find 
in  hiB  heart  to  go  for  the  sake  of  giving  himself  peace' 

"  Aylmer,"  resumed  Georgiana,  solemnly,  "  I  know 
not  what  may  be  the  cost  to  both  of  us  to  rid  me  of 
this  fatal  birthmark.  Perhaps  its  removal  may  cause 
cureless  deformity  ;  or  it  may  be  the  stain  goes'  as  deep 
as  life  itself.  Again :  do  we  know  that  there  is  a  ppg- 
aibility,  on  any  terms,  of  unclasping  tlie  firm  ^pe  d 
tiiis  little  hand  which  was  laid  upon  me  before  I  raunC' 
into  the  world  ?  "  ! 

"Dearest  Georgiana,  I  have  spent  much  thongUi 
apon  the  subject,"  hastily  interrupted  Aylmer.  "  I  aiq; 
convinced  of  the  jMifect  practicability  of  its  removal" 

"  If  there  be  the  remotest  possibility  of  it,"  coB-, 
tinued  Georgiana,  "let  the  attempt  be  made  at  what- 
ever risk.  Danger  is  notliing  to  me ;  for  life,  whib 
this  hateful  mark  makes  me  the  object  of  your  horroi 
and  disgust,  ^  life  is  a  burden  which  I  would  fliojt 
down  with  joy.  Either  remove  this  dreadful  hand,  ot 
take  my  WTetehed  life  I  You  have  dce^  aeienoe.  AJl 
tJie  world  heara   witness   of  it.    Tou  Wst. 
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^Kit  vonderH.  Cannot  you  remove  this  little,  little  I 
mark,  which  I  cover  with  the  tips  of  two  small  fingers}  I 
Is  this  beyond  your  power,  for  the  sake  of  your  own  I 
peace,  and  to  save  your  poor  wife  from  madness  ? 

"  Noblest,  dearest,  tenderest  wife,"  cried  Ayhaer,  I 
rapturously,  "  doubt  not  my  power.  I  have  already  I 
given  this  matter  the  deepest  thought  —  thought  which  I 
might  almost  have  enlightened  me  to  create  a  b 
less  perfect  than  yourself.  Georgiana,  you  have  led  I 
me  deeper  than  ever  into  the  heart  of  science.  I  feel  T 
myself  fully  competeut  to  render  this  dear  cheek  a 
faidtless  as  its  fallow  ;  and  then,  most  beloved,  what 
will  be  my  triumph  when  I  shall  have  corrected  what 
Xature  left  imperfect  in  her  fairest  work !  Even  Pyg-  i 
malion,  when  hio  sculptured  woman  assumed  life,  felt  J 
not  greater  ecstasy  than  mine  will  be." 

'•  It  is  resolved,  then,"  said  Georgiana,  faintly  erail"  \ 
ing.  "  And,  Aylnier,  spare'  me  not,  though  you  should  I 
iliid  the  birthmark  take  refuge  in  my  heart  at  last." 

Her  husband  tenderly  kissed  her  cheek — her  rightcl 
cheek  —  not  that  which  bore  the  impress  of  the  cTim<  \ 

The  next  day  Aylmer  apprised  liis  wife  of  a  planJ 
Ihat  he  had  formed  whereby  he  might  have  oppoivB 
tauity  for  the  intense  thought  and  constant  watchful- 
ness which  the  proposed  operation  would  require ; 
while  Georgiana,  likewise,  would  enjoy  the  perfect 
re])oae  essential  to  its  success.  They  were  to  seclude 
themselves  in  the  extensive  apartments  occupied  by 
Aylmer  as  a  laboratory,  aud  where,  during  liis  toil- 
Bonia  jttuth,  he  had  made  iliseovcries  in  the  elemental 
powers  of  Nature  that  liad  rousetl  the  udmicatioa  •&< 
all  lie  learnej  sfrcwties  m  Europe.     SeateiV  'iaWi'j  '">» 

i^e  jjale  philosopher  VaA inNea^iv^**^^ 
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the  seoretB  of  the  highest  cloud  region  and  of  i 
foimdeat  mines  ;  he  had  satisfied  himself  of  the  c 
that  kindled  and  kept  alive  the  fires  of  the  volcai 
and  had  explained  the  myutery  of  fountains,  and  h 
it  is  that  they  gush  forth,  some  so  hright  and  pu 
and  otliers  with  such  rich  medicinal  virtues,  from  i 
dark  bosom  of  the  earth.  Here,  too,  at  an  earUer 
riod,  he  had  studied  the  wonders  of  the  human  fxu 
and  attempted  to  fathom  the  very  process  bywl^ 
Nature  assimilates  all  her  precious  influences  fri 
earth  and  air,  and  from  the  spiritual  world,  to  ere. 
and  foster  man,  her  masterpiece.  The  latter  pursi 
however,  Aylmer  ha*l  long  laid  aside  in  unwilli 
recognition  of  the  truth  —  against  which  all  seek 
sooner  or  later  stumble  —  that  oiu-  great  cieat 
Mother,  while  she  amuses  us  with  apparently  wo 
ing  in  the  broadest  sunshine,  is  yet  severely  careful 
keep  her  own  secrete,  and,  in  spite  of  her  pretenc 
openness,  shows  us  nothing  but  results.  She  perm 
us,  indeed,  to  mar,  but  seldom  to  mend,  and,  Kk( 
jealous  patentee,  on  no  account  to  make.  Now,  li( 
ever,  Aylmer  resumed  these  half-forgotten  investii 
tions ;  not,  of  course,  with  such  hopes  or  wishes 
first  suggested  them ;  but  because  they  involved  mil 
physiological  truth  and  lay  in  the  path  of  hia  propoE 
scheme  for  the  treatment  of  Georgiaiia. 

As  he  led  her  over  the  threshold  of  the  laborato 
Georgiana  was  cold  and  tremulous.  Ayhner  looi 
cheerfully  into  her  face,  with  intent  to  reassure  h 
but  was  BO  stai;Hed  with  the  intense  glow  of  the  bir 
mark  upon  ih/b  whitenctis  of  her  cheek  that  he  coi 
not  restrauv  a  strong  convulsive  shudder.  His  W 
fainted. 

"  Aminadab !  Amiuadab ! "  shouted  Aylmer,  i 
violently  on  the  floor. 
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^wiih  tliero  issued  from  an  inner  apartmi^nt  a 
man  of  low  statufe,  but  bulky  frame,  with  shaggy 
hair  han^ng  about  hia  visage,  whieh  was  grimetl  with 
the  vapors  of  the  furnace.  This  pursonagB  had  been 
Aylliier's  underworker  during  liia  whole  scientific  ca^ 
reer,  and  was  admirably  fitted  for  that  office  by  his 
great  mechanical  readiness,  and  the  skill  with  which, 
while  incapable  of  conipreliending  a  single  principle, 
he  executed  alt  the  details  of  his  master's  experiments. 
With  his  vast  strength,  his  shaggy  hair,  hia  smoky 
aspect,  and  the  indescribable  earthiness  tliat  incrosted 
him,  he  seemed  to  represent  man's  physical  nature ; 
while  Aylmer'a  slender  figure,  and  pale,  intellectual 
(ace.  were  no  less  apt  a  type  of  the  spiritual  element. 
"  Throw  open  the  door  of  the  boudoir,  Aminadab," 
sail!  Aylmer,  "  and  burn  a  pastil." 

'Yes,  master,"  answered  Aminadab,  looking  in- 
iitly  at  the  lifeless  form  of  Georgiana ;  and  then  ho 
I  lUered  to  himself,  "If  she  were  my  wife,  I  'd  never 
■Dt  with  that  birthmark." 

When  Georgiana  recovered  consciousneaa  she  found 
f  ;solf  breathing  an  atmosphere  of  penetrating  fra- 
grance, the  gentle  potency  of  which  had  recalled  her 
fforo  her  deathlike  faintness.  The  scene  around  her 
IfKjked  like  enchantment.  Aylmer  had  converted  those 
Muoky,  dingy,  sombre  rooms,  where  he  had  spent  hia 
liiighteat  years  in  recondite  pursuits,  into  a  series  of 
beautiful  apartments  not  imfit  to  be  the  secluded  abode 
of  a  lovely  woman.  The  walls  were  hung  with  goi-- 
geouft  cui-tains,  which  imparted  the  combination  of 
gmndeur  and  grace  that  no  other  species  of  adom- 
lu»nt  can  achieve  :  and  as  they  fell  from  the  ceiling  to 
lliu  floor,  their  rich  and  ]>onderous  folds,  concealing  all 
^t  lines,  appeared  to  abut  in  the  eoeoA 
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from  infinite  apace.  For  aught  Goorgiana  1 
migtit  be  a  pavilion  among  the  clouds.  And  Ayln 
cxchiding  tlie  sunshine,  which  would  have  interferw 
with  his  chemical  processes,  hatl  supplied  its  placi 
with  perfumed  lamps,  emitting  flames  of  various  hue 
but  all  uniting  iii  a  soft,  impurpled  radiance.  H 
Qow  knelt  by  his  wife'a  side,  watching  her  earnestly 
but  without  alarm :  for  he  was  confident  in  his  science 
and  felt  that  he  coidd  di'aw  a  magic  eii-cle  round  ha 
within  which  no  evil  might  intrude. 

"  Where  am  I  ?  Ah,  I  remember,"  said  Geoi-giani 
faintly ;  and  she  placed  her  hand  over  her  cheek  ft 
hide  the  terrible  mark  from  her  husband's  eyes. 

"Fear  not,  dearest!"  exclaimed  he.  "Do  up 
shrink  from  me  !  Believe  me,  Georgiana,  I  even  re 
joice  in  this  single  imperfection,  since  it  will  be  sud 
a  rapture  to  remove  it," 

"  Oh,  spai'e  me  ! "  sadly  replied  his  wife.  "  Pray  di 
not  look  at  it  again.  I  never  can  forget  that  convd 
sive  shudder." 

In  order  to  soothe  Geoi^iana,  and,  as  it  were,  to  it 
lease  her  mind  from  the  burden  of  actual  things,  Ay] 
mer  now  put  in  practice  some  of  the  light  and  playfu 
secrets  which  science  had  taught  him  among  its  pK 
founder  lore.  Airy  figures,  absolutely  bodiless  ideal 
and  forms  of  imsubstantial  beauty  came  and  danC6 
before  her,  impiinting  their  momentary  footsteps  <A 
beams  of  light.  Though  slie  had  some  indistinct  idei 
jf  the  method  of  these  optical  phenomena,  still  the  illu 
sion  was  almost  perfect  enough  to  warrant  the  belie 
that  her  husband  possessed  away  over  the  spiritaa 
world.  Then  again,  when  she  felt  a  wish  to  look  forlj 
from  her  seclusion,  unmediately,  as  if  her  thought 
/ered,  the  procesaiou  ^ '  exterBid  '  i 
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flitted  across  a  screen.     The  scenery  aii<l  the  figures 

of  aHual  life  were  perfectly  represented,  but  witfi  that 

liewitchiJig,  yet  indescribable  ilifference  which  always 

makes  a  pietuTO,  an  image,  or  a  shadow  so  much  more, 

ttractive  tlian  the  original.     When  wearied  of 

\  ylmer  Lade  her  cast  her  eyes  upon  a  vessel  conl 

ing  a  quantity  of  earth.    She  did  so,  with  little  interei 

ut  firet ;  but  was  soon  startled  to  perceive  the  gemi 

ii  plant  shooting  upwartl  from  the  soil.     T 

^^  slender  staUc ;  the  leaves  gratlually  unfolded  thei 

^^Ks ;  and  amid  them  was  a  perfect  and  lovely  flowei 

^^Blt  ia  magical ! "   cried  Geoi^ana.     "  I  dare  n< 

^Beh  it." 

"  Nay.  pluck  it,"  answered  Aylmer,  —  "  pluck  it,  a: 
iiiiialc  its  brief  perfume  while  you  may.     The  flowei 
■iil  witlier  in  a  few  momenta  and"  leave  nothing  save 
t-  liFown  seed  vessels ;  but  thence  may  be  perpetuate 
.  ~ace  as  ephemeral  as  itself." 
But  Geor^ana  had  no  sooner  touched  the  flowi 
B  the  whole  plant  suffered  a  blight,  its  leaves  tun 
al-hlack  as  if  by  the  agency  of  fire, 
"here  was  teo  powerful  a  stimulus,"  said  Aylm^^ 
^htfolly. 
ffo  make  up  for  this  abortive  ex{>erinieiit,  he  pro 
Ifeaed  to  take  her  portrait  by  a  scientific  proeeSB  ot  hiAl 
'"■n  invention.     It  was  to  be  effected  by  rays  of  light 
liiicing  upon  a  polished  plate  of  metal.     Georgian* 
i->'*ented  ;  but,  on  looking  at  the  result,  was  affrighted 
lu  tind  the  features  of  the  portrjut  bliuTeil  and  inde- 
ti:iable ;  while  the  minute  figure  of  a  hand  appeared 
where  the  cheek  should  have  been.     Aylmer  snatched 
tlie  metallic  plate  and  threw  it  into  a  jar  of  corrosive 
tcitl. 

\  bs  fcagot  these  mortifying  (uluxQik 
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In  the  intervaU  of  study  and  chemical  experiment  b 
came  to  bur  flush^  and  exhausted,  but  seemed  invigoii 
ated  by  her  presence,  and  spoke  in  glowing  languagf 
of  the  resoui'ces  of  his  art.  He  gave  a  history  of  Uh 
long  dynasty  of  the  alcbemists,  who  spent  so  tnaaj 
ages  in  quest  of  the  universal  solvent  by  which  tJu 
golden  principle  might  be  elicited  fi-om  all  things  vik 
and  base.  Aylmer  appeared  to  believe  that,  by  tkc 
plainest  scienti&c  logic,  it  was  altogether  within  tlM 
limits  of  possibility  to  discover  this  long-sought  ni& 
dium ;  "  but,"'  he  added,  "  a  philosopher  who  shoulii 
go  deep  enough  to  acquire  the  power  would  attain  W 
lofty  a  wisdom  to  stoop  to  the  exercise  of  it."  Nol 
less  siugidar  were  hia  opinions  in  regard  to  the  elisii 
vita;,  lie  more  than  intimated  that  it  was  at  hia  qi 
tion  to  concoct  a  liquid  that  shoidd  [irolong  life  fo 
years,  perhaps  interminably ;  hut  tJiat  it  would  pw 
duce  a  discord  in  Nature  which  all  the  world,  am 
chiefly  the  quaffer  of  the  inimoi-tal  nostrum,  wooli 
find  cause  to  curse.  i 

"Aylmer,  are  yon  in  earnest?"  aske<l  Georgian! 
looking  at  lum  with  amazement  and  fear.  "It  is  tei 
rible  to  possess  such  power,  or  even  to  dream  of  pW 
eessing  it." 

*'  Oh,  do  not  tremble,  ray  love,"  said  her  hnsbaiHi 
*'  I  would  not  wrong  eitlier  you  or  myself  by  workin 
such  inharmonious  effects  upon  our  lives ;  but  I  wool 
have  you  consider  how  trifling,  in  comparison,  is  th 
B^l  requisite  to  remove  tliis  little  hand." 

At  the  mention  of  the  birthmark,  Georgiana,  a 
usual,  shrank  as  if  a  redliot  iron  had  touched  be 
cheek. 

Again  Aylmer  applied  himself  to  his  labors.  Sh 
Muld  hear  his«a(»3D^^^iataitt  futoBA&n 
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ing  directions  to  Aminadab,  whose  harsh,  imconl 
miaahappii  tones  wore  audible  in  response,  more  h' 
thi'  gnint  or  growl  of  a  brute  than  human  speech. 
•  T  hours  of  absence,  Aybner  reap|Teared  and  propoi 
iliiit  she  should  now  examine  his  cabinet  o£  chemical 
pvriduets  and  natural  trea^uiiis  of  the  earth.     Amon^ 
.\w  former  he  showed  her  a  small  vial,  in  which,  ht 
marked,  was  contained  a  gentle  yet  most  powei 
■  I  :tLrrailce,  capable  of  impregnating  all  the  breezes  tli 
^Jik(w  across  a  kingdom.      They  were  of 
^Hbe,  the  contents  of  that  little  vial ;  and,  as  he  s: 
^^^pe  threw  some  of  the  perfume  into  the  air  and 
^Hkroom  with  piercing  and  Invigorating  delight. 
"And  wliat  ia  this?"  asked  Geoi^ana,  pointing 
a  small  crystal  globe  containing  a  gold-colored  liquit 
8  so  beautiful  to  the  eye  that  I  could  im^ine  H 

r  of  life." 
II  one  sense  it  ia,"  replied  Aylmer ;  "  or,  rath< 
r  of  immortality.     It  is  the  most  preoious  poi' 
ever  was  concocted  in  this  world.     By  its  aid 
1  apportion  the  lifetime  of  any  mortal  at  whom 
might  point  your  finger.    The  strength  of  the  dot 
d  determine  whether  he  were  to  linger  out  yeai 
)  dead  in  the  midst  of  a  breath.     No  king 
^guarded  throne  could  keep  his  life  if  I,  in  my  prk' 
'■'fp  station,  should  deem  that  the  welfare  of  millions 
i;|:ified  me  in  depriving  him  of  it." 
■  Why  do  you  keep  such  a  terrific  drug  ?  "  inquired 
'"■(it^jlittna  in  horror. 
"  Do  not  miHtrust  me,  dearest,"  said  her  husband. 
Hiding  ;  "  its  virtuous  potency  ia  yet  greater  than  its 
liarmful  one.     lint  see !    here  is  a  powerful  cosmetic. 
With  a  few  drops  of  this  in  a  vase  of  water,  freckles 
a  Saeii^  as  the  handa  are  ds 
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A  stronger  infusion  would  take  the  blooil  on) 
cheek,  and  leave  the  rosiest  beauty  a  pale  ghot 

"  Is  it  with  this  lotion  that  you  intend  to  1 
cheek?"  asked  Georgians,  an xioiialy. 

"Oh,  no,"  hastily  replied  her  husband;  "thfe' 
merely  superficial.  Your  case  demands  a  remedy  th 
shall  go  deeper." 

In  his  interviews  with  Georgiana,  Aylmer  general 
tnade  minute  inquiries  as  to  her  sensations  and  whetb 
the  confinement  of  the  rooms  and  the  temperature  < 
the  atmosphere  agreed  with  her.  These  questions  hi 
such  a  particular  drift  that  G^oi^ana  began  to  eonje 
ture  that  she  was  alrea<ly  subjected  to  certain  physic 
influences,  either  breathed  in  with  the  fragrant  air  i 
t^en  with  her  food.  She  fancied  likewise,  bat 
might  be  altogether  fancy,  that  there  was  a  stirring  I 
of  her  system  —  a  strange,  indefinite  sensation  ere6 
ing  through  her  veins,  and  tingling,  half  painfully,  ha 
pleasurably,  at  her  heart.  Still,  whenever  she  dared 
look  into  the  mirror,  there  she  behehl  herself  p^a  as 
white  rose  and  with  the  urimson  birthmark  stampi 
upon  her  eheek.  Not  even  Aylmer  now  hate^ 
much  as  she. 

To  dispel  the  tedium  of  the  hours  which  ] 
band  found  it  necessary  to  devote  to  the  pro 
combination  and  analysis,  Georgiana  turned  t 
volumes  of  his  scientifie  library.  In  many  dark  O 
tomes  she  met  with  chapters  full  of  romance  ai 
poetry.  They  were  the  works  of  the  philosophers 
the  middle  ages,  such  as  Albertns  Magnus,  ComeU 
Agrippa,  Paracelsus,  and  the  famous  fidar  who  craati 
the  prophetic  Brazen  Head.  All  these  antiqne  nal 
ralists  stood  in  advance  of  their  centuries,  yet  were  fi 
i  with  some  of  their  credulity,  and  therefw 
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believed,  aud  perhaps  imagined   themselves  to  have 

jMipiired  from  the  investigataon  of  Nature  a  power 

aliove  Nature,  and  from  physics  a  away  over  the  spir- 

it'ial  world.     Hardly  less  curious  and  imaginative  were 

I'lirly  volumes  of  the  Tranaactions  of  the  RoyaJ 

;i  ty,  in  which  the  members,  knowing  little  of  the 

iin  of  natural  possibility,  were  continiuilly  record- 

-  wonders  or  proposing  metliods  whereby  wonders 

^■lit  be  wrought, 

lUit  to  Georgiana  the  most  engrossing  volume  was  a 

_'(•  folio  from  her  husband's  own  hand,  in  which  he 

I  ifcorded  every  es]»eriment  of  his  scientific  career, 

original  aim,  the  methods  adopted  for  its  develop- 

iit.  and  its  final  success  or  failure,  with  the  circum- 

■  iii't-s  to  which  either  event  was  attributable.     The 

li,  in  truth,  was  both  the  history  and  emblem  of  hia 

li.ut,  aiubitiouB,  ima^native,  yet  practical  and  labo- 

111.4  life.     He  handled  physical  details  as  if   there 

•  w:  nothing  beyond  them ;  yet  spiritualized  them  all, 

"Till  redeemed  hunself  from  materialism  by  his  strong 

fliiil  eager  aspiration  towards  the  infinite.    In  his  grasp 

'tio  veriest  clod  of  earth  assumed  a  souL     Geoi^iana, 

lie  read,  reverenced  Aylmer  and  loved  him  more 

"ttumdly  than  ever,  but  with  a  less  entire  depend- 

;;i.u  on  his  judgment  than  heretofore.     Much  as  he 

had  accomplished,  she  coidd  not  but  observe  that  his 

most  splisndid  successes  were    almost  invariably  fail- 

:i"-s.  if  compared  with  the  ideal  at  which  he  aimed. 

'!     Iiriglitest  diamonds  were  the  merest  pebbles,  aiid 

i(.  be  so  by  himself,  in  comparisou  with  the  inesti- 

.i.^iblc  gems  which  lay  hidden  beyond  Im  reach.     The 

Volume,  rich  with  achievements  that  had  won  renown 

for  its  author,  was  yet  as  melancholy  a  record  as 

"         -.----       ^^     It  was  the  ead. 
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and  continual  exemplifioation  of  the  ahortcom 
the  pompositc  man,  the  spirit  burdened  with  clay  ai 
working  in  matter,  and  of  thL'  despair  that  assails  tl 
higher  nature  at  finding  itself  so  miserably  tbwarb 
hy  the  earthly  part.  Perhaps  every  man  of  genius 
whatever  sphere  might  recognize  the  image  of  bis  at 
experience  in  Aylmer'a  journal. 

So  deeply  did  these  reflections  affect  Georgiana  tb 
she  laid  lier  faee  upon  the  open  volume  and  bui'st  In 
teara.  In  this  situation  she  was  found  by  her  bt 
band. 

"It  is  dangerous  to  read  in  a  sorcerer's  Vooki 
said  he  with  a  smile,  though  bis  countenance  was  n 
easy  and  displeased.  "  GeorgiaDa,  there  are  pages 
that  volume  which  I  can  scarcely  glance  over  and  ke 
my  senses.  Take  heed  lest  it  prove  as  detrim.entel 
you." 

'*  It  has  made  me  worship  you  more  than  ever,"  aa 
she. 

"Ah,  wait  for  this  one  success,"  rejoined  he,  "th 
worship  me  if  you  will.  I  shall  deem  myself  bard 
unworthy  of  it.  But  come,  I  have  sought  yon  for  t 
luxury  of  your  voice.     Sing  to  me,  dearest." 

So  she  poured  out  the  liquid  music  of  her  vtnoe 
quench  the  thii'st  of  his  spirit.  He  then  took  hia  lea 
with  a  boyish  exuberance  of  gayety,  assuring  her  til 
her  seclusion  would  endure  but  a  little  longer,  n 
that  the  result  was  already  certain.  Scarcely  had ! 
departed  when  Georgiana  felt  irresistibly  impelled ' 
follow  him.  She  had  forgotten  to  infoiin  Aylmer 
a  symptom  which  for  two  or  three  hours  past  hiut  I 
gun  to  excite  her  attention.  It  was  a  sensation  in  4 
fatal  birthmark,  not  painful,  but  which  induced  a  rel 
less  throughout  her  system.     Hastening  a 
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^intnidecl  for  the  first  time  into  the  lab-  J 
uratory. 

The  first  thtiig  that  struck  her  eye  was  the  fumace,! 

that  hot  and  feverish  worker,  with  the  intense  glow  of  I 

its  fire,  which  by  the  quantities  of  soot  clustered  above  I 

it  seemed  bo  have  been  burning  for  ages.     There  was  I 

B  distilling  apparatus  in  full  operation.     Around  the  I 

room  were  retorts,  tubes,  cylinders,  crucibles,  and  other'l 

apparatus  of  chemical  research.    An  electrical  machineil 

stooil  really  for  immediate  use.     The  atmosphere  felt  ■ 

tippressively  close,  and  was  tainted  with  gaseous  odors  I 

which  liad  been  tormented  forth  by  the  processes  c 

science.     The   severe   and   homely  simplicity  of  the  J 

apartment,  with  its  naked  walls  and  brick  pavement, 

linikcd  strange,  accustomed  as  Georgiana  had  become 

tn  the  fantastic  elegance  of  her  boudoir.     But  what  . 

''liii.'Hy,  indeed  almost  solely,  drew  her  attention,  waad 

tiie  aspect  of  Aylmer  himself. 

lie  was  pale  as  death,  anxious  and  absorbed,  and  I 

ri<j  over  the  furnace  as  if  it  depended  upon  h 

;  ■  '--X  watchfulness  whether  the  liquid  which  it  was  dis-  % 

iliiig  should  be  the  draught  of  immortal  happint 

i  I'ly,     How  different  from  the  sanguine  and  joyous  I 

1(1  that  he  had  assumed  for  Georgiana's  encourage-  I 

i:i«lt  1 

"Carefully  now,  Aminadab;  carefully,  thou  human  I 
tiiiichine ;  carefully,  thou   man   of   clay  1 "    muttered  1 
Avhiier,  more  to  himself  than  his  assistant.     "Now, 
i  tiiece  bo  a  thought  too  much  or  too  little,  it  is  all  I 

tlol  ho  1 "  mumbled  Aminadab,    "  Look,  master  1  I 


wr  raised   his   eyes   liasttly,  and  at  first  red-J 
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ers  upon  n! 


^amk     He  ruahed  towards  her  and  seized  1 
with  a  gripe  that  left  the  print  of  his  fingers  upon  S 

"  Why  do  you  come  hither  ?  Have  you  no  trust  ii 
your  husband?"  cried  he,  impetuously,  '•  Would  jm 
throw  the  blight  of  that  fatal  bii-thmarh  over  my  ht 
bora  ?    It  is  not  well  done.     Go,  prying  woman,  gof 

"Nay,  Aylraer,"  aaid  Geoi^ana  with  the  firmnesi 
of  which  she  possessed  no  stinted  endowment,  "itb 
not  you  that  have  a  right  to  complain.  You  mietnnl 
your  wife ;  you  have  concealed  the  aiiidety  with  wbicli 
you  watch  the  development  of  this  experinient.  Think 
not  80  unworthily  of  me,  my  husband.  Tell  me  al 
the  risk  we  nm,  and  fear  not  that  I  shall  shrink;, 
my  share  in  it  is  far  less  than  your  own/' 

"  No,  no,  Geoi^iana ! "  said  Aylmer,  impata 
"  it  miist  not  be." 

"  I  submit,"  replied  she  eabnly,     "  And,  Ayfl 
shall  quaff  whatever  draught  you  bring  n 
he  on  the  same  jjrineiple  tliat  woidd  induce  me  1 
a  dose  of  poison  if  offered  by  your  hand.'' 

"  My  noble  wife,"  said  Aylmer,  deeply  mov) 
knew  not  the  height  and  depth  of  your  naturel 
now.  Nothing  shall  be  concealed.  Know,  theii,fl 
this  crimson  hand,  superficial  as  it  seems,  has  cluto^ 
its  grasp  into  your  being  with  a  strength  of  which  I 
had  no  previous  conception,  I  have  already  admitUA 
tered  agents  powerful  enough  to  do  aught  except  U 
change  yom-  entire  physical  system.  Only  one  thiB| 
remains  to  bo  tried.     If  that  fail  ua  wc  are  mined," 

"  Why  did  you  hesitate  to  t«ll  me  this  ?  "  asked  she 

"  Because,  Georgiana,"  said  Aylmer,  in  a  low  voicQ 
"there  is  danger.'' 

"Uanger?  There  is  but  one  danger — that  tldi 
boiTiblti  stigma  shall  be  left  upro,!^,  ofaeefaj  *i 
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Geor^aoa.     "  Remove  it,  remove  it,  whatever  be  the 
lost,  or  we  shall  both  go  mad !  " 

"  Heaven  knows  your  words  are  too  tnie,"  said  Ayl- 
mcr,  sadly.  "And  now,  dearest,  return  to  your  bou- 
(liiii-.     In  a  little  while  all  will  be  tested." 

He  conduL-ted  her  bac-k  and  took  leave  of  her  with. 
:i  siilemn  tendemeHS  which  spoke  far  more  than  his 
uiiids  how  much  was  now  at  stake.  After  hia  de- 
](,irtTire  Georpana  became  rapt  in  musings.  She  eon- 
liilured  the  charaeter  of  Ayhner,  and  did  it  completer 
]intice  than  at  any  previous  moment.  Her  heart  ex- 
iilli.-d,  while  it  trembled,  at  liis  honorable  love  —  so 
|.nire  and  lofty  that  it  would  aeeept  nothing  less  than 
pri-fection  nor  miserably  make  itself  contented  with  an 
enrthliur  nature  than  he  had  dreamed  of.  She  felt 
how  much  more  precious  was  aiich  a  sentiment  than 
llmt  nu^aner  kind  which  would  have  borne  with  the 
iiiiperfection  for  her  sake,  and  have  been  guilty  of 
trfason  to  holy  love  by  degrading  its  perfect  idea  to 
the  level  of  the  actual ;  and  with  her  whole  Hpirit  she 
pr.tyed  that,  for  a  single  moment^  she  might  satisfy  hia 
h^ext  and  deepest  conception.  Longer  than  one  mo- 
ment she  well  knew  it  conlil  not  be  ;  for  his  spirit  was 
ever  on  the  march,  ever  ascending,  and  each  instant 
required  something  that  was  beyond  the  scope  of  the 
i-.iiitant  before. 

Ihe  sound  of  her  husband's  footsteps  aroused  her. 
IK'  bore  a  crystal  goblet  containing  a  liquor  colorless 
M  water,  but  bright  enough  to  be  the  draught  of  im- 
murtality.  Ayhner  was  pale ;  but  it  seemed  rather 
tlie  izonsequence  of  a  highly- wrought  state  of  mind  and 
Icnsion  of  spirit  than  of  fear  or  doubt. 
"  The  conco«rtion  of  the  draught  has  been  perfect,' 
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Raid  he,  in  answer  to  Georgiana'a  look.  "  Unless  bI 
my  science  have  deceived  me,  it  cannot  fail." 

"  Save  on  your  accoimt,  my  di^arest  Aylmer,"  clj 
Berved  hia  wife,  "  I  might  wish  to  put  ofE  this  bird) 
mark  of  mortality  by  relinqiiishing  mortality  itself  ii 
preference  to  any  other  moile.  Life  is  but  a  8a<l  pos 
session  to  those  who  have  attained  prec^isely  the  degrei 
of  moral  advancement  at  which  I  stand.  Were  1 
weaker  and  blinder  it  might  be  happineas.  Were  1 
stronger,  it  might  be  endured  hopefully.  But,  beinf 
what  I  find  myself,  methinks  I  am  of  all  mui-tals  thi 
most  fit  to  die," 

"  You  are  fit  for  heaven  without  tasting  death ! "  rs 
plie<I  her  husband.  "  But  why  do  we  speak  of  dyittgl 
The  draught  cannot  fail.  Behold  its  effect  upon  tlni 
plant." 

On  the  window  seat  there  stood  a  geranium  diseasM 
with  yellow  blotches,  which  had  overspread  all  iti 
leaves.  Aylmer  poured  a  small  quantity  of  the  liqnit 
upon  the  soil  in  which  it  grew.  In  a  little  time,  who 
the  roots  of  the  plant  had  taken  up  the  moisture,  tie 
unsightly  blotches  began  to  be  extingtiished  in  a  liTiiij 
verdure. 

"  There  needed  no  proof,"  said  Georgiana,  qtdetlj 
"  Give  me  the  goblet.  I  joyfully  stake  all  upon  you 
word." 

"  Drink,  then,  thou  lofty  creature !  "  exclaimed  Ay] 
mer,  with  fervid  admiration.  "  There  is  no  taint  fl 
imperfection  on  thy  spirit.  Thy  sensible  frame,  t« 
shall  soon  be  all  perfect."  i 

She  quaffed  the  liquid  and  returned  the  goblet  1 
his  hand. 

"  It  is  grateful,"  said  she  with  a  placid  smile.  *'  Mi 
liiMca  it  JB  ilka  yater  faom  a  heavaily  iotintB" 
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I^Huns  1   know  not  wliat  of  tmobtriLsive  fi'agrai 
unJ  (Iclioiousness.     It  allays  a,  feverish  tlurst  that  had  I 
parched  me  ft»r  many  days.      Now,  dearest,  let  me  | 
sleep.     My  earthly  senses  are  closing  over  my  spirit   I 
like  the  leaves  around  the  heart  of  a  rose  at  sunset." 
She  spoke  the  last  words  with  a  gentle  reluctance, 
as  if  it  required  almost  more  energy  than  she  could  ^ 
MBuuand  to  pronouuce  the  faint  and  lingering  sylla- 
bles.    Srircely  had  they  loitered  through  her  lips  ere  I 
she  was  lost  in  slumber.      Aylmer  sat  by  her  side,  I 
wstching  her  aspect  with  the  emotions  proper  to  a  man  I 
ihe  whole  value  of  whose  existence  was  involved  in  the  | 
pfocesB  now  to  be  tested.     Mingled  with  tliis  mood, 
however,  was  the  philosophic  investigation  characteria-  1 
tic  of  the  man  of  science.     Not  the  minutest  symptom  i  i 
'■reaped  liim.      A  heightened  flush  of    the   cheek.  «■ 
jlit  irregularity  of  breath,  a  qiuver  of  the  eyelid,  a 
i  Hy  perceptible  tremor  through  the  frame, — such   | 
'  :t'    the    details  which,   as  the  moments  passed,  he 
■  ''U?  down  in  his  folio  volume.     Intense  thought  had 
its  stamp  upon  every  previous  page  of  that  volume, 
i!  the  tlioughts  of  years  were  all  concentrated  upon 
■'■  last, 

^Vliile  thus  employed,  he  failed  not  to  gaze  often  at-l 
I  ■  fatal  hand,  and  not  without  a  shudder.     Yet  once, 
^1  strange  and  unaccountable  impulse,  he  pressed  it 
I  li  Ills  lips.     His  spirit  recoiled,  however,  in  the  very 
r :  :ind  Georgiana,  out  of  the  midst  of  lier  deep  sWp,   | 
't<  il  uneasily  and  murmured  as  if  in  remonstrance. 
liii  Aylmer  resumed  his  watch.    Nor  was  it  without 
III.      The  crimson    hand,  which  at  first  had  been 
rigly  visible  uyion  tlie  mai-ble  paleness  of  Georj; 
check,  now  grew  more  faintly  outlined.     She  r 
Lever  ;  but  the  \ 
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with  every  breath  that  came  and  went,  lost  somewhat 
o£  its  former  distinctness.  Its  presence  had  been  aw- 
ful :  its  departure  was  more  awful  stilL  Watch  the 
stain  of  the  rainbow  fading  out  of  the  sky,  and  yon 
will  know  how  that  mysterious  symbol  passed  away. 

"  By  Heaven !  it  is  well-nigh  gone ! "  said  Aylmer 
to  himself,  in  almost  irrepressible  ecstasy.  "  I  eaa 
scarcely  trace  it  now.  Success  I  success  !  And  now 
it  ia  like  the  faintest  rose  color.  The  lightest  flush  of 
blood  across  her  cheek  would  overcome  it.  But  she  i* 
so  pale  I " 

He  drew  aside  the  window  curtain  and  suffered  tie 
light  of  natural  day  to  fall  into  the  room  and  reit 
upon  her  cheek.  At  the  same  time  he  heard  a  gros, 
hoarse  chuckle,  which  he  had  long  known  as  his  B» 
vant  Aminadab'a  expression  of  delight. 

"  Ah,  clod  1  ah,  earthly  mass  I "  cried  Aylmer^ 
laughing  in  a  sort  of  frenzy,  "  you  have  served  me 
well!  Matter  and  spirit  —  eaitli  and  heaven — hsVt 
both  done  their  part  in  this!  Laugh,  thing  of  AH 
senses !     You  have  earned  the  right  to  laugh."  ' 

These  exclamations  broke  Georgiana's  sleep.  ^U! 
slowly  onelosed  her  eyes  and  gazed  into  the  mimA 
which  her  husband  had  arranged  for  that  purpose.  A 
faint  smile  flitted  over  her  lips  when  she  recognized 
how  barely  perceptible  was  now  that  crimson  hand 
which  had  once  blazed  forth  with  such  disastroHB 
brilliancy  as  to  scare  away  all  their  happiness.  Bill 
then  her  eyes  sought  Aylmer's  face  with  a  trouble  and 
aaxie^  that  he  could  by  no  means  account  for.  i 

"  My  poor  Aylmer !  "  murmured  she. 

"Poor?  Nay,  richest,  liappiest,  most  favored  I" 
excl^med  he.     "  My  peerless  bride,  it  is  snccei^iiiuit 
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poor   Aylmer,'"   she   repeated,  with  a  more 
•n  tenderness,  "you  have  aimed  loftily  ;you 
nobly.    Do  not  repent  that  with  so  high  and 
^eling,  you  have  rejected  the  best  the  earth 
Aylmer,  dearest  Aylmer.  I  am  dying  I  " 
I  it  was  too  true !     The  fatal  hand  hatl  grap- 
fli  the  mystery  of  life,  and  was  the  bond  by 
angelic  spirit  kept  itself  in  union  with  a 
me.     As  the  last  crimson  tint  of  the  birth- 
Hiat  sole   token   of    hrnnan   imperfection  — 
im  her  cheek,  the  parting  breath  of  the  now 
Oman  passed  into  the  atmosphere,  and  her 
;ering  a  moment  near  her  husband,  took  its 
ard  flight.     Then  a  hoarse,  chuckling  laugh 
again  1     Thus  ever  does  the  gross  fatality- 
exult  in  its  invariable  triumph  over  the  im- 
)sence  which,  in  this  <lim  sphere  of  half  devel- 
uids  the  completeness  of  a  higher  state. 
I  Aylmer  rea^ihed  a  profounder  wisdom,  he 
thna  have  flung  away  the  happiness  which 
ive  woven  his  mortal  life  of  the  selfsame  text 
the  celestial.     The  momentary  circumstance 
strong  for  him;  he  failed  to  look  beyond  the 
scope  of  time,  and,  living  once  for  all  in  etep. 
Sod  the  perfect  future  in  the  present. 
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I         A  Man  of  Fancy  made  an  entertainment  at  one  of 

I  his  cafitleH  in  the  air,  and  invited  a  uelect  number  of 

I  distinguished  personages  to  favor  him  with  their  pras- 

I  ence.     The  mansion,  though  less  sjilendid  than  manj 

I  that  have  been  situated  in  the  same  region,  was  neva- 

I  I  thelesa  of  a  magnificence  such  a»  is  seldom  witnessed 

1  \  bj  those  acquainted  only  with  terrestrial  archit«ctme. 

I  Its  strong  foundations  and  massive  walls  were  quarrial 

I  out  of  a  ledge  of  heavy  and  sombre  clouils  which  had 

I  hung  brooding  over  the  eartli,  apparently  as  dense  aadi 

I  ponderous   as   its   own   granite,  throughout  a  wfaolSi 

Iaiitiminal  day.     Perceiving  that  the  general  effect  w» 
gloomy,  —  so  that  the  airy  castle  looked  like  a  feud  J 

I  fortress,  or  a  monastery  of  the  Middle  Ages,  or  a  state* 

I  prison    of  our  own    times,  rather    than    the  home  ol 

I  pleasui'e  and  repose  which  he  intended  it  to  be,  —  thA 

I  owner,  regardless  of  exi^ense,  resolved  to  gild  the  es- 

I  terior  from  top  to  bottom.    Fortunately,  there  was  jus* 

I  then  a  flood  of  evening  sunshina  in  the  air.    This  being 

I  gathered  up  and  poured  abundantly  upon  the  roof  and 

■  walls,  imbued  them  with  a  kind  of  solemn  cheerful- 

I  ness  ;  while  the  cupolas  and  pinnacles  were  made  to 

B  glitter  with  the  pm^st  gold,  and  all  the  hundred  win* 

■)  (lows  gleamed  witli  a  ghul  light,  as  if  the  edifice  itself 

I'  were  rejoicing  in  its  heart.     And  now,  if  the  pec^le  oi 

m  the  lower  world  chanced  to  be  looking  upward  out  oJ 

I  the  turmoil  of  their  petty  perplexities,  they  probably 

I  mistook  the   castle  in  the  air  for  a  heap  of  sunset 
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'.mills  to  wliich  tlie  magic  of  liglit  and  shade  had  i 
Lkil  the  aspect  of  a  fantastically  conatmcted  ma 
iu  To  such  beholders  it  was  unreal,  because  theyiJ 
l:cd  the  imaginative  faith.  Had  they  been  worthyl 
liiiss  within  its  portal,  they  would  have  recognized  [ 

■  iruth,  that  the  domiuions  wliieh  the  spirit  con-^ 
I's  for  itself,  aiuung  Tuirealitica  become  a  thousands 

'"ly-i  more  real  than  the  earth  whereon  tliey  stamp! 

irfeet,  saying,  "This  is  solid  and  substantial;  tliial 
iiv  be  called  a  fact." 

\l  the  appointed  hour,  the  host  stood  in  his  greatj 
iiiin  to  receive  the  company.  It  was  a  vast  and,  I 
Ui)  room,  the  vaidted  ceiling  of  wliich  was  supported  I 

ilimble  rows  of  gigantic  pillars  that  had  been  hewii'^ 
lire  out  of  masses  of  variegated  clouds.  So  bril-lB 
liitly  were  they  polished,  and  so  exquisitely  wrought  J 

ilie  sculptor's  akill,  as  to  resemble  the  finest  speci-fl 
'  r(s  of  emerald,  porphyry,  opal,  and  chrysolite,  thua^ 
.'iildfiing  a  delicate  i-ichness  of  effect  which  their  im-' 
■use  size  rendered  not  incompatible  with  grandeur, 
tacli   of  these   pillars   a  meteor  was   suspended. 

nsauds  of  these  ethereal  lustres  are  continually 
1  mdering  about  the  fiimament,  burning  out  to  waste, 
!  lapablc  of  imparting  a  usefid  radiance  to  any  per- 
"1  who  liaa  the  art  of  converting  them  to  domestic 
ifixises.     As  managed  in  the  saloon,  they  are  far  J 

1^  economical  than  ordinary  lauiplight.  Such,* 
■M  I'ver,  was  the   intensity  of  their  blaze  that  it  had  ] 

■  u  found  expedient  to  cover  each  meteor  with  all 
"lie  i}i  evening  mist,  thereby  muffling  tlie  too  potent'] 
line  tuid   soothing   it   into   a  mild  and  comfoilableil 

"pliiidiir.     It  was  like  the  brilliancy  of  a  powerful  yetfl 
;i))t«ned  imagination  — a  light  which  seemed  to  hide  I 
1  be  noticed  ani  ^16^ 
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to  every  beautiful  and  noble  attribute.  The  gnests, 
therefore,  as  they  advanced  up  the  centre  of  the  ea- 
loon  appeared  to  better  advantage  than  ever  before  m 
their  lives. 

The  first  that  entered,  with  old-fashioned  punctual 
ity,  was  a  venerable  figure  in  the  costume  of  by-gone 
days,  with  his  white  hair  flowing  down  over  his  ehool- 
ders  and  a  reverend  beaivi  upon  his  breast.  He  leaned 
upon  a  staff,  the  tremulous  stroke  of  which,  as  he  set  it 
carefully  upon  tlie  floor,  reechoed  through  the  saloon 
at  every  footstep.  Becogniztng  at  once  this  celebrated 
personage,  whom  it  had  cost  liim  a  vast  deal  of  trouble 
and  research  to  discover,  the  host  advanced  neaHy 
three  fourths  of  the  distance  down  between  the  pillan 
to  meet  and  welcome  him. 

"  Venerable  sir,"  said  the  Man  of  Fancy,  bending 
to  the  floor,  "  the  honor  of  this  visit  would  never  be 
forgotten  were  my  term  of  existence  to  be  as  happily 
prolonged  as  yoiu-  own," 

The  old  gentleman  received  the  compliment  wifli 
gracious  condescension.  He  then  thrust  np  his  spec- 
tacles over  his  forehead  and  appeared  to  take  a  critical 
survey  of  the  saloon. 

"  Never  withui  my  recolleetion,"  observed  he,  "  IiaT& 
I  entered  a  more  spacious  and  noble  hall.  But  as6 
yon  sure  that  it  is  built  of  solid  materials  and  that  tie 
structure  will  be  pennanent  ?  " 

"  Oh,  never  fear,  my  venerable  friend,"  replied  tlifl 
host.  "  In  reference  to  a  lifetime  like  your  own,  it  ifl 
true,  my  castle  may  well  be  called  a  temporary  edifios. 
But  it  will  endure  long  enough  to  answer  all  the  pur- 
poses for  wliich  it  was  erected." 

But  we  forget  that  the  reader  has  not  yet  been  made 
acquainted  with  the  guest.     It  was  no  other  thanj 
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universally  accredited  character  so  constantly 
to  in  all  seasons  of  intense  cold  or  heat;  he  that 
membcTS  the  hot  Sunday  and  the  cold  Friday; 
ft-itness  of  a  past  age,  whose  negative  re 
tiad  tlieir  way  into  every  newspaper,  yet  whose  ani 
ijuuted  and  dusky  abode  is  so  overshadowed  by 
mulcted  years  and  crowded  back  by  modem  edifii 
that  none  but  the  Man  of  Fancy  could  have  diacovei 
it ;  it  was,  in  short,  that  twin  brother  of  Time, 
great-grandsire  of  maukiud,  and  hand-and-glove  assw 
date  of  all  foj^tten  men  and  things  —  the  Oldest  In- 
habitant.    The  host  would  willijigly  have  drawn  him 
into  conversation,  but  succeeded  only  in  eliciting  a  few 
remarks  as  to  the  oppressive  atmosphere  of  this  presi 
auimner  evening  compared  with  one  which  the  gui 
had  experienced  about  fourscore  years  ugo.     The  ol 
'^I'litleman,  in  fact,  was  a  good  deal  overcome  by  his 
iiiiimey  among  the  clouds,  which,  to  a  frame  so  earth- 
incrusted  by  long  continuance  in  a  lower  region,  was 
luiavoidably  more  fatiguing  than  to  younger  spirits. 
ilu  was   therefore  conducted  to  an   eaay-chair,  well 
''luhioiied  and  stuffed  with  vaporous  softness,  and  left 
i"  take  a  little  repose. 

The  Man  of   Fancy  now  discerned  another  gui 
sliu  stood  so  quietly  in  the  shadow  o£  one  of  the 
Urs  th«t  he  might  easily  have  been  overlooked. 
"  My  dear  sir,"  exclaimed  the  host,  grasping  him 
-^warmly  by  the  hand,  "  allow  me  to  greet  you  as  the 
^^■n  of  the  evening.     Fray  do  not  take  it  as  an  empty 
^^Hftldiment;  for  if  there  were  not  another  guest  in 
wKS  o^tle,  it  would   be  entirely  pervaded  witb  your 
I'resenee." 
"I  thank  you,"  answered  the  unpretending  stranger ; 
■,.,     'biit.  though  you  happened  to  overlook  me^l  b&NQ>'Qsft 
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just  arrived.  I  came  very  early ;  and,  with  ] 
tnission,  shall  remain  after  the  rest  of  the  ( 
have  retired." 

And  who  does  the  reader  imagine  was  this  iinohti 
sive  guest  ?  It  was  the  famous  performer  of  acknoi 
edged  impossibilities  —  a  character  of  superhum 
capacity  and  virtue,  and,  if  his  enemies  are  to  be  ok 
ited.  of  no  leas  remarkable  weaknesses  and  defec 
With  a  generosity  with  which  be  alone  sets  us  an  i 
ample,  we  will  glance  merely  at  his  nobler  attribub 
He  it  is,  then,  who  prefers  the  interests  of  others 
his  own,  and  a  humble  station  to  an  exalted  oi 
Careless  of  fashion,  custom,  the  opinions  of  men,  ta 
the  influence  of  the  press,  he  assimilates  his  life  to  t 
standard  of  ideal  rectitude,  and  thus  proves  hima 
the  one  independent  citizen  of  our  free  country, 
point  of  ability,  many  people  declare  him  to  be  i 
only  mathematician  capable  of  squaring  the  circle ;  t 
only  mechauio  acquainted  with  the  principle  of  perpi 
ual  motion;  the  only  scientific  philosopher  who  a 
compel  water  to  run  up  hill ;  the  only  writer  of  t 
age  whose  genius  is  equal  to  tlie  production  of  ui  e{ 
poem ;  and  finally,  so  various  are  bis  accompUshmem 
the  only  professor  of  gymnastics  who  has  succeeded 
jumping  down  his  own  throat.  With  all  these  talent 
however,  he  is  so  far  from  being  considered  a  memh 
of  good  society  that  it  is  the  severest  censure  of  ai 
fashionable  assemblage  to  affirm  that  this  remarkah 
individual  was  present.  Public  orators,  lecturers  aE 
theatric^  performers  particularly  eschew  liis  compan 
Tor  especial  reasons  we  are  not  at  liberty  to  disclo 
his  name,  and  shall  mention  only  one  other  trait, — 
most  singular  phenomenon  in  natural  philosophy,  - 
that,  when  he  happens  to  cast  his  eyes  upon  a  lookiM 
glass,  he  beholds  ^'^obody  reflected  theie  I  ^H 
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Several  other  guests  now  made  their  appearanc%| 
iind  among  them,  chattering  with  immense  volubilit^^ 
.1  brisk  little  gentleman  of  universal  vogue  in  private^ 
Mfie^,  and  not  uiiknowii  in  the  publio  journals  undepi 
tliu  title  of  Monsieur  On-Dit.  The  name  would 
I)  indicate  a  Frenchman;  but,  whatever  be  hia 
:ty,  lie  is  thoroughly  versed  in  all  the  languages  of  the 
<lay,  and  can  express  himself  quite  as  much  to  the  pur- 
])ose  in  English  as  in  any  other  tongue.  No  sooner 
were  the  ceremonies  of  salutation  over  than  this  talka- 
tive little  person  put  his  inoutli  to  the  host's  ear  an^i 
whispered  three  secrets  of  state,  an  important  piece 
commercial  intelligence,  and  a  rich  item  of  fashionaUe 
scandal.  He  then  assured  the  Man  of  Fancy  that  he 
would  not  fail  to  circulate  in  the  society  of  the  lower 
world  a  minute  description  of  this  magnificent  castle  in 
the  air  and  of  the  festivities  at  which  he  hai:l  the  honor 
to  be  a  guest.  So  saying.  Monsieur  Ou-Dit  made  his 
\yr  and  hurried  from  one  to  another  of  the  company, 
all  of  whom  he  seemed  to  be  acquainted  and  to 
topic  of  interest  or  amusement  for  every 
iTidual.  Coming  at  last  to  the  Oldest  Inhabitant 
slumbering  comfortably  in  the  easy-chair, 
his  mouth  to  that  venerably  ear. 
What  do  you  say?"  cried  tie  pld  gentlem: 
ig  from  his  nap  and  putting  uj>  his  band 
'e  the  purpose  of  an  ear  tmmpet. 

On-Dit  bent  forward  again  and  repeated! 
!iii  communication. 

"  Never  within  my  memory,"  exclaimed  the  Oldei 
luliabitnnt,  lifting  his  hands  in  astonishment, 
iviaarkalde  an  incident  been  heard  of." 
Now  came  in  the  Clerk  of  the  Weather,  who  had 
if  deference  to  his  official  %'ra!a 
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altlioiigli  the  host  was  well  aware  that  his  conversatioi 
was  likely  to  contribute  but  little  to  the  genei-al  enjaj 
ment.  He  soon,  indeed,  got  into  a  comer  with  hi 
acquaintance  of  long  ago,  the  Oldest  Inhabitant,  ajii 
began  to  compare  notes  with  him  in  reference  to  tJ> 
great  storms,  gales  of  wind,  and  other  atmospheriea 
facts  that  had  occurred  during  a  century  past.  It  H 
joiced  the  Man  of  Fancy  that  his  venerable  and  mnol 
respected  guest  had  met  with  so  congenial  an  asaociatt 
Entreating  them  both  to  make  themselves  perfectly 
at  home,  he  now  turned  to  receive  the  Wanderini 
Jew.  This  personage,  however,  had  latterly  grown  b 
common  by  mingling  in  all  sorts  of  society  and  appeal 
ing  at  the  beck  of  every  entertainer,  that  he  conl 
hardly  be  deemed  a  proper  guest  in  a  very  exchiriv 
circle.  Besides,  being  covered  witli  dust  from  his  ax 
tiniuil  wanderings  along  the  highways  of  the  worfd 
he  really  looked  ont  of  place  in  a  dress  party;  so  tlm 
the  host  felt  relieved  of  an  inconunodity  when  the  reri 
less  individual  in  question,  after  a  brief  stay,  took  hi 
departure  on  a  ramble  towards  Oregon, 

The  portal  was  now  thronged  by  a  crowd  of  abai 
owy  people  with  whom  the  Man  of  Fancy  had  been  at 
quainted  in  his  visionary  youth.  He  had  invited  thff 
hither  for  the  sake  of  observing  how  they  would  com 
parei,  whether  advantageously  or  otherwise,  with  tb 
real  characters  to  whom  his  maturer  life  had  intn 
duced  him.  They  were  beings  of  crude  ima^^atun 
such  as  glide  before  a  young  man's  eye  and  pretend  * 
be  actaal  inhabitants  of  the  earth ;  the  wise  and  wit^ 
with  whom  he  would  hei-eafter  hold  intercourse  ;  Hi 
generous  and  heroic  friends  whose  devotion  would  h 
requited  with  his  own ;  tlie  beautiful  dream  wonu 
who  would  become  the  helpmate  of  his  humw^^B 
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BOtTowg,  and  at  once  the  source  iind  partaker  (rf 
happiness.    Alas  1  it  is  not  good  for  tlie  f iillgrown 
to  look  too  closely  at  these  old  acquaintances,  but 
ler  to  reverence  them  at  a  distance  througli  the 
of  years  that  have  gathered  duskily  between- 
ire  WB8  something  laughably  imtrue  in  their  pomj> 
stride  and  exaggerated  sentiment ;  they 
human  nor  tolerable  likenessea  of  humanity, 
ic  maskers,  rendering  heroism  and  nature 
iculouB  by  the  grave  absurdity  of  their  pretensions 
luch  attributes ;  and  as  for  the  peerless  dream  lady, 
lid !  there  advanced  up  the  saloon,  with  a  move- 
it  like  a  jointed  doll,  a  sort  of  wax  figure  of  an 
a  creature  as  cold  as  moonshine,  an  artifiee  in 
iooats,  with  an  intellect  of  pretty  phrases  and  only 
flemhlance  of  a  heart,  yet  in  all  these  particulai^. 
true  type  of  a  youJig  man's  imaginary  mistrei 
could  the  host's  punctilious  eonrtesy  restrain' 
aa  he  paid  his  respects  to  this  unreality,  and  m( 
itimental  glance  with  which  the  Dream  sougl 
id  him  of  their  f  owner  love  passages. 
'"  No,  no,  fair  lady,"  murmured  he  betwixt 
smiling,  "  my  taste  is  changed ;  I  have  learned 
what  Nature  makes  better  than  my  own  creatii 
the  guise  of  womanhood." 
Ah,  false  one,"  shrieked  the  dream  lady,  pretend- 
to  faint,  but  dissolving  into  thin  air,  out  of  which 
le  the  deplorable  murmur  of  her  voice,  "  your  iiic 

l<^  liaa  annihilated  me." 
So  he  it,"  said  the  cruel   Man   of  Fancy  to 
and  a  good  riddance  too," 
Together  with  these  sliadowe,  and  from  the  same 
■gion,  there  came  an  uninvited  multitude  of  shapes 
aiiy  time  during  bis  life  had  torra.eia.\»dL 
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Man  of  Fancy  in  his  moods  of  morbid  rael 
had  hannted  him  tu  the  delirium  of  fever.  The  ^ 
of  his  eastle  in  the  air  were  not  dense  enough  to  ] 
them  out,  nor  would  the  strongest  of  earthly  archi 
ure  have  availed  to  their  exclusion.  Here  were  t 
forms  of  dim  terror  wliich  had  beset  him  at  the 
trance  of  life,  waging  warfare  witli  his  hopes; 
were  strange  uglinesses  of  earlier  dat«,  such  as  h 
children  in  the  night-time.  He  was  particularly  i 
tied  by  the  vision  of  a  deformed  old  black  wo 
whom  he  imagined  as  lurking  in  the  garret  of 
native  home,  and  who,  when  he  was  an  infant, 
once  come  to  his  bedside  and  grinned  at  him  in 
crisis  of  a  scarlet  fever.  This  same  black  ehai 
with  others  almost  as  hideous,  now  glided  among 
pillars  of  the  magnificent  saloon,  grinning  recogni' 
until  the  man  shuddered  anew  at  the  forgotten  tei 
of  his  childhood.  It  amused  him,  however,  to 
serve  the  Mack  woman,  with  the  mischievous  ca] 
peculiar  to  such  l)eijig3,  steal  up  to  the  chair  of 
Oldest  Inhabitant  and  peep  into  his  half-dre 
mind. 

"  Never  within  my  memory,"  muttered  that  vei 
ble  personage,  aghast.  "  did  I  see  such  a  face." 

Almost  immediately  after  the  unrealitiea  just 
scribed,  arrived  a  number  of  guests  whom  ineredu 
readers  may  be  inclined  to  rank  equaUy  among  i 
tures  of  imagination.  The  most  noteworthy  wer 
incorruptible  Patriot ;  a  Scholar  witliout  pedantr 
Priest  without  worldly  ambition ;  and  a  Beau 
Woman  without  pride  or  coquetry ;  a  Married 
whose  life  had  never  been  disturbed  l)y  uicongruil 
feeling  ;  a  Beformer  untrammelled  by  his  theory; 

~    t  ifhp  felt  no  jealousy  towards  other  v 
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the  lyre.  In  truth,  however,  the  host  was  not  one  of  I 
the  cynics  who  consider  these  patterns  of  excellence,  I 
without  the  fatal  flaw,  such  rarities  in  the  world ;  and  J 
iie  had  invited  them  to  his  select  party  cliiefly  out  of  I 
kumble  deference  to  the  judgment  of  society,  which  j 
pronounces  them  almost  impossible  to  be  met  with. 

■'  In  my  younger  days,"  observed  the  Oldest  Inhab-  I 
itant,  "  such  characters  might  be  seen  at  the  corner  of  I 
I'v-fiy  street." 

Be  that  a»  it  might,  these  specimens  of  perfection 
proved  to  be  not  half  so  entertaining  eorapaniocs  aa   | 
people  with  the  ordinary  allowance  of  faults. 

But  now  appeared  a  stranger,  whom  the  host  had  no 
aooner  recognized  than,  with  an  abundance  of  courtesy  J 
unlavished  on  any  other,  he  hastened  down  the  whole  I 
length  of  the  saloon  in  order  to  pay  him  emphatic  I 
honor.  Yet  he  was  a  young  man  in  poor  attire,  with  j 
BO  insignia  of  rank  or  acknowledged  eminence,  nop  j 
anvthing  to  distinguish  him  among  the  crowd  except  a  I 

■  :b,  white  forehead,  beneath  which  a  pair  of  deepest  I 
i  were  glowing  with  warm  light.     It  was  such  a  I 

-lit  as  never  illimiinates  the  earth  save  when  a  great  I 
irt  bums  as  the  household  fire  of  a  grand  intellect. 

'A  who  was  he  ?  —  who  but  the  Master  Genius  for 

iiipiii  our  country  is  looking  anxiously  iuto  the  mist  of 

■-11'=,  as  destined  to  fulfil  the  great  mission  of  creat*  j 

:  an  American  literature,  hewing  it,  as  It  were,  out  1 
tho  unwrought   granite  of   our   intellectual  quaiv  1 

:  -■"!  From  him,  whether  moulded  in  the  form  of  an 
,  ,1'  poem  or  assuming  a  guise  altogether  new  as  the 
.;.iiiit  itself  may  determine,  we  are  to  receive  our  first 
^reat  original  work,  which  shall  do  all  that  remains  to 
be  achieved  for  oiu-  glory  among  the  nations.  How 
'hlfy  destiny  had  been  Oiano'jeiei.\«i 
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the  Man  of  Fancy  it  is  of  littlo  conseqiu 
tioa.  Suffice  it  tbat  he  dwells  as  yet  unhotu 
meo,  unrecognized  by  those  who  have  know 
his  cradle ;  the  noble  countenance  which  shai 
tingtiished  by  a  lialo  diffused  around  it  pass« 
amid  the  throng  of  people  toiling  and  troubHng 
Belvea  about  the  trifles  of  a  moment,  and  noi 
reverence  to  the  worker  of  immortality. 
matter  much  to  him,  in  his  triumph  over  a 
though  a  generation  or  two  of  his  own  t 
themselves  the  wrong  to  disregard  him. 

By  this  time  Monsieur  On-Dit  had  cauj 
stranger's  name  and  destiny,  and  was  busilji 
ing  the  intelligence  among  the  other  guests.  I 

"  Pshaw !  "   B^d   one.     "  There   can   ne¥| 
American  genius." 

"  Piah  !  "  cried  another.  "  We  have  : 
good  poets  a3  any  in  the  world.  For  my  p 
to  see  no  better." 

And  the  Oldest  Inhabitant,  when  it  was  propt 
introduce  him  to  tlie  Master  Genius,  begged  to 
eused,  observing  that  a  man  who  had  been  _h 
with  the  acquaintance  of  Dwight,  and  Fre 
Joel  Barlow,  might  he  allowed  a  little  anJ 


The  saloon  was  now  fast  filling  up  by  the  I 
other  remarkable  characters,  among  whom 
ticed  Davy  Jones,  the  distinguished  nautii 
age,  and  a  rude,  carelessly-dressed,  harmn-Bi 
of  elderly  fellow,  known  by  the  nicknai 
Harry.  The  latter,  however,  after  being  i 
dressing-room,  reappeared  with  his  gray  1 
combed,  his  clothes  brushed,  a  clean  dicky  onl 
md  altogetbef  to  changed  in  aspect  as  to  J 
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j^B  respectful  appellation  of  Yenerable  Henry.  John  j 
Doe  and  Kichard  Roe  came  arm  in  arm,  accompanied  I 
l>y  a  Man  o£  Sti'aw,  a  fictitious  indorser,  and  several 
persons  Tvho   had   no   existence  except  as  voters   in  i 
elosely-contested  elections.     The  celebiuted  Sealafield, 
who  now  entered,  was  at  first  supposed  to  belong  to 
bbe  same  brotherhood,  until  he  made  it  apparent  that 
tie  was  a  real  man  of  flesh  and  blood  and  had  his 
earthly  domicile  in  Gei-many.     Among  the  latest  com- 
ers, as  might  reasonably  be  expected,  arrived  a  guest 
Erom  the  far  future. 

"  Do  you  know  him  ?  do  you  know  him  ?  "  whis-  ] 
[icreil  Monsieur  On-Dit,  who  seemed  to  be  acquainted  | 
with  everybody.     "  He  is  the  representative  of  Posteiv 
ity,  —  the  man  of  an  ago  to  come." 

"And  how  came  he  here  ?  "  asked  a  figure  who  was 
jvidently  the  prototype  of  the  fashion  plate  in  a  magi- 
idne,  and  might  be  taken  to  represent  the  vanities  of 
[lie  passing  moment.  "  The  feUow  infringes  upon  oul 
rights  by  coming  before  his  time." 

"  But  you  forget  where  we  are,"  answered  the  Mati  I 
>f  Fancy,  who  overheard  the  remark.     "The  lower   I 
■  nil,  it  is  true,  will  be  forbidden  ground  to  him  for 
ii'.y  long  years  hence;  but  a  castle  in  the  air  is  a 
:  I  of  no  man's  land,  where  Posterity  may  make  ae- 
!  liiitance  with  us  on  equal  terms." 
Vii  sooner  was  his  identity  known  than  a  throng  of 
■^ts  gathered   about  Posterity,  all  expressing  the 
it  generous  interest  in  his  welfare,  and  many  boast- 
.■   of  the  sacrifices  which  they  had  made,  or  were 
..iiig  to  make,  in  his  behalf.     Some,  with  as  much 
I  .t-y  as  possible,  desired  hia  judgment  upon  certain 
iii-;sof  verses  or  great  manuscript  rolls  of  prose; 
itaewMaoMted  him  with  the  familiaxity  of  oliltnisaiiiSK 
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taking  it  for  granted  that  he  was  perfectly  « 
of   their  nanieR  and  characters.     At  length, 
himself  thus  beset,  Posterity  was  put  quito  beside  h 
patience. 

"  Gentlemen,  my  good  friends,"  cried  he,  hrea^ 
loose  from  a  misty  poet  who  strove  to  hold  him  by  ^ 
button,  "  I  pray  you  to  attend  to  your  own  busines 
and  leave  nie  to  take  care  of  mine  !  I  expect  to  on 
you  nothing,  unless  it  be  certain  national  debts,  an 
other  encumbrances  and  impediments,  physical  an 
moral,  which  I  shall  find  it  troublesome  enough  tn  n 
move  from  my  path.  As  to  your  verses,  pray  pea 
tliem  to  your  contemporaries.  Your  names  are  t 
etrange  to  me  as  your  faces  ;  and  even  were  it  othei 
wise,  —  let  rae  wliisper  you  a  secret, — the  cold,  ii) 
memory  which  one  generation  may  retain  of  anotht 
is  but  a  poor  recompense  to  barter  life  for.  Yet,  i 
your  heart  is  set  on  being  known  to  me,  the  surest,  H 
only  method  is  to  live  truly  and  wisely  for  yoin-  Off 
age,  whereby,  if  the  native  force  be  in  you,  you  ma 
likewise  live  for  posterity." 

*'  It  is  nonsense,"  murmured  the  Oldest  Inhabitaal 
who,  as  a  man  of  the  past,  felt  jealous  that  all  notjd 
should  be  withdrawn  from  himself  to  be  lavished  0 
the  future,  "  sheer  nonsense  to  waste  so  much  thou^ 
on  what  only  is  to  be." 

To  divert  the  minds  of  his  guests,  who  were  coi 
aiderably  abashed  by  this  little  incident,  the  Mao  ( 
Fancy  led  them  through  several  apartments  of  tk 
cattle,  receiving  their  compliments  upon  the  taste  an 
varied  magnificence  that  were  displayed  in  each.  Oi 
of  these  rooms  was  filled  with  moonlight,  whicJi  di 
not  enter  thi-ough  the  window,  but  was  the  aggregai 
of  all  the  moonshiue  that  is  scattered  around  thettti 
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■>n  a  suomier  night  while  no  eyea  are  awake  to  enjoj.  \ 
-  beauty.     Aiiy  spirits  had  gathered  it  up,  wherevet  i 
"V  found  it  gleaming  on  the  broad  bosom  of  a  lakef  I 
.1-  silvering  the  meanders  o£  a  stream,  or  glimmering  | 
among  the  wind-stirred  boughs  of  a  wood,  and  had  I 
garnered  it  in  this  one  spacious  hall.    Along  the  walls,  f 
illuminated  by  the  mild  intensity  of  the  moonshine,  I 
itood  a  multitude  of  ideal  statiies,  the  original  concep-  I 
Jons  of  the  great  works   of  aoL-ient  or  modern  art,  I 
whiuh  the  sculptors  did  biit  imperfectly  succeed  in  put-  J 
ting  into  marble ;  for  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  tha  I 
pure  idea  of  an  immoi'tal  creation  ceases  to  exist ;  it  is  J 
nniy  necessary  to  know  where  they  ai'e  deposited  ia  J 
iUt  to  obtain  possession  of  tliem.     In  the  alcoves  o£  k 
ithep  vast  apartment  was  arranged  a  splendid  li-< 
:uy,  the  volumes  of  which  were  inestimable,  becausa  I 
'!'.'V  conaisted  not  of  actual  performances,  but  of  the  I 
1  Ilka  which  the  authors  only  planued,  \vithout  i 
bulling  the  happy  season  to  achieve  them.     To  take 
iiiiuiliar  instances,  here  were  the  untold  tales  of  Chau- 
ler's  Canterbury  Pilgrims;  tlie  unwi-itten  cantos   of 
dw  Fairy  Queen  ;  the  conclusion  of  Coleridge's  Chris- 
ii.'l ;  and  the  whole  of  Dryden"s  projected  epic  on  the  J 
iuji;ct  of  King  Arthur.     The  shelves  were  crowded;  I 
I  it  would  not   be  too  much   to  affirm  that  every  l 
i'.li<]r  has  imagined  and  shaped  out  in  his  thought 
:  ivi:  and  far  bettor  works  than  those  which  actually 
"'JLPeded  from  his  pen.     And  here,  likewise,  were  the 
'iK'idized  conceptions  of  youthful  poets  who  died  of  J 
1.1'  very  strength  of  their  own  genius  before  the  world  I 
■  I'!  caught  one  inspired  murmur  from  their  lips.  | 

When  the  peculiarities  of  the  libmry  and  statue 
illi'ry  were  explained  to  the  Oldest  Inhabitant,  he  ap- 
oeifilexed,  and  exclaimed^  w\tti  laiOTft 


S4 


MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 


energy  than  usual,  that  he  had  never  heaxd  of  snob  I 
thing  within  his  memory,  and,  moreover,  did  not  at  aO 
understand  liow  it  could  be. 

"  But  my  bi-ain,  I  think,"  said  tlie  good  old  gendfr 
man,  "  is  getting  not  so  cieai-  as  it  used  to  l)e.  You 
young  folks,  I  suppose,  can  see  your  way  thi-ough  these 
strange  matters.     For  my  part,  I  give  it  up." 

"  And  so  do  I,"  muttered  tlie  Old  Harry,  "  It  il 
enough  to  puzzle  the  —     Ahem ! " 

Making  as  little  reply  as  possible  to  these  obBerva- 
tions,  the  Man  of  Fancy  piticeded  the  company  to 
another  noble  saloon,  the  piUars  of  which  were  solid 
golden  sunbeams  taki^n  out  of  the  sky  in  the  first  hom 
in  tlie  morning.  Thus,  as  they  retained  all  their  Kt- 
ing  lustre,  the  room  was  tilled  with  the  most  cheerfd 
radiance  imaginable,  yet  not  too  dazzling  to  be  bonW 
with  comfort  and  delight.  The  windows  were  beauti- 
fully  adorned  with  curtains  made  of  the  many-colorsd 
clouds  of  Bimrise,  all  imbued  with  virgin  light,  and 
hanging  in  magnificent  festoons  from  the  ceiling  to  ^ 
floor.  Moreover,  there  were  fragments  of  rainbcnrt 
scattered  through  the  room  ;  so  that  the  guests,  astOB' 
ished  at  one  another,  reciprocally  saw  their  hettSs 
made  glorious  by  the  seven  primary  hues  ;  or,  if  thej 
chose,  —  as  who  woidd  not  ?  —  they  could  grasp  I 
rainbow  in  the  air  and  convert  it  to  their  own  apparC 
and  adornment.  But  the  morning  light  and  scatter^ 
rainbows  were  only  a  type  and  symbol  of  the  real  won 
dera  of  the  apartment.  By  an  influence  akin  to  magic 
yet  perfectly  natural,  whatever  means  an<]  opportunl 
ties  of  joy  are  neglected  in  the  lower  world  had  beel 
carefully  gathered  up  and  deposited  in  the  saloon  a 
rooming  sunshine.     As  may  well  he  conceivetl,  tJien 

re,  there  was  material  enough  to  supply,  not  i 
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B  joyous  eveniug,  but  also  a  happy  lifetime,  to  i 
than  aa  many  people  as  that  spacious  apartment  c; 
contain.     The  company  seemed  to  renew  their  youth* 
«hile   that  pattern  anil  proverbial  standard  of  iunoi 
cijtite,  the  Child  Unborn,  frolicked  to  and  fro  amond 
llicin,  communicating  Ms  own  unwrinkled  gayety  to  a 
nho  had  the  good  fortune  to  witness  his  gambols. 

t"  My  honored  friends,"  said  the  Man  of  Fancy,  afta 
they  had  enjoyed  themselves  a  while,  "  1  am  now  1 
request  your  presence  in  the  bant^uetiug  hall,  where  4 
.'light  collation  is  awaiting  you." 

"  Ah,  well  aaid  ! "'  ejaculated  a  cadaverous  figi 
who  tad  teen  invited  for  no  other  reason  than  that  k 
was  pretty  constantly  in  the  habit  of  dining  with  Dnli 
IhimiJirey.  "  I  was  beginning  to  wonder  whether  a 
castle  in  the  air  were  provided  with  a  kitchen." 

It  was  eiuious,  in  truth,  to  see  how  instantaneoiit 

lie  guests  were  diverted  from  the  high  moral  enjo^ 

meats  which  they  had  been  tasting  with  so  much  ap> 

[went  zest  by  a  suggestion  of  the  more  solid  as  well 

119  liquid  delights  of  the  festive  board.     They  thronged 

eagerly  in  the  rear  of  the  host,  who  now  ushered  them 

ii:t*)  a  lofty  and  extensive  hall,  from  end  to  end  of 

'viiich  was  arranged  a  table,  glittering  all  over  with  in- 

^     unmetable  dishes  and  drinking  y^ssels  of  gold.     It  is 

jStoimcertain  point  whetlier  these  rich  articles  of  plate 

j^Hte  ma^le  for  the  oocasion  ont  of  molten  sunbeams, 

_V  4r  ncovered  from  the  wrecks  of  Spanish  galleons  that 

tisi!  lain  for  ^es  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.    The  upper 

11(1  of  the  table  was  overshadowed  by  a  canopy,  be- 

ii-atli  which  was  placed  a  chair  of  elaborate  magnjfi 

wiice,  which  the  host  himself  declined  to  occupy,  and 

''OHOught  his  guests  to  assign  it  to  the  worthiest  among 

^tlpn.     Ab  a  suitable  homage  to  bU  lacakv)\Bb\e  woi 
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tiquity  and  eminent  distinction,  the  post  of  honot^^^l 
at  first  tendered  to  the  Oldest  Inhabitant.  He,  hoiF> 
ever,  eschewed  it,  and  requested  the  favor  of  a  bowl  of 
gruel  at  a  side  table,  where  he  could  refresh  himself 
nitli  a  quiet  nap.  There  was  seme  little  hesitation  as 
to  the  next  oandltlatc,  until  Posterity  took  the  Master 
Genius  of  oiu-  eountiy  by  the  hand  and  led  him  to  the 
chair  of  state  beneath  the  princely  canopy.  When 
once  they  beheld  him  in  his  true  place,  the  compai^ 
acknowledged  the  justice  of  tlie  selection  by  a  long 
thunder  roll  of  vehement  applause. 

Then  was  served  up  a  banquet,  combining,  if  not  all 
^         the  dehuacies  of  the  season,  yet  all  the  rarities  which 
^K  careful  purveyor.^  had  met  with  ui  the  flesh,  fish,  and 
^^1  vegetable  markets  of  the  land  of  Nowhere.     The  h31 
^^M  of  fare  being  unfortunately  lost,  we  can  only  mention 
^H  a  phoenix,  roasted  in  its  o^vn  flames,  cold  potted  birds 
^^M   of  paradise,  ice-creams  from  the  Milky  Way,  and  whip 
^^T  syllabubs  and  flummery  from  the  Paradise  of  Fools, 
*        whereof  there  was  a  very  great  consumption.     As  for 
drinkables,   the  temperance  people  contented   them- 
selves with  water  as  usual ;  but  it  was  the  water  of  tha 
Fountain  of  Youth ;  the  ladies  sipped  Nepenthe ;  the 
lovelorn,  the  careworn,  and  the  sorrow-stricken  were 
supplied  with  brimmi|ig  goblets  of  Lethe ;  and  it  was 
shrewdly  conjectured  that  a  certain  golden  vase,  from 
which  only  the  more  distinguished  guests  were  invited 
to  partake,  contained  nectar  tliat  ha^l  been  mellowing 

■  ever  since  the  days  of  (■lasaical  mytliology.  The  clotli 
being  removed,  the  company,  a&  usual,  grew  eloquent 
over  their  liquor,  and  delivered  themselves  of  a  sua- 
ression  of  biilliant  speeches,  —  the  task  of  reporting 
which  we  resign  to  the  more  adequate  ability  of  Coim- 
geJJor  Gill,  whose  indispensable  tooi^vaiKuw  \Ift  ~ ' 
ofl^Rncjr  had  taken  the  precav*\"n  to  sfccvwe. 


»^H 


SELECT  PARTY. 


I  When  the  festivity  of  tho  banquet  was  at  its  mi 
I  l&ereal  point,  the  Clerk  of  the  Weather  was  obaervf 
■  to  Bteal  from  the  table  and  thrust  his  head  betw( 
r    the  purple  and  golden  cnrtains  of  one  of  the  windoi 

"My  fellow-gueats,"'  he  remarked  aloud,  after  cai 
fully  noting  the  signs  of  the  night,  "  I  advise  such 
you  as  live  at  a  distance  to  be  going  as  soon  as  poE 
hie ;  for  a  thunder  storm  is  certainly  at  hand. 

"  Mercy  on  me  I "  cried  Mother  Carey,  who  had  li 
her  brood  of  chickens  and  come  hither  in  gossami 
drapery,  with  pink  silk  stocldngs.  "  How  shall  I  ev( 
get  home  ? 

All  now  was  confusion  and  hasty  departure,  with 
but  little  Buperfluous  leave-taking.  The  Oldest  Inhab- 
itant, however,  true  to  the  rule  of  those  loiig-jiast  days 
in  which  his  courtesy  had  been  studied,  paused  on  the 
threshold  of  the  metcor-Iight«d  hall  to  express  his  vaat 
satisfaction  at  the  entertainment. 

"  Never,  within  my  memory,"  observed  the  graciooB. 
old  gentleman,  "  has  it  been  my  good  fortune  to  spend' 
a  pleasanter  evening  or  in  more  select  society. 

The  wind  here  took  his  breath  away,  whirled  his 
three-cornered  hat  into  infinite  space,  and  drowned 
wliat  further  compliments  it  ha^l  been  his  purpose  to 
lestow.  Many  of  the  company  had  bespoken  will-o'- 
the-wisps  to  convoy  them  home ;  and  the  host,  in  hia 
general  beneficence,  had  engaged  the  Man  in  the 
Moon,  with  an  immense  horn  lantern,  to  be  the  guide 
of  such  desolat*!  spinsters  as  could  do  uo  better  for 
themselves.  But  a  blast  of  the  rising  tempest  blew 
out  all  their  lights  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.  How, 
tn  the  darkness  that  ensued,  tlie  guests  contrived  to 
get  back  to  earth,  or  whether  the  grea,ter  \iart.  vh.  ■Orcwv 
f  to  get  back  at  all,  or  aie  aifflV  "wi 
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Rmong  cloads,  mists,  and  puffs  af  tempest 
bnused  by  the  beams  and  rafters  of  the  overUm 
eastle  in  the  air,  and  deluded  by  all  sorts  ot  unre 
ties,  are  points  that  ooncem  themselves  much  m 
than  the  writer  or  the  public.  People  should  thinli 
these  matters  before  they  thrust  themselves  on  a  plf 
UTS  pajfy  into  the  realm  of  Nowhere.  \ 
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Young  Goodman  Brown  came  forth  at  Biinaet  into  i 
the  street  at  Salem  village ;  but  put  his  head  back,  I 
after  crossing  the  threshold,  to  exclmnge  a  parting  I 
kisa  with  his  yoimg  wife.  And  Faith,  as  the  wife  waai 
aptly  named,  thrust  her  own  pretty  head  info  the  ■ 
street,  letting  the  wind  play  with  the  pink  ribbons  of  ] 
her  eap  while  she  called  to  Goodman  Brown. 

"Dearest  heart,"  whispered  ahe,  softly  and  rather  d 
BaiUy.  when  her  lips  were  close  to  his  ear,  "prithee  putjl 
off  yoiu-  joiuney  until  simrise  and  sleep  in  yoiu-  own  1 
b«l  to-night.  A  lone  woman  is  troubled  with  snchj 
ilreams  and  such  thoughts  that  she  'a  afeard  of  herself  J 
Bometiines.  Pray  tarry  with  me  this  night,  dear  hus- 
liand,  of  all  nights  in  the  year." 

"My  love  and  my  Faith,"  replied  young  Goodman 
Hrown,  "  of  all  nights  in  tlie  year,  this  one  night  must 
]  tarry  away  from  thee.     My  journey,  as  thon  eallest 
it,  forth  and  back  :^;ain,  .^nst  needs  be  done  'twi^ict  J 
now  and  sunrise.     What,  my  sweet,  pretty  wife,  dost  I 
thou  doubt  me  already,  and  we  but  tlnee  months  mar- 1 
ritil?"  I 

"Then  God  bless  you ! "  said  Faith,  with  the  puilcfl 
ribbons ;  "  and  may  you  find  all  well  when  yon  cornea 
Wk."  1 

"Amen!"     cried    Goodman    Brown.     "Say    thy 
prayers,  dear  Faith,  and  go  to  bed  at  dusk,  and  no  ] 
^^to  vill  come  to  thee."  I 

^^mtiiej  parted;    and  the  young  man  ^^^^''^^^^N 
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way  until,  being  about  to  turn  the  comer  by  the  mee 
ing-houae,  he  looked  back  and  saw  the  head  of  Fait 
still  peeping  after  him  with  a  melancholy  air,  in  spit 
of  her  pink  ribbons. 

"  Poor  little  Faith  1 "  thought  he,  for  his  heW 
smoto  him,  "  What  a  wretch  am  I  to  leave  her  « 
such  an  errand  I  She  talks  of  dreams,  too.  Metlioi^h 
as  she  sjtoke  tliere  was  trouble  in  her  face,  as  if  i 
dream  had  waiTiei:!  her  what  work  is  to  l>e  done  to 
night.  Bui  no,  no ;  't  would  kil]  her  to  think  it 
Well,  she 's  a  blessed  angel  on  earth ;  and  after  thJ 
one  night  I  '11  cling  to  her  skirts  and  follow  her  b 
heaven." 

With  this  excellent  resolve  for  the  future,  Good 
man  Brown  felt  himself  justified  in  making  more  hast 
on  his  present  evilpurpose.  He  had  taken  a  dreai| 
roa<l,  darkened  by  all  the  gloomiest  trees  of  the  foreal 
which  barely  stood  aside  to  let  the  nan^ow  path  oreff 
through,  and  closed  immediately  behind.  It  was  a] 
as  lonely  as  could  be ;  and  there  is  this  peculiarity  i 
such  a  solitude,  that  tlie  traveller  knows  not  who  iiUi| 
be  concealed  by  the  innumerable  trunks  and  tlie  thiol 
boughs  overhead ;  ao  that  with  lonely  footsteps  he  na( 
yet  be  passing  through  an  unseen  midtitude. 

"There  may  be  a  devilish  Indian  behind  ever 
tree,"  said  Grooilman  Brown  to  himself;  and  li 
glanced  fearfully  behind  him  as  he  added,  "  What  i 
I  the  devil  himself  should  be  at  my  very  elbow  I  " 

Hia  head  being  tiu-ned  back,  he  passed  a  orook  ( 
the  road,  and,  looking  forward  again,  beheld  the  figu) 
of  a  man,  in  grave  and  decent  attire,  seated  at  the  to* 
of  an  old  tree.  He  arose  at  Goodman  Brown's  a] 
proach  and  walked  onward  side  by  side  with  him. 

"  Yoa  are  late,  GoodmMi  Bro\nx"   a^i^ia.    "^ 
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clonk  of  the  Old  South  was  striking  as  I  came  tlirougb 
Boston,  and  that  is  full  fifteen  minutes  agone." 

"  Faith  kept  me  back  a  ■while,"  replied  the  young 
man,  with  a  tremor  in  his  voice,  caused  by  the  gudden 
appearance  of  his  companion,  though  not  wholly  unez- 
1)13  pted. 

It  was  now  deep  dusk  in  the  forest,  and  deepest  in 
that  part  of  it  where  these  two  were  joumepng.  Aa 
uearly  as  could  be  discerned,  the  second  traveller. was 
about  fifty  years  old,  apparently  in  the  same  rank  of 
life  as  Goodman  Brown,  and  bearing  a  considerable 
resemblance  to  him,  though  perhaps  more  in  espres- 
Pioa  than  features.  Still  they  might  have  been  takenl 
for  father  and  son.  And  yet,  though  the  elder  per-1 
3UU  was  as  simply  clad  as  the  younger,  and  as  simple 
ill  luanner  too,  he  had  an  indescribable  air  of  one  who  I 
'  iiiw  the  world,  and  who  would  not  have  felt  abashed  I 
i  ilie  governor's  dmner  table  or  in  King  William's 
■nut,  were  it  possible  that  his  affairs  shoidd  call  him 
iliitlier.  But  the  only  thing  about  him  that  could 
>ii>[-d  upon  as  remarkable  was  hia  staff,  which  bore  thai 
lilii.nesa  of  a  great  bkwJk  suake,  so  curiously  wrought! 
'it  it  might  almost  be  seen  to  twist  and  wriggle  itself 

■  a  living  serpent.  This,  of  coarse,  must  have  been 
<  Di'ular  deception,  assisted  by  the  uncertain  light. 

■  Come,  Goodman  Brown,"  cried  his  fellow-travel- 
,  "  this  is  a  diUl  pace  for  tlie  begimiing  of  a  jour- 
.      Take  my  staff,  if  you  are  so  soon  weary." 

■  Friend,"  said  the  otlier,  exchanging  his  slow  pace 
r  :i  full  stop,  "  having  kept  covenant  by  meeting  thee 

I  iTf,  it  is  my  purpose  now  to  return  whence  I  came. 
I  have  scruples  touching  the  matter  thou  wot'st  of." 
"  Sayest  thou  so  ?  "  replied  he  of  the  sev^eivt,  sKffi«»% 
**liet  U3  waik  on,  ueverthelesa,  xeaaaaYo^  »k 
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we  go ;  and  if  I  convince  thee  not  tlioa  shi 
back.     We  are  but  a  little  way  in  the  forest  yet.**    ' 

"  Too  far  I  too  far  ! "  exclaimed  the  goodman,  a 
consciously  resuming  liis  walk.  "My  father  new 
went  into  the  woods  on  such  an  errand,  nor  hia  fathi 
before  Mm.  We  have  been  a  race  of  honest  men  an 
good  Cbiiatians  since  the  daya  of  the  martyra ;  as 
shall  I  be  the  first  of  the  name  of  Brown  that  sn 
took  this  path  and  kept "  — 

"  Such  company,  thou  wouldst  say,"  observed  tl 
elder  person,  interpreting  Iiis  pause,  "  Well  Baa< 
Goodman  Brown!  I  have  been  as  well  acqimintt 
with  your  family  as  with  ever  a  one  among  the  Pni 
tans ;  and  that 's  no  trifle  to  say.  I  helped  yon 
grandfather,  the  constable,  when  he  lashed  the  Quabi 
womau  so  smartly  through  the  streets  of  Sulem;  as 
it  was  I  that  brought  yoiu:  father  a  pitch-pine  kno 
kindled  at  my  own  hearth,  to  set  fii-e  to  an  Indian  vi 
lage,  in  King  Philip's  war.  They  were  my  goo 
friends,  both ;  and  many  a  pleasant  walk  have  we  ha 
along  this  path,  and  returned  merrily  after  midni^ 
I  would  fain  be  friends  with  you  for  theii-  sake." 

"If  it  be  as  thou  aayeat,"  replied  Goodman  Browi 
"  I  marvel  they  never  spoke  of  these  matters  ;  or,  vei 
ily,  I  marvel  not,  seeing  that  the  least  rumor  of  tb 
sort  would  have  driven  them  from  New  England.  W 
are  a  people  of  prayer,  and  good  works  to  boot,  ait 
abide  no  such  wiekedaess," 

"Wickedness  or  not,"  said  the  tiuveller  with  dl 
twisted  staff,  "  I  have  a  very  general  acquajntant 
here  in  New  England.  The  deacons  of  many  a  chore 
have  drunk  the  communion  wine  with  me  ;  the  selec 
men  of  divers  towns  make  me  their  chairman ;  and 
Biajoritjol  ib&  Great  and  OenexaiCaaA %x& fcna,M 
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porters  of  my  interest.     The  governor  and  I,  too  —  J 
But  these  are  state  secrets." 

"  Can  this  be  so? "'  cried  Goodman  Brown,  with  a  | 
Btare  of   amazement  at  his   undisturbed  companion. 

■  ilowbeit,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  tbe  governor  and  I 
I'liiiLcil;  tliey  have  their  own  ways,  and  are  no  rule  for  J 
:i  .liniple  husbandman  like  me.  But,  were  I  to  g 
nilli  thee,  how  should  I  meet  the  eye  of  that  good  old  | 
m:iii,  our  minister,  at  Salem  village  ?  Oh,  hia  voice  | 
»i>(ild  make  me  tremble  both  Sabbath  day  and  lecture  J 
day." 

Thus  far  the  elder  traveller  had  listened  with  due^ 
'.'i-ru-ity;  but  now  burst  into  a  fit  of  irrepressible  mirth,  J 
.iking  himself  so  violently  that  his  snake-like  staff' I 
'lially  seemed  to  wriggle  in  sympathy. 
'  Ua  t  ha  I  ha  !  "  shouted  he  again  and  again ;  then  I 
lyiuposing  himself,  "  Well,  go  on,  Goodma,n  Brown 
(,■11  DTI ;  but,  prithee,  don't  kill  me  with  laughing." 

■  Well,  then,  to  end  the  matter  at  once,"  said  Good- 1 
I  n  Brown,  considerably  nettled,  "  there  is  my  wife,l 

lili.     It  would  break  her  dear  little  heart ;  and  I 

■  iMiidr  break  my  own." 

■  Nay,  if  that  be  the  case,"  answered   the   other,   i 
"  e'en  go  thy  ways,  Goodman  Brown.    I  woidd  not  for 
ii^tntyuld  women  like  the  one  hobbling  before  us  that 

■  litli  shoiUd  come  to  any  barm." 

Vs  he  spoke  he  pointed  his  staff  at  a  female  figure  | 
.  rhe  path,  in  whom  Goodman  Brown  recognized  a. 
y  pious  and  exemplary  dame,  who  had  taught  him 
latechism  in  youth,  and  was  still  his  moral  and 
I  ritual  adviser,  jointly  with  the  minister  and  Deacon 
Joiikin. 
"  A  marvel,  tnilj,  that  Goody  Cloyae  sUo\A4.  "W.  «» 
■Ar  ia-IHe  wHderaeaa  ^t  nightf«I\;'  said  W.    '''&-«& 
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in  beHim 


words — I 
ivell^^ 


with  yoDF  leave,  friend,  I  shall  take  a  cut  tlirc 
woods  until  wg  have  left  this  Christian  woman  \ 
Being  a  stranger  to  you,  she  might  ask  whom  I  va 
consorting  with  and  whither  I  wa«  going." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  his  fellow-traveller.  "  Betake  yoi 
to  the  woods,  and  let  me  keep  the  path." 

Accordingly  the  young  man  turned  aside,  but  tool 
care  to  watch  his  companion,  who  atlvanced  6t^[ 
along  the  road  untU  he  had  come  within  a  staff 
length  of  the  old  dame.  She,  meanwhile,  was  maldnj 
the  best  of  her  way,  with  singular  speed  for  so  aglf 
a  woman,  and  mmnbling  some  indistinct  words- 
prayer,  doubtless — as  she  went.  The  travelleib'M 
forth  his  staff  and  touched  her  withered  nee 
what  seemed  the  serpent's  tail. 

"  The  devil  I  "  screamed  the  pious  old  lady.  " 

"  Then  Goody  Cloyse  knows  her  old  friend  ? 
served  the  traveller,  confronting  her  and  leaning  a 
his  writhing  stiek. 

"Ah,  forsooth,  and  is  it  your  worship  indeed?' 
cried  the  good  dame.  "Yea,  truly  is  it,  and  in  thi 
very  image  of  my  old  gossip,  Goodman  Brown,  tb 
grandfather  of  the  silly  fellow  that  now  is.  But- 
would  your  worship  believe  it  ?  —  my  broomslicl 
hath  strangely  disappeared,  stolen,  as  I  suspect,  V 
that  imhanged  wit«h,  Goody  Cory,  and  that,  too,  wh« 
I  was  all  anointed  with  the  jiuce  of  smallage,  am 
cinquefoil,  and  wolf's  bane  "  — 

"  Mingled  with  flue  wheat  and  the  fat  of  a  new-bor 
babe,"  said  the  sliape  of  ohl  Goodman  Brown. 

"  Ah,  yoiu-  worship  knows  the  recipe,"  cried  the  ol 
lady,  cackling  aloud.  "  So,  as  I  was  saying,  being  a 
ready  for  the  meeting,  and  no  horse  to  ride  on,  I  mad 

ZB/  mind  to  foot  it;  lot  tlvej  te\i  n 
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young  man  to  be  taken  into  commimion  to-night.    But 

miw  yoiir  good  worship  will  lend  me  your  arm,  and 

iH'  F^hall  be  there  in  a  twinkling. 

'■That  can  hardly  he,"  answered  her  friend.     "I 

i\  not  spare  you  my  ami,  Goody  CIoyBo;  but  here 

iLiy  staff,  if  you  will." 

Sti  saying,  he  threw  it  down  at  her  feet,  where,  per- 
liajis,  it  aasnmed  life,  being  one  of  the  rods  which  ita 
owner  bad  formerly  lent  to  the  Egyptian  magi.  Of 
iliis  fact,  however,  Goodman  Brown  could  not  take 
■  "^Tiizanee.  He  had  cast  up  hia  eyes  in  astonishment, 
.  1,  looking  down  again,  beheld  neither  Goody  Cloyse 
:  r  the  serpentine  staff,  but  his  fellow-traveller  alone, 
I'lin  waited  for  him  as  calmly  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
l-iicd. 

'■  Tliat  old  woman  taught  me  my  catechism,"  said 
liie  young  man ;  and  there  was  a  world  of  meaning  in 
this  simple  comment. 

They  continued  to  walk  onward,  while  the  elder 
'."LVtller  exhorted  his  companion  to  make  good  speed 
i!  persevere  in  the  path,  discoursing  so  aptly  that 
'-■  ;ij-guments  seemed  rather  to  spiiug  up  in  the  bosom 
■  liis  auditor  than  to  be  suggested  by  himself.  As 
I  y  went,  he  plucked  a  branch  of  maple  to  serve  for 
I  walking  stick,  and  began  to  strip  it  of  the  twigs 
ajirl  Uttle  boughs,  which  were  wet  with  evening  dew. 
The  moment  his  fingers  touched  them  they  became 
strangely  withered  and  dried  up  as  with  a  week's 
I  i-liintr.  Thus  the  pair  proceeded,  lit  a  good  free 
1  ■■,  imtil  suddenly,  in  a  gloomy  hollow  of  the  road, 

Jnian  Brown  sat  himself  down  on  the  stump  of  a 

li'i^u  and  refused  to  go  any  farther. 
'•  Friend,"  said  he,  stubbornly,  "  my  mmA,  Hs. 
rai6p  ffiU  1  bndgft  Oa  tfaaa- 
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What  if  a  wretched  old  woman  do  choose  to  go  to  tb 
devil  when  I  thought  ehe  was  going  to  heaven :  b  Ha 
any  reason  why  I  should  quit  my  dear  Faith  and  g 
after  her '/ " 

_J"  You  will  think  hetter  of  this  by  and  by,"  said  lii 
acquaintance,  composedly.  "Sit  here  and  rest  yoM 
self  a  while ;  and  when  you  feel  like  moving'  again 
there  is  my  staff  to  help  you  along." 

Without  more  words,  he  threw  his  companion  ^ 
maple  slack,  and  was  as  speedily  out  of  sight  as  if  iu 
bad  vanished  into  the  deepening  gloom.  The  yoiiii{ 
man  sat  a  few  moments  by  the  roadside,  applandiii| 
himself  greatly,  and  thinking  with  how  clear  a  am 
Boience  he  should  meet  the  minister  in  his  morninf 
walk,  nor  shrink  from  the  eye  of  good  old  Desxm 
Gookin.  And  what  calm  sleep  would  be  his  that  ver] 
sight,  which  was  to  have  been  spent  so  wickedly,  bal 
80  purely  and  sweetly  now,  in  the  arms  of  FaitJli 
Amidst  these  pleasant  and  praiseworthy  medttatdtmS 
Goodman  Brown  heard  the  tiamp  of  horses  altni 
the  road,  and  deemed  it  advisable  to  conceal  him»£ 
within  the  verge  of  the  forest,  conscious  of  the  guilQ 
purpose  that  had  brought  him  thither,  though  now  H 
happily  turned  from  it. 

On  came  the  hoof  tramps  and  the  voices  of  the  rid 
era,  two  grave  old  voices,  conversing  soberly  as  tbf^ 
drew  near.  These  muigled  sounds  appeared  to  paV 
along  the  road,  withui  a  few  yards  of  the  young  mut'l 
hiding-place ;  but,  owing  doubtless  to  the  depth  of  tin 
gloom  at  that  particular  spot,  neither  the  travellen 
nor  their  steeds  were  visible.  Though  their  fignM 
bnmhed  the  small  boughs  by  the  wayside,  it  could  no 
be  seen  that  they  intercepted,  even  for  a  moment,  tJii 
gleam   from   the   strip  ot  \)ng)A  \~ 
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which  they  must  have  passed.    Goodman  Brown  alter- 

n;it(.-ly  crouched  anil  stood  on  tiptoe,  pnlling  aside  tha 

Irouches  and  thrusting  forth  his  head  as  far 

linst  without  diaceming  so  much  as  a  shadow.     It] 

■icd  him  the  more,  because  he  could  have  sworn,' 

■  le  Buch  a  thing  possible,  that  he  recognized  the  I 

'  iiGs  of  the  minister  and  Deacon  Gookin,  jogging! 

iilong  quietly,  as  they  were  wont  to  do,  when  bomid  to 

fuiue  ordination  or  ecclesiastical  council.     While  yet 

within   hearing,  one  of  the  riders  stopped  to  pluck  a 

switch, 

"Of  the  two,  reverend  sir,"  said  the  voice  like  the 

deacon's,  "I  had  rather  miss  an  oi-dination  dinner 

'ii:in  to-night's  meeting.     They  tell  me  that  some  of 

r  t-omniimity  are  to  be  here  from  Falmouth  and  be- 

:iil,  and  others  from  Connecticut  and  Rhode  Island, 

-iilea  several  of  the  Indian  powiivows,  who,  after 

'ii'  fatthion,  know  almost  as  much  deviltry  as  the 

i.st  of  us.     Moreover,  there  is  a  goodly  young  woman 

ti>  he  taken  into  communion." 

"  Mighty  well.  Deacon  Gookin ! "  replied  the  solemn 
ilil  tones  of  the  minister.      "Spur  up,  or  we  shall  he 
laic.    Nothing  can  be  done,  you  know,  until  I  get  on 
ilifi  K™"ud." 
The  hoofs  clattered  again  ;  and  the  voices,  talking 
'  -Irangely  in  the  empty  air,  passed  on  through  the 
I ist,  where  no  church  had  ever  heeu  gathered  or  sol- 
;i"v  Christian   prayed.     Whither,  then,  eould  these 
I'v  men  be  journeying  so  deep  mto  the  heathen  wil- 
tui-as?     Young  Goodman  Brown  caught  hold  of  a 
I'l'  for  support,  being  ready  to  sink  down  on  the 
gnimid,  faiat  and  overbnrdeued  witli  the  heavy  sick- 
ness of  hJB  heart.     He  looked  up  to  the  B^E5,  4ovtev\ 
ftiere  reaZiy  waa  a  heaven  abofft  \bsku  X^^ 
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(there  was  tiie  blue  arch,  and  the  stars  brightemng 
in  it. 
"  With  heaven  above  and  Faith  below,  I  will  yet 
stand  firm  against  the  devil  I "  ciied  Gondman  Brown. 
WhUe  he  still  gazed  upward  into  the  deep  arch  of 
the  firmament  and  had  lifted  his  hands  to  pray,  K  j 
cloud,  though  no  wind  was  stirring,  liurried  across  tl»  ' 
zenith  and  hid  the  brightening  stars.     The  blue  sky 
was  still  visible,  except  tlirectly  overhead,  where  tliii 
black  mass  of  cloud  was  sweeping  swiftly  northwanl. 
Aloft  in  the  air,  as  if  from  the  depths  of  the  doud.  | 
came  a  confused  and  doubtftd  sound  of  voices.     OnM 
the  listener  fancied  that  he  could  distingiush  the  afr 
cents  of  towns-people  of  his  own,  men  and  women, , 
both  pious  and  imgodly,  inanj  of  whom  he  had  met 
at  the  communion  table,  and  had  seen  others  rioting 
at  the  tavern.     The  next  moment,  ao  indistinct  were  i 
the  sounds,  he  doubted  whether  he  had  heard  aa^' , 
but  the  murmur  of  the  old  forest,  whispering  without  i 
a  wind.     Then  came  a  stronger  swell  of  those  famil- 
iar tones,  heard  daily  in  tlie  sunshine  at  Balem  village 
hut  never  imtil  now  from  a  cloud  of  night.     There 
was  one  voice,  of  a  young  woman,  utteiing  lament)^ 
tions,  yet  with  an  uncertain  sorrow,  and  entreating  for  j 
some  favor,  which,  perhaps,  it  woidd  grieve  her  to  ob-  ' 
tain;  and  all  the  unseen  multitude,  both  saints  and 
sinners,  seemed  to  encourage  her  onward.  J 

"  Faith !  "  shouted  Goodman  Brown,  in  a  voice  ol  I 
agony  and  desperation  ;  and  the  echoes  of  tlie  forest  1 
mocked  him,  crying,  "  Faith  !  Faith  I  "  as  if  bewil- 
dered wretcliea  were  seeking  her  all  through  the  wit  t 
demess. 

The  cry  of  grict',.rage,  and  ten-or  was  yet  piercilti. 
the  night,  when  the  unhappy  husband  heild  lui' 
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for  a  response.     There  was  a  scream,  drowned  iinin&- 

diately  in  a  louder  murmur  of  voices,  fading  into  far- 

off  Liiighter,  as  the  dark  cloud  swept  away,  leaving  the 

"Ifnr  and  silent  sky  above.  Goochnan   Brown.      Bat 

iiip.'tliing  fluttered  lightly  down  through  the  air  and 

.:i;;lit  on  the  branch  of  a   tree.     The   young   manJ 

':,■:;•{  it,  and  beheld  a  pink  ribbon. 

■  My  Faith  ia  gone ! "'  ciied  he,  after  one  stiipefledl 

iiient.    "There  in  no  good  on  earth;  and  sin  is  buti 

.1  ii.-iiiie.    Come,  devil ;  for  to  thee  is  this  world  given." ' 

And,  matldeued  with  despair,  so  that  he  laughed 

Ictiul  and  long,  did  Goodman  Brown  grasp  his  staff 

Mil  set  forth  again,  at  such  a  rate  that  he  seeiiaeJ  to 

fi^  along  the  forest  path  rather  than  to  walk  or  run. 

The  road  grew  wilder  and  diearier  and  more  faintly 

trncfd,  and  vanished  at  length,  leaving  Him  in  the  heart 

liie  dark  wilderness,  still  rushing  onward  with  the 

■liiict  that  guides  mortal  man  to  evU.     The  whole 

'[■-•■it  was  peopled  with  frightful  sounds  —  the  creak- 

j  of  the  trees,  the  howling  of  wild  beasts,  and  the 

!!  iif  Indians  ;  while  sometimes  the  wind  tolled  like 

■  li.-^lant  chuToh  bell,  and  sometimes  gave  a  broa<l  roar 

i>mid  the  traveller,  as  if  all  Nature  were  laughing  | 

:  II  to  scorn.     But  he  was  himself  the  chief  horror"  of  I 

:   scene,  and  shrank  not  from  its  other  horrors, 

rial  hal  ha!"  roared  Goodman  Brown  when  the 
I'l  laughed  at  him,     "Let  us  hear  which  will  laugh 
j'k'st.    Think  not  to  frighten  me  with  your  deviltry. 
(tn-  wit«h,  come  wizard,  come  Indian  powwow,  come  1 
il  liiniself,  and  here  comes  Goodman  Brown,     Yon  J 
-i;iy  as  well  fear  him  as  he  fear  yon." 

In  truth,  all  through  the  haimted  forest  there  could 
III!  nothing  more  frightful  than  the  figure  of  Goodman 
On  he  flew  among  the  black  ^mea,\iT^"nSi^aiP 
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ing  his  staff  with  frenzied  gestures,  now  giving 
an  inspiration  of  horrid  blasphemy,  and  now  shou 
forth  such  laughter  aa  set  all  the  echoes  of  the  fc 

I  laughing  like  demons  around  hira.  _  The  fiend  in 
own  shape  is  less  hideous  than  when  he  rages  in 
breast  of  man.  Thu3  sped  the  demoniac  on  his  cot 
nntil,  quivering  among  the  trees,  he  saw  a  red  1 
before  him,  as  when  the  felled  trunks  and  hranehe 
a  clearing  have  been  set  on  fire,  and  throw  up  t 
lurid  blaze  against  the  sky.  at  the  hour  of  midni 
He  paused,  in  a  lull  of  the  tempest  that  had  driven 
onward,  and  heard  the  swell  of  what  seemed  a  hy 
rolling  solemnly  from  a  distance  with  the  weigh 
many  voices.  He  knew  the  tune ;  it  was  a  fami 
one  in  the  choir  of  tha  village  meeting-liouse. 
verse  died  heavily  away,  and  was  lengthened  by  a  i 
rus,  not  of  human  voices,  but  of  all  the  sounds  of 
benighted  wilderness  pealing  in  avrful  harmony 
gether.  Goodman  Brown  cried  out,  and  his  cry 
lost  to  his  own  car  by  its  unison  with  the  cry  of 
desert. 

In  the  interval  of  silence  he  stole  forward  until 
light  glared  full  upon  his  eyes.  At  one  extremity 
an  open  space,  hemmed  in  by  the  dark  wall  of 
forest,  arose  a  rock,  bearing  some  rude,  natural  res 
blance  either  to  an  altar  or  a  pulpit,  and  aurroun 
by  four  blazing  pines,  their  tops  aflame,  their  eb 
untouched,  like  candles  at  an  evening  meeting.  '. 
mass  of  foliage  that  had  overgrown  the  summit  of 
rock  was  all  on  fire,  blading  high  into  the  night  : 
fitfully  illuminating  the  whole  field.  Each  pen^ 
twig  and  leafy  festoon  was  in  a  blaze.  As  the 
Ji^-bt  arose  and  fell,  a  nutneroua  congregation  al 
tSel^  sbone  forth,  then  ^a,ppeateA  \a  Aa ' 
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rgrew,  as  it  werfe,  o'tit  of  the  darkness,  peopling 
s  lieart  of  the  solitary -vtfooda  at  once, 
"A  grave  and  dark-cl4^>dmpanj,"    quoth  Good- 
m  Brown,  ■  -  ■  - 

In  truth  they  were  such.  Amnn^them,  quivering 
and  fro  between  gloom  and  apleifdor,*  appeared  facea 
lit  would  be  Been  next  day  at  the  council  board  of 
le  province,  and  others  which,  Sabbath  a^&r  Sabbath, 
■oked  devoutly  heavenward,  and  benignantly  bver  the 
'owded  pews,  from  the  holiest  pidpits  in  the"  land. 
ome  affirm  that  the  lady  of  the  governor  was  tliere. 
t  least  there  were  high  dames  well  known  to  her,  and 
ives  of  honored  husbands,  and  widows,  a  great  multi- 
:i!e,  and  ancient  maidens,  all  of  excellent  repute,  and 
ir  young  girls,  who  trembled  lest  their  mothers  should 
fiy  them.  Either  the  sudden  gleams  of  light  flashing 
'or  the  obscure  field  bedazzled  Goodman  Brown,  or 
1  recognized  a  score  of  the  church  members  of  Salem 
llage  famous  for  their  especial  sanctity.  Good  old 
eacon  Gookin  had  arrived,  and  waited  at  the  skirts  of 
at  venerable  saint,  his  revered  pastor.  But,  irrever- 
itly  consorting  with  these  grave,  reputable,  and  pious 
Mple,  these  elders  of  the  church,  these  chaste  dames 
id  dewy  virgins,  there  were  men  of  dissolute  lives 
id  women  of  spotted  fame,  wretches  given  over  to 
I  mean  and  filthy  vice,  and  suspected  even  of  horrid 
imes.  It  was  strange  to  see  that  the  good  shrank 
t  from  the  wicked,  nor  were  the  sinners  abashed  by 
e  saints.  Scattered  also  among  their  pale-faced  ene- 
ies  were  the  Indian  priests,  or  powwows,  who  had 
ten  scared  their  native  forest  with  more  hideous  in- 
Qtations  than  any  known  to  English  witehcraSt, 
"  But  where  is  Faith  ?  "  thought  Goo4rQa3\^'co'«&\ 
^a  hope  came  into  bia  heart,  he  tremVjVea. 
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Another  verse  of  the  hynm'wvJiie,  a  slow  andi 
fill  BtFain,  such  aa  the  piouX  '}ove,  but  joined  I 
which  expressed  all  tli^t>£^r mature  can  conceive  of  si 
and  darkly  hinted  at^faVJiore.  Unfathomable  to  men 
mortals  is  the  hwa.,iif  fiends.  Verse  after  verse  wai 
Sling ;  and  stjH.  Wfi  chorus  of  the  desert  swelled  b* 
tween  liki»_  the"  deepest  tone  of  a  mighty  organ  ;  and 
with  tlie.fm^  peal  of  that  dreadful  anthem  there  gbim 
a  sqiii»d{^4^  if  the  roaring  wind,  tlie  rushing  streams, 
tlie*'Il'o«ling  beasts,  and  every  other  voice  of  the  iiu< 
'.ooa'certed  wilderness  were  mingling  and  according  wid 
'  ^fiie  voice  of  guilty  man  in  homage  to  the  prince  of  all 
'  The  four  blazing  pines  threw  up  a  loftier  dame,  taii 
obscurely  discovered  shapes  and  visages  of  horror  oi 
the  smoke  wreaths  above  the  impious  assembly.  Ai 
the  same  moment  the  fire  on  the  rock  shot  redly  fcirtl: 
and  formed  a  glowing  arch  above  its  base,  where  noH 
appeared  a  figure.  With  reverence  be  it  spoken,  the 
figure  bore  no  slight  similitude,  botli  in  garb  and 
manner,  to  some  grave  divine  of  the  New  England 
churches.  i 

"  Bring  forth  the   converts ! "   cried  a  voice  thai 
echoed  through  the  field  and  roUed  into  the  forest, 

At  tlie  word,  Goodman  Brown  stepped  fortll  fpcaB 
the  shadow  of  the  trees  and  approached  the  oongreg* 
tion,  with  whom  he  felt  a  loathful  brotherhood  by  Hn 
sympathy  of  all  that  was  wicked  in  Ills  heart.  Si 
could  have  well-nigh  sworn  that  the  shape  of  his  oiW 
dead  father  beckoned  him  to  advance,  looking  down 
ward  from  a  smoke  wreath,  while  a  woman,  with  din 
features  of  despair,  threw  out  her  hand  to  warn  bin 
back.  Was  it  his  mother?  But  he  had  no  power  tl 
retreat  one  step,  nor  to  resist,  even  iu  thought,  t 
"  t  minister  and   good  old  Deacon  Cioo\ia.w" 
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led  Itini  to  the  blazing  rock.  Thitlier  came 
lender  form  of  a,  veiled  female,  led  between 
loyse,  that  pious  teacher  of  the  catechism, 
tha  Carrier,  who  had  received  the  devil's 
be  queen  of  hell.  A  rampant  hag  was 
there  stood  the  proselytes  beneath  the  can- 

»me,  my  children,"  said  the  dark  figure,  "  to 
of  your  race.  Ye  have  foimd  thus 
IT  nature  and  your  destiny.  My  children, 
d  you  I  " 

imed ;  and  flashing  forth,  as  it  were,  in  a 
!,  the  fiend  worshippers  were  Been ;  the 
'elcome  gleamed  darkly  on  every  visage. 

resumed  the  sable  form,  "  are  all  whom 
reverenced  from  youth.  Ye  deemed  them 
yourselves,  and  shrank  from  your  own  sin, 
it  with  their  lives  of  righteousness  and 
aspirations  heavenward.  Yet  here  are  they 
worshipping  assembly.  This  night  it  shall 
you  to  know  their  secret  deeds :  how  hoary- 
Iders  of  the  church  have  whispered  wanton 
the  young  maids  of  their  households ;  how 
roman,  eager  for  widows'  weeds,  has  given 
Qd  a  di-ink  at  bedtime  and  let  him  sleep  hia 
in  her  bosom ;  how  beardless  youths  have 
le  to  inherit  their  fathers'  wealth ;  and  how 
^  —  blush  not,  sweet  ones  —  have  dug  little 
the  garden,  and  bidden  rae,  the  sole  guest, 
nt'a  funeral.  By  the  sympathy  of  your 
ta  for  sin  ye  shall  scent  out  all  the  places 
in  church,  bed-chamber,  street,  field,  ot 
rhere  crime  has  been  committei,  a.'cvi.  ^aa^ 
le  whole  earth  one  stain.  ^  giiS&^^^A 
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mighty  blood  spot.  Far  more  than  Hiis.  It  shall  1« 
youta  to  penetrate,  in  every  hosom,  the  deep  mystery 
of  sin,  the  fountain  of  all  wiuked  arts,  and  which  in- 
exliaustibly  supplies  more  evil  impulses  than  human 
power  —  than  my  power  at  its  utmost  —  can  make 
manifest  in  deeds.  And  now,  my  children,  look  upon 
each  other." 

They  did  so ;  and,  by  the  hlaze  of  tlie  hell-Hndled 
torches,  the  wretched  man  beheld  hia  Faith,  and  tbs 
wife  her  husband,  trembling  before  that  nnhallowed 
altar, 

"  Lo,  there  ye  stand,  my  children,"  said  the  fignre, 
in  a  deep  and  solemn  tone,  almost  sf  j1  with  its  despair- 
ing awfulness,  as  if  his  once  angelic  nature  could  yet 
mourn  for  our  miserable  race.     "  Depending  upon  ooft 

I  another's  hearts,  ye  had  still  hoped  that  virtue  were  not 
all  a  dream.  Now  are  ye  undeceived,  _Evil  ia  tba 
nature  of  mankind.  Evil  must  be  your  only  hap^ 
ness]  Welcome  again,  my  children,  to  the  communioa 
j    of  your  race." 

I        "  Welcome,"  repeated  the  fiend  worshippers,  in  rtft 
cry  of  despair  and  triumph. 

And  there  they  stood,  the  only  pair,  as  it  seemed* 
who  were  yet  hesitating  on  the  verge  of  wickedness  in 
this  dark  world.  A  basin  was  hollowed,  naturally,  in 
the  rock.  Did  it  contain  water,  reddened  by  the  limJ 
light?  or  was  it  blood?  or,  perchance,  a  liquid  flame? 
Herein  did  the  shape  of  evil  dip  his  hand  and  prepan 
to  lay  the  mark  of  baptism  upon  their  foreheads,  that 
they  might  be  partakers  of  the  mystery  of  sin,  mow 
conscious  of  the  secret  guilt  of  others,  both  in  deed 
and  thought,  than  they  could  now  be  of  their  own. 
The  huaband  cast  one  look  at  bia  pale  wife,  and  FaiA^ 
ai  him,      Wh&t   polluted  vnreteW^  'aw^  '^^i^^tffl 
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fiance  show  them  to  each  other,  shuddering  alike 
L  what  they  disclosed  and  what  they  saw  1 

"  Faith  I  Faith  !  "  cried  the  husband,  "  look  up 

Baren,  and  resist  the  wicked  one." 

^Thether  Faith  obeyed  he  knew  not.     Hardly  had 

)oken  whon  he  found  himself  amid  calm  night 

I  solitude,  listening  to  a  roar  of  the  wind  wliich 

d  heavily  away  through  the  forest.     He  staggered 

inat  the  rock,  and  felt  it  chill  and  damp ;  while  a 

Pging  twig,  that  had  been  all  on  fire,  besprinkled 

I  Ms  cheek  with  the  coldest  dew. 

The  next  morning  young  Goodman  Brown 
ibwly  into  the  street  of  Salem  village,  staring  aroi 
B  like  a  bewildered  man.     The  good  old  minister 
9  taking  a  walk  along  the  graveyard  to  get  an  ap- 
"  e  for  breakfast  and  meditate  his  sei-mon,  and  be- 
ared a  blessing,  as  he  pasijed,  on  Goodman  Brown, 
g  nhrnnlt  from  the  venerable  saint  as  if  to  avoid  ^1 
thema.     Old  Deacon  Gookin  was  at  domestic  wor- 
I,  and  the  holy  words  of  hia  prayer  were  heai-d 
igh  the  open  window.    "  What  God  doth  the  wiz- 
Bpray  to?"  quoth  Goodman  Brown.    Goody  Cloyse, 
t  excellent  old  Christian,  stood  in  the  early  sim- 
3  at  her  own  lattice,  catechizing  a  little  girl  who 
B  brought  her  a  pint  of  morning's  mUk.     Goodman 
I  snatched  away  the  child  as  from  the  grasp  of 
jfiend  himself.     Turning  the  comer  by  the  meeting- 
me,  he  spied  the  heail  of  Faith,  with  the  pink  rib- 
i,  gazing  anxiously  forth,  and  bursting  into  such 
lat  sight  of  him  that  she  skipped  along  the  street 
I  slmost  kiased  her  husband  before  the  whole  vil- 
But  Goodman  Brown  looked  sternly  and  sadl^ 
into  her  face,  and  passed  on  without  a  greetm^. 
iiad  Goodman  Brown   fallen  asieep  in  &e 

med  a  wild  dream  of  a  w\te\i-T».ee,^ 


ke  a^^H 


akled 
aister     ^ 


vil- 
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Be  it  so  if  jou  will ;  but,  alas  t  it  was  ft 
eyil  omea  for  young  Goodman  Brown.  A  k 
a  darkly  meditative,  a  distrustful,  if  not  a 
man  did  he  become  from  the  night  of  ( 
dream.  On  the  Sabbath  day,  wbea  the  ci 
were  singing  a  holy  psalm,  he  could  not  IS 
an  anthem  of  siu  rushed  loudly  upon  Lis 
drowned  all  the  blessed  strain.  When  th 
spoke  fiom  the  pulpit  with  power  and  J 
quence,  and,  with  his  hand  on  the  open  BiJ 
saored  truths  of  uur  religiou,  and  of  saint 
and  triumphant  deaths,  and  of  future  bliss  < 
unutterable,  then  did  Goodman  Brown 
dreading  lest  the  roof  should  thimder  dowi 
gray  blasphemer  and  his  hearers.  Often 
suddenly  at  midnight,  ho  shrank  from  the 
Faith ;  and  at  morning  or  eventide,  when  1 
knelt  down  at  jirayer,  he  scowled  and  mutlei 
self,  and  gazed  atemly  at  his  wife,  and  i 
And  when  he  had  lived  long,  and  was  boi 
grave  a  hoary  corpse,  followed  by  Falth^ 
woman,  and  eliildreu  and  grandchildren,  a  | 

1  cession,  besides  neighbors  not  a  few,  they' 
hopeful  verse  upon  his  tombstone,  for  ids  ( 
was  gloom. 
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[from  the  warriNGs  of  AtrBfepiNB.J 

HE  do  not  remeniber  to  hapve  seen  any  translated  J 

mens  of  the  productions  of  M.  de  I'Aub^pine- 
kthe  less  to  be  wondered  at,  as  his  very  name  u  1 
town  to  many  of  his  own  coimtrymen  as  well  as  1 
J  student  of  foreign  literature.     As  a  writer,  he  | 
8  to  oCTJupy  an  unfortunate  position  between  the 
[ieiidentalists  (who,  imder  one  name  or  another, 
)  their  share  in  all  the  current  literature  of  the 
u)  and  the  great  body  of  pen-and-ink  men  who 
8  the  intellect  and  sympathies  of  the  multitude. 
It  too  refined,  at  all  events  too  remote,  too  sfaad- 
md  UBSubstMitial  in  his  modes  of  development 
it  the  taste  of  the  latter  class,  and  yet  too  popular 
p  the  spiritual  or  metaphysical  requisitions  of 
■  former,  he  must  necessarily  find  himself  without 
"I  aniUence,  except  here  and  there  an  individual  or 
[">  ^ibly  an  isolated  clique.     His  wiitings,  to  do  theia 
;  i^Ui'e,  are  not  altogether  destitute  of  fancy  and  oiig- 
iiiiiUty^  they  might  have  won  him  greater  reputation 
''Ut  for  an  inveterate  love  of  allegory,  which  is  apt  to 
jjBSt  his  plots  and  characters  with  the  aspect  of  scen- 
!  in  the  clonds,  and  to  steal  away  ti 
1  out  of  his  conceptions.     His  fictions  j 
9  historical,  sometimes  of  the  present  da.y, 
I,  so  far  as  can  be  tliaco\eieii,\i5w«\iWi3»a 
moe  either  to  time  or  spskce.     ^  a^'S  >»»ft-i 
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he  generally  contenta  himBell  with  a  very  sliglit  « 
bi-oidery  o£  outward  manners,  —  the  fainfcest  poauUs 
eount^feit  of  real  life,  —  and  endeavors  to  create  an 
interest  by  some  less  obvious  pei^uliarity  of  tbe  sub- 
ject. Occa»ioaally  a  breath  of  Nature,  a  raindrop  of 
pathos  aud  teudemess,  or  a  gleam  of  hmnor,  will  find 
its  way  into  the  midst  of  Iu9  fantastic  imagery,  and 
make  iia  fe«]  as  if,  after  all,  we  were  yet  within  tbft 
limits  of  our  native  eaith.  We  will  only  add  to  this 
very  cursory  notiee  that  M.  de  I'Aub^pine'a  produc- 
tions, if  tbe  reader  chance  to  take  them  in  pncifl^ 
the  proper  point  of  view,  may  amuse  a  leisure  hour  as 
well  as  those  of  a  brighter  man ;  if  otherwise,  they 
can  hardly  fail  to  look  exeessivaly  like  nonsense. 

Our  author  ia  voluminous ;  he  continues  to  writa 
and  publish  with  as  much  praiseworthy  and  indefati- 
gable prolixity  as  if  his  efforts  were  crowned  with  the 
brilliant  success  that  so  justly  attends  those  of  Eugene 
Sue.  His  first  appearance  was  by  a  collection  of  sto 
ries  in  a  long  series  of  volumes  entitled  "  Contes  deux 
fois  racont^es."  The  titles  of  some  of  hia  more  recent 
works  (we  quote  from  memory)  are  as  follows:  "Le 
Voyage  Celeste  a  Chemin  de  Fer,"  3  torn.,  1838  ;  "Le 
nouveau  Ptire  Adam  et  la  nouveUe  M^re  Eve,"  2  toiB.| 
1839;  "Roderic;  ou  le  Serpent  a  I'estomac,"  2  toim 
1840 ;  "  Le  Culte  du  Feu,"  a  folio  volume  of  ponder- 
ous researeh  into  the  reli^on  and  ritual  of  the  oli 
Persian  Ghebers,  published  in  1841 ;  "  La  Soiree  du 
Chateau  en  Espagne,"  1  tom.,  8vo,  1842 ;  and  "  L' Ar- 
tiste du  Beau;  ou  le  Papillon  Mficanique,"  5  tom-* 
4to,  1843.  Our  somewhat  wearisome  perusal  of  t 
stai-tling  catalogue  of  volumes  has  left  behind  it  m 
tain  personal  affection  and  sympa^y,  thoi^h-J 
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fMn  do  tiie  little  in  our  power  towards  introduo- 
teg  tim  favorably  to  the  Ameritan  public.  Tiie  ensu- 
ing tale  is  a  translation  of  his  "  Beatrice ;  ou  la  Belle 
Empoisonneuse,"  recently  published  in  "  La  Kevue 
Anti-Aristocratique."  This  journal,  eilited  by  the 
Comte  de  Bearhaven,  has  for  some  years  past  led  tlie 
defeace  of  libeval  principles  and  popular  rights  with  a 
faithfulness  and  ability  worthy  of  all  praise. 

A  yoimg  man,  named  Giovanni  Guasconti,  came, 
very  long  ago,  from  the  more  southern  region  of  Italy, 
to  pursue  his  studies  at  the  University  of  Fadua.  Gio- 
v;uim,  who  had  but  a  scanty  supply  of  gold  ducats  in 
bis  pochet,  took  lodgings  in  a  high  and  gloomy  cham- 
ber of  an  old  edifice  which  looked  not  unworthy  to 
bavB  been  the  palace  of  a  Paduan  noble,  and  which, 
in  fact,  exliibited  over  its  entrance  the  armoi 
bearings  of  a  family  long  since  extinct.  The  younj 
stranger,  who  was  not  unstudied  in  the  great  poem 
bis  country,  recollected  that  one  of  the  ancestors  of 
this  family,  and  perhaps  an  occupant  of  this  very 
laandon,  had  been  pictured  by  Dante  as  a  partaker  of 
tte  immortal  agonies  of  his  Inferno.  These  reminia> 
''encea  and  associations,  together  witli  the  tendency  to 
E  natural  to  a  young  man  for  the  first  time 
f  his  native  sphere,  caused  Giovanni  to  sigh  heav- 
to  he  looked  around  the  desolate  and  ill-furnished 
ment. 

&oIy  Virgin,  signor  I "  cried  old  Dame  Lisabetta, 

■  won  by  the  youth's  remarkable  beaiity  of  person, 

indly  endeavoring  to  give  the  chamber  a  habita- 

"  what  a  sigh  was  that  to  come  out  of  a  young 

I  heart  I     Do  you  find  this  o\i  nvwvsvcn^  ^wkk^**. 

9.  lore  of  Heaven,  then,  put  yooi  \\.e.aA.  omS.  «: 


I 


ly  to 

hich,^U 
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oung^H 
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the  window,  and  you  will  see  as  briglit  sunsliine  w  yu 
have  left  in  Naples," 

GuascoDti  meclianically  did  as  the  old  woman  bA 
vised,  but  could  not  quite  agree  with  her  that  the  Pad' 
uan  sunshine  was  as  cheerful  as  that  of  southern  Italj. 
Such  aa  it  waa,  however,  it  fell  upon  a  garden  beneath 
the  window  and  expended  its  fostering  influences  on  a 
variety  of  plants,  which  seemed  to  have  been  cultivated 
with  exceeding  care. 

"Does  this  garden  belong  to  the  house?"  asked 
Giovanni. 

"Heaven  forbid,  signor,  unless  it  were  fruitful  of 
better  pot  herbs  than  any  that  grow  there  now,"  ui- 
Bwered  old  Lisabetta.  "  No ;  tbat  garden  is  cultivated 
by  the  own  hands  of  Siguor  Giacomo  Rappaccini,  tlie 
famous  doctor,  who,  I  warrant  him,  has  been  heard  of 
as  far  as  Naples.  b<J!»-'said  tliat  he  distils  these  plants 
into  medicines  that  are  as  potent  as  a  fihaxm.  Often- 
times you  may  see  the  signor  doctor  at  work,  and  pel* 
chance  the  signora,  his  daughter,  too,  gathering  &B 
strange  flowers  that  grow  in  the  garden." 

The  old  woman  had  now  done  what  she  could  far 
the  aspect  of  the  chamber;  and,  commending  &» 
young  man  to  the  protection  of  the  saints,  took  hir 
departure. 

Ciiovanni  stUl  found  no  better  occupation  than  to 
look  down  into  the  garden  beneath  his  window.  FroDl 
its  appearance,  he  judged  it  to  be  one  of  tliose  botaniO 
gardens  whiuh  were  of  earlier  date  in  Padua  than  else- 
where in  Italy  or  in  the  world.  Or,  not  improbfr 
biy,  it  might  once  have  been  the  pleasui-e-place  ol  u 
opulent  family ;  for  there  was  the  ruin  of  a  marbb 
fountain  in  the  centre,  sculptured  with  rare  art,  but  H 
mofaUy  ebatteied  that  it  was  imeo8&i\Aa  \n  \ 


XXWA^ 


^al  design 


JtAPPACCINI'S  DAUGHTER.  Ill 


.  design  from  the  chaos  of  remaining  fi'ag- 
The  water,  however,  continued  to  giish  and 
u-kle  into  the  smiljeams  as  cheerfully  as  ever.  A 
tie  gurgling  sound  ajicended  to  the  young  man's 
udow,  and  made  him  feel  as  if  the  fountain  were  an 
iniortal  spirit  that  sung  its  song  unceasingly  and 
ithout  heeiling  the  vieiaaitudes  aroimd  it,  while  one 
ntury  imbodied  it  in  marble  and  another  scattered 
le  perishable  garniture  on  the  soiL  All  abont  the 
»1  into  which  the  water  subsided  grew  various 
ants,  that  seemed  to  require  a  plentiful  supply  of 
oisture  for  the  nourishment  of  gigantic  leaves,  and, 
some  instances,  flowers  gorgeously  magnificent. 
here  was  one  shrub  in  particular,  set  in  a  marble 
ise  in  the  midst  of  the  pool,  that  bore  a  profusion  of 
^[Je  blossoms,  each  of  wliich  had  the  lustre  and 
chnesa  of  a  gem;  and  tlie  whole  together  made  a 
low  so  resplendent  that  it  seemed  enough  to  illu- 
inate  the  garden,  even  had  there  been  no  simshine, 
vety  portion  of  the  soil  was  peopled  with  plants  and 
arbs,  which,  if  less  beautiful,  stUl  bore  tokens  of  aa- 
duous  care,  as  if  all  had  their  individual  virtues, 
aowa  to  the  scientific  mind  that  fostered  them. 
nme  were  placed  in  urns,  rich  with  old  carving,  and 
'hbTs  in  common  garden  pots ;  some  crept  serpent- 
fee  along  the  ground  or  climbed  on  high,  using  what- 
'er  means  of  ascent  was  offered  them.  One  plant 
id  wreathed  itself  round  a  statue  of  Vertumnus, 
llich  was  thus  quite  veiled  and  shrouded  in  a  dra- 
ry  of  lianging  foliage,  so  happily  arranged  that  it 
ight  have  served  a  scidptor  for  a  study. 
While  Giovanni  stood  at  the  window  he  heard  a 
sUiij^  behind  a  screen  of  leaves,  and  "bftcaxfte  ^sraaa 
s  at  work  in  the  gaiiea.    ^^ 


ff 
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'  soon  emerged  into  view,  and  showed  itself  to  be  that 
f  no  common  laborer,  bnt  a  tall,  emaciated,  snllov, 
and  sickly-looking  man,  dressed  in  a  sebolar's  garb  of 
black.  He  was  beyond  the  middle  term  of  life,  with 
gray  hair,  a  tbin,  gray  beard,  and  a  face  singularlj 
marked  with  intellect  and  cultivation,  but  which  eonld 

I  never,  even  in  bis  more  youthful  days,  have  expressed 
much  warmth  of  heart. 
Nothing  coidd  exceed  the  intentness  with  which  this 
scientific  gardener  examined  every  sbnib  which  greff 
in  his  path :  it  seemed  as  if  be  was  looking  into  their 
inmost  nature,  making  observations  in  regard  to  their 
oreative  essence,  and  discovering  why  one  leaf  grew  in 
this  shape  and  another  in  that,  and  wherefore  such 
and  such  flowers  difEered  among  themselves  in  hufl 

I  and  perfume.  Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  this  deep  ifr 
telligeuce  on  his  part,  there  was  no  approach  to  iati- 
macy  between  himself  and  these  vegetable  existences. 
On  the  contrary,  he  avoided  their  actual  touch  or  tho 
direct  inhalijig  of  their  odors  with  a  caution  that  iin- 
presse<i  Giovanni  moat  disagreeably ;  for  the  man's 
demeanor  was  that  of  one  walking  among  malignant 
influences,  such  as  savage  beasts,  or  deadly  snakes,  or 
evil  spirits,  which,  should  lie  allow  them  one  moment 
of  license,  woidd  wreak  upon  bim  some  terrible  fatal- 
ity. It  was  strangely  frightful  to  the  yoimg  nutn'a 
tmagination  to  see  this  air  of  insecurity  in  a  pcXBon 
cultivating  a  garden,  that  most  simple  and  innocent  of 
buman  toils,  and  which  had  been  alike  the  joy  and 
f  labor  of  the  nnfallen  parents  of  the  race.  Was  tJiia 
/  garden,  then,  the  Eden  of  the  present  world?  And 
'  this  man,  with  such  a  perception  of  harm  in  what  hk 
Dim  hands  caused  to  grow,  —  was  he  the  Adam  ? 
^^^    The  distrastful  gardener^  '«\uie  5\\3ii^'Q^  w»' 
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leaves  or  prmiiiig  the  too  luxuriant  growth  of  the  ^H 
Imbs.  defended  liia  hands  with  a  oair  of  thick  elovea.        '' 


trabs,  defended  his  hands  with  a  pair  of  thick  glovea. 
'OT  were  these  his  only  armor.  When,  in  Ms  walk 
irough  the  garden,  he  came  to  the  magnificent  plant 
lat  hung  ita  purple  gems  beside  the  marble  fountain, 
e  placed  a  kind  of  mask  over  his  mouth  and  nostrils, 
»  if  all  this  beauty  did  but  conceal  a  de«dlier  malice ; 
ut,  finding  hia  task  still  too  dangerous,  he  drew  back, 
tmoved  the  mask,  and  called  loudly,  but  in  tbe  ippfTn 
B  of  a  person  affected  wiUi  inward  disease,  — 
^trice !  Betitrice  !  " 
e  am  I,  my  father.  What  would  you?  "  cried 
1  and  youthf id  voice  from  the  window  of  the  op- 
ositfi  house  —  a  voice  as  rich  as  a  tropical  sunset,  and 
■bi«h  made  Giovanni,  though  he  knew  not  why.  think 
E  deep  hues  of  purple  or  crimson  and  of  perfumes 
eavily  delectable.     "  Are  you  in  the  gardt 

"Yes,  Beatrice,"  answered   the   gardener,  "and  I 
eed  your  help.' 

Soon  there  emergetl  from  imder  a  sculptured  portal 
le  figure  o£  a  young  girl,  arrayed  with  as  much  rich- 
ess  of  taste  as  the  most  splendid  of  the  flowers,  beau- 
ful  as  the  day,  and  with  a  bloom  so  deep  and  vivid 
lat  one  shade  more  would  have  been  too  much.  She 
K^rod  redimdant  with  life,  health,  and  energy ;  all  o{ 
\  attributes  were  boond  down  and  compressed, 
,  [uid  gii-dled  tensely,  in  their  luxuriance,  by 
Yet  Giovanni's  fancy  must  have 
rown  morbid  while  he  looked  down  into  tlie  gardi 
»p  the  impression  which  the  fair  stranger  made  upon 
im  was  as  if  here  were  another  tiower,  the  human 
ster  of  those  vegetable  ones,  as  beautiful  as  they, 
Lore  beautiful  than  the  richest  oE  tKem,Wt  ?A^\»\«i 
IBBtorf  only  with  a  glove,  nor  to  be  apTpT:oaiAv'B6^  "wiiiDr 
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out  a  mask.    As  Beatrice  came  down  the  g 
it  was  observable  that  she  handled  and  inhaled  ' 
odor  of  several  of  the  plants  which  her  father  I 
most  sedulously  avoided, 

"  Here,  Beatrice,"  said  the  latter,  "  see  how  ma 
needful  offieea  require  to  be  done  to  our  chief  tre 
uiii.  Yet,  shattered  as  I  am,  my  life  might  pay  1 
penalty  of  approaehing  it  so  closely  as  circum&tam 
demand.  Henceforth,  I  fear,  this  plant  must  be  o 
signed  to  your  sole  charge." 

"  And  gladly  will  I  undertake  it,"  cried  again  1 
rich  tones  of  the  young  lady,  as  she  bent  towards  1 
magnificent  plant  and  opened  her  arms  as  if  to  c 
brace  it.  "  Yes,  my  sister,  my  splendor,  it  shall 
Beatrice's  task  to  nurse  and  serve  thee ;  and  thou  ah 
reward  her  with  thy  kisses  and  perfumed  breath,  wk 
to  her  is  as  the  breath  of  life." 

Then,  with  aU  the  tenderness  in  her  manner  tl 
was  BO  strikingly  expressed  in  her  words,  she  bna 
herself  with  such  attentions  as  the  plant  seemed  to 
quire;  and  Giovanni,  at  his  lofty  window,  rubbed  i 
eyes  and  almost  doubted  whether  it  were  a  giii  1m 
ing  her  favocite  flower,  or  one  sister  performing  t 
duties  of  affection  to  another.  The  scene  soon  t 
minated.  Whether  Dr.  Rappaccini  had  finished  1 
labors  in  the  garden,  or  that  his  watchful  eye  h 
caught  the  stranger's  face,  he  now  took  his  daughte 
arm  and  retired.  Night  was  already  closing  !n;-< 
preBsive  exhalations  seemed  to  proceed  from  lh«pln 
aad  steal  upward  past  the  open  window ;  and  G 
vanni,  closing  the  lattice,  went  to  his  couch  a 
dreamed  of  a  rich  flower  and  beautiful  girl.  Vlov 
and  maiden  were  different,  and  yet  the  same,  a 
haught  with  some  stru^  p^i  in  eiJ^t  litoigste     f 
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i  is  an  infliienre  in  the  light  of  morning 
jctify  whatever  errors  of  fan<-v,  or  even 
ncnt,  we  may  have  inLiirred  during  the  svui's 
ong  the  8h^o%v8  of  the  night,  or  in  the 
)  glow  of  mooiiHhiiie.  Giovanni's  first 
nt,  on  starting  from  sleep,  was  to  tlirow  open 
1  and  gaze  down  into  the  garden  which  Mb 
bad  made  so  fertile  of  mysteries.  lie  was  sur- 
nd  a  littie  ashamed  to  find  how  real  and  mat- 
et  an  affair  it  proved  to  be,  in  the  first  rays  of 
which  gilded  the  dew-drops  that  hung  upon 
I  hloasom,  and,  while  gixTDg  a  brighter  beauty 
rare  fiower,  brought  everything  within  the 
?  ordinary  experience.  The  young  man  re- 
iat,  in  the  heart  of  the  barren  city,  he  had  the 
\  of  overlooking  this  spot  of  lovely  and  luxu- 
jetation.  It  would  serve,  he  said  to  himself, 
sabolic  language  to  keep  him  in  communion 
Neither  the  sickly  and  thoughtwoni 
I  Rappaccini,  it  is  tine,  nor  his  brilliant 
',  were  now  visible ;  so  that  Giovanni  could 
ine  how  much  of  the  singularity  which  he 
]  to  both  was  due  to  their  own  qualities  and 
1  to  his  wonder-working  fancy ;  but  he  waa 
I  to  take  a  most  rational  view  of  the  whole 

>  course  of  the  day  he  paid  his  respects  to     - 
Pietro  Baglioni,  professor  of  medicine  in  tlie 

,  a  physician  of  eminent  repute,  to  whom 
I  bad  brought  a  letter  of  introduction.  The 
an  elderly  personage,  4lf>pArently  of 
Itnre,  and  habits  that  might  almost  be  called 
He  kept  the  young  man  to  dinnev,  a.ix4-  ■aisi^'i 

j'agreeabie  by  the  freedom  an4"ti.ie\\nKa'a  A 
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his  conversation,  especiaJly  when  warmed  by  i^| 
two  of  Tuscan  wine.  Giovanni,  conceiving  tlutt 
of  science,  inhabitants  of  the  same  city,  must  nee 
on  familiar  terms  with  one  another,  took  a 
nity  to  mention  the  name  of  Dr.  Rappacci 
professor  did  not  respond  with  so  much  oorl 
he  had  anticipated. 

"  111  would  it  become  a  tfiaeher  of  the  di"^ 
medicine,"  said  Professor  Pictro  Baglioni,  i 
to  a  question  of  Giovanni,  "to  withhold  due  J 
considered  praise  of  a  physician  so  eminei 
as  Rappacoini ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  I  ( 
Bwer  it  but  scantily  to  my  conscience  were  1 1 
a  worthy  youth  like  yourself,  Signer  Giovajmi,  ^ 
of  an  ancient  friend,  to  imbibe  erroi 
ing  a  man  who  might  hereafter  chance  to  hold 
life  and  death  in  his  handa.  The  truth  i 
shipfid  Dr.  Rappacciui  has  as  much  scienos 
member  of  the  faculty  —  with  perhaps  one  a 
ception  —  in  Padua,  or  all  Italy ;  but  there  a 
grave  objections  to  his  professional  charti 

"  And  what  are  they  ?  "  asked  the  young  n 

"  Has  my  friend  Giovanni  any  disease  of  Ixi 
heart,  that  he  is  so  inquisitive  about  physicians?' 
the  professor,  with  a  smile.     "But  as  for  Rarn 
it  is  said  of  him  —  and  I,  wlio  know  the  i 
can  answer  for  its  truth  —  that  he  cares  ii 
for  science  tiian  for  mankind.     Uis  patieats 
esting  to  him  only  as  subiects  for  some  j 
ment.     lie  would  aacriiice  human  life,  his  a 
the  rest,  or  whatever  else  was  dearest  to  1 
sake  of  adding  so  much  as  a  grain  of  muata 
the  great  heap  of  his  accumulated  kuowlei 

"Metbiuks  he  is  an  awfiil  tnau  mlfi«A^''  i 
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sonti,  mentally  recalling  the  colil  and  purely  in- 
dlectual  aspect  of  Kappaccini.  "  And  yet,  worsliip. 
iul  professor,  is  it  not  a  noble  spirit  ?  Are  there 
mitny  incn  capable  of  bo  spiritual  a  love  of  science 

"  God  forbid,"  answered  the  professor,  somewhat 
testily ;  "  at  least,  unless  they  take  sounder  views  of 
tile  healing  art  than  those  adopted  by  Kappaocini.  It 
is  his  theory  that  all  medicinal  viiliies  are  comprised 
mthin  those  substances  which  we  term  vegetable  poi- 
«ons.  These  he  cultivates  with  his  own  hands,  and  is 
said  even  to  have  produced  new  varieties  of  poison, 
more  horribly  deleterious  than  Nature,  without  the 
ftssiatance  of  this  learned  person,  would  ever  have 
plagued  the  world  withal.  That  the  signor  doctor  doea 
lesambcbief  than  might  be  expected  with  such  danger- 
ous substances  is  undeniable.  Now  and  then,  it  must 
be  owned,  he  has  effected,  or  seemed  to  effect,  a  mar- 
veHous  cure ;  but,  to  tell  you  my  private  mind,  Signor 
Giovanni,  he  should  receive  little  credit  for  such  in- 
stances of  success,  — they  being  probably  the  work  of 
clmnce.  —  but  should  be  held  strictly  accountable  for 
Ms  failures,  which  may  justly  be  considered  his  own 
work." 

The  youth  might  have  taken  Baglioni's  opinions 
dth  many  grains  of  allowance  had  he  known  that 
.bere  was  a  professioual  wai-faie  of  long  continuance 
»etween  him  and  Dr.  Kappaccini,  in  which  the  latter 
iras  generally  thought  to  have  gained  the  advantage, 
f  the  reader  bo  inclined  to  judge  for  himself,  we  re- 
iT  liim  to  certain  black-letter  tracts  on  both  sides, 
reserved  in  the  medical  department  of  the  University 
f  Padua. 

"  I  knoB'  not,  most  learned   proteaaoT,"   tetoaro.^ 
ing"  on  what  liai  'been  ^.aii  ol 
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paccini's  exclusive  zeal  for  science, — "Ikuow  not  ho" 
dearly  tills  physician  may  love  liis  art ;  but  aurelji 
there  is  one  object  more  dear  to  him.  He  has  a 
daughter." 

"  Aha,  I "  cried  the  professor,  with  a  laugh.  "  So 
now  our  friend  Giovanni's  secret  is  out.  You  have 
heard  of  this  daughter,  whom  all  the  young  men  in 
Padua  are  wild  about,  though  not  half  a  dozen  have 
ever  had  the  good  hap  to  see  her  face.  I  know  little 
of  the  Signora.  Beatrice  save  that  Gappaecini  is  said 
to  have  instructed  her  deeply  in  his  science,  and  that, 
young  and  beautiful  as  fame  reports  her,  she  is  already 
qualified  to  fill  a  professor's  chair.  Perchance  her 
father  destines  her  for  mine !  Other  absurd  rumon 
tliere  be,  not  worth  talking  about  or  listening  to.  So 
now,  Signer  Giovanni,  drink  off  your  glass  of  lach- 

Guasconti  returned  to  his  lodgings  somewhat  heated 
with  the  wine  be  had  quaffed,  and  wliich  caused  lui 
brain  to  swim  with  Btrange  fantasies  in  reference  to 
Dr.  Rappaccini  and  the  beautiful  Beatrice.  On  hi* 
way,  happening  to  pass  by  a  florist's,  he  bought  a  fresb 
bouquet  of  flowers. 

Ascending  to  his  chamber,  he  seated  himself  near 
the  window,  but  within  the  shadow  thrown  by  the 
depth  o£  the  wall,  so  that  he  could  look  down  into  the 
garden  with  little  risk  of  being  discovered.  All  be- 
neath his  eye  was  a  solitude.  The  strange  plants  were 
basking  in  the  sunshine,  and  now  and  then  nodding 
gently  to  one  another,  as  if  in  acknowledgment  <rf 
sympathy  and  kindred.  In  the  midst,  by  the  shat- 
tered fountain,  grew  the  magnificent  shrub,  with  its 
purple  gems  clustering  all  over  it;  they  glowed  in  the 
;  and  gleajaed  back  again  out  ol  ^e  iss^ftia  tf 
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pool,  which  thus  seemed  to  overflow  with  colored  radi- 
anoe  from  the  rich  reflection  that  was  steeped  in  it 
At  first,  as  we  have  said,  the  garden  was  a  solitude. 
Soon,  however,  —  aa  Giovanni  had  half  hoped,  half 
feartd,  would  be  the  case,  —  a  figure  appeared  beneath 
t)ie  antique  sculptured  portal,  and  came  down  between 
tke  rows  of  plants,  inhaling  their  various  perfumes  as 
if  slie  were  one  of  tliose  beings  of  old  classic  fable  that 
lived  upon  sweet  odors.  On  again  beholding  Beatrice, 
liie  young  man  was  even  startled  to  pei-eeive  how 
muph  her  beauty  exceeded  his  recollection  of  it;  bo 
brilliant,  so  vivid,  was  its  character,  that  she  glowed 
imid  the  sunlight,  and,  as  Giovanni  whispered  to  him- 
telf,  positively  illuminated  the  more  shadowy  intervals 
of  the  garden  path.  Her  face  being  now  more  re- 
ffialad  than  on  the  former  occasion,  he  was  struck  by 
its  expression  of  simplicity  and  sweetness,  —  qualitiea 
tbt  had  not  entered  into  his  idea  of  her  character,  and 
which  made  him  ask  anew  what  mjinner  of  mortal  she 
uiight  be.  Nor  did  he  fail  again  to  observe,  or  imag- 
lOB,  an  analogy  behvecn  the  beautiful  girl  and  the  gor- 
geous shrub  that  himg  its  gemlike  flowers  over  the 
lountain,  —  a  resemblance  which  Beabiee  seemed  to 
MVB  indulged  a  fantastic  humor  in  heightening,  both 
V  the  arrangement  of  her  dress  and  the  selection  of 
iltbues. 

Approaching  tlie  shnib,  she  threw  open  her  arms,  as 
with  a  passionate  ardor,  and  drew  its  branches  into  an 
mdmate  embrace  —  so  intimate  that  her  features  -n 
hidden  in  its  leafy  bosom  and  her  glistening  ringlets 
ill  intermingled  witli  the  flowers. 

"Give  me  thy  breath,  my  sister."  exclaimed  Be.%c 
rice  ;  "  for  I  am  faint  with  common  ait,     A.xi4  ^''''!' 
it  Bower  of  tbine,  which  I  sepatate  mflv  g.eoXV'ftA 
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^^M  fingers  from  the  stem  and  place  it  close  be^de  vsj 
^^B  heart." 

^^B  With  these  words  the  beautiful  daughter  of  Rappw 
^^1  cini  plucked  one  of  the  richest  blossoms  of  the  shmb, 
^^B  and  was  about  to  fasteu  it  in  her  bosom.  But  now, 
^^P  imleaB  Giovanni's  dranghts  of  wine  had  be\vildered  H) 
^™  senses,  a  singular  incident  oceurrcd.  A  small  orange- 
colored  reptile,  of  the  lizard  or  chameleon  species, 
chanced  to  be  creeping  along  the  path,  just  at  the  feet 
of  Beatrice.  It  appeared  to  Giavanoi,  —  but,  at  tbfi 
distance  from  which  he  gaaed,  he  could  scarcely  have 
seen  anything  bo  minute,  —  it  appeared  to  him,  how- 
ever, that  a  drop  or  two  of  moisture  from  the  broken 
stem  of  the  flower  descended  upon  the  lizard's  head. 
For  an  instant  the  reptile  contorted  itself  violently, 
and  then  lay  motionless  in  the  sunshine.  Beatrice  ob- 
served this  remarkable  phenomenon,  and  crossed  he^ 
self,  sadly,  but  without  surprise ;  nor  did  she  there- 
fore hesitate  to  arrange  the  fatal  flower  in  her  bosom. 
There  it  blushed,  and  almost  glimmered  with  the  das- 
zling  effect  of  a  precious  stone,  adding  to  her  dress  and 
aspect  the  one  appropriate  charm  which  nothing  else 
in  the  world  could  have  supplied.  But  Giovanni,  out 
of  the  shadow  of  his  window,  bent  forward  and  shranlc 
back,  and  murmured  and  trembled. 

"Am  I  awake?  Have  I  my  senses?"  said  he  W 
himself.  "  What  is  this  being  ?  Beautiful  shall  I 
call  her,  or  inexpressibly  terrible  ?  " 

Beatrice  now  strayed  carelessly  through  the  gai-deo, 
approaching  closer  beneath  Giovanni's  window,  so  that 
s  compelled  to  thrust  his  head  quite  out  of  iti 
L  concealment  in  order  to  gratify  the  intense  and  pai* 
l^ful  curiosity  which  she  excited.    At  this  moment  there 
y,  beautiful  insect  over  the  garden  wall 
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H^is,  iraaderod  throtigli  the  city,  and  found  no 
iwers  or  verdure  ainong  those  antique  haunts  of  men 
atil  the  heavy  perfumes  of  Dr.  Kappaccini'e  shrubs 
id  lured  it  from  afar.  Without  alighting  on  the 
'jwf  rs,  this  winged  brightness  seemed  to  be  attracted 
y  lluatriue,  and  lingered  in  the  air  and  fluttered  about 
er  head.  Now,  here  it  oould  not  be  but  that  Giovanni 
ibHeonti's  eyes  deceived  him.  Be  that  as  it  might, 
IB  fancied  that,  while  Beatrice  was  gazing  at  the  insect 
rith  childish  delight,  it  grew  faint  and  fell  at  her  feet ; 
tB  bright  wings  shivered  ;  it  was  dead — from  no  cause 
iat  he  could  discern,  unless  it  were  the  atmosphere  of 
lar  breath.  Again  Beatrice  crossed  herself  and  sighed 
leavily  as  she  bent  over  the  dead  insect. 

An  impulsive  movement  of  Giovanni  drew  her  eyes 
0  the  vdnduw.  There  she  beheld  the  beautiful  head 
if  the  young  man  —  rather  a  Grecian  than  an  Italian 
liead,  with  fair,  regulai'  features,  and  a  glistening  of 
jild  among  his  ringlets  —  gating  down  upon  lier  like 
itbeing  that  hovered  in  mid  air.  Scarcely  knowing 
rittt  he  did,  Giovanni  threw  down  the  bouquet  which 
be  had  hitherto  held  in  liis  hand. 

"  Signora,"  said  he,  "  tliere  are  pure  and  healthful 
flowers.  "Wear  them  for  the  sake  of  Giovanni  Guas- 
wnti." 

"  Thanks,  signor,"  replied  Beatrice,  with  her  rich 
mice,  that  came  forth  as  it  were  like  a  gush  of  music, 
Uil  with  a  mirthful  expression  half  childish  and  half 
mman-Iike.  "  I  accept  your  gift,  and  would  fain 
recompense  it  with  this  precious  purple  flower  ;  but  if 
B  it  into  the  air  it  will  not  reach  you.  So  Signor 
mti  must  even  content  himself  with  my  thanks." 
Ilifted  the  bouquet  from  the  ground,  and  then, 
ily  ashamed  at  having  &t«^^^  a»dA  tusm. 
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her  maidenly  reserve  to  respond  to  a  stranger's  greel 
ing,  ]>assed  swiftly  homeward  throtigli  the  gardn 
But  few  as  the  moments  were,  it  seemed  to  Giovans 
when  she  was  on  the  point  of  vanishing  l)eDeath  tii 
sculptured  portal,  that  his  beautiful  bouquet  was  a 
ready  beginning  to  wither  in  her  grasp.  It  was  ■ 
idle  thought ;  there  could  be  no  possibility  of  disti 
guisliing  a  faded  flower  from  a  fresh  one  at  ao  great 
distance. 

For  many  days  after  this  incident  the  yonng  toi 
avoided  the  window  that  looked  into  Dr.  Rappaccini 
garden,  as  if  something  ugly  and  monstrous  wool 
have  blasted  his  eyesight  ha<l  he  been  betrayed  into 
glance.  He  felt  cou.'icious  of  having  put  himself,  1 
a  certain  extent,  within  the  influence  of  an  unintelHg 
ble  power  by  the  communication  which  he  had  open* 
with  Beatrice.  The  wisest  course  would  have  been, 
hi3  heart  were  in  any  real  danger,  to  quit  his  lodgiaj 
and  Padua  itself  at  once ;  the  next  wiser,  to  have  a 
customed  himself,  as  far  as  possible,  to  the  familii 

I  and  daylight  view  of  Beatrice  —  thus  brining  hi 
rigidly  and  systematically  within  the  limits  of  ordisU 
experience.     Least  of  all,  while  avoiding  her  u^ 

I  ought  Giovanni  to  have  remained  so  near  this  extraol 
dinary  being  that  the  proximity  and  possibility  ew 

I    of  intercoiurse  should  give  a  kind  of   snbstauce  ut 

I  reality  to  the  wild  vagaries  which  his  imagination  n 
riot  continually  in  producing.  Guasconti  had  not 
deep  heart  —  or,  at  all  events,  its  depths  were  d( 
sounded  now ;  but  ho  had  a  quick  fancy,  and  an  ardei 
southern  temperament,  wliich  rose  every  instant  to 
higher  fever  pit«h.  Whether  or  no  Beatrice  possesri 
those  terrible  attributes,  that  fatal  breatlt,  tlie  affinit 
Irtfi^ggs^ro  beautiful  and  deaJlly  fto-we'ia  "«\fi 
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1  by  what  Giovaiini  had  witnessed,  she  had 
It  instilled  a.  fierce  and  Hiibtle  poison  into  liis  ays- 
[jt  was  not  love,  although  her  rioh  beauty  was  a 
B  to  lum ;  nor  horror,  even  while  he  fancied  her 
lit  to  be  imbued  with  the  some  baneful  essence  that 
metl  to  pervade  her  physical  frame ;  but  a  wild  off- 
g  of  both  love  and  horror  that  had  each  parent 
|iid  burned  like  one  and  shivered  like  the  other. 
.  knew  not  what  to  dread ;  stiE  less  did  he 
nrbat  to  hope  ;  yet  hope  and  dread  kept  a  con- 
carfare  in  his  breast,  alternately  vanqnislung 
iber  and  starting  up  afresh  to  renew  the  con- 
a  all  simple  emotions,  be  they  dark  or 
i?ht1     It  is  the    lurid  intermixture  of  the  two  that 
!  ur'e«  the  iUuminatinfj  blaze  of  thti  infernal  regions. 
iSnmetimea  he   endeavored  to  assuage  the  fever  of 
rapid  walk  through  the  streets  of  Padua 
1  its  gates :  his  footsteps  kept  tune  with  the 
J  pf  his  bnun,  so  that  the  walk  was  apt  to 
lelf  to  a  race.     One  day  he  foimd  him- 
;  his  arm  was  seized  by  a  portly  peraon- 
l  turned  back  on  recognizing  the  young 
J  expended  juuch  breatli  in  overtaking  him. 
pior  Giovanni  I     Stay,  my  young  friend ! "  cried 
H&Te  you  forgotten  me  ?     That  might  well  be 
E  I  were  as  much  altered  as  yourself." 

ini,  whom  Giovanni  liad  avoided  ever 

■  first  meeting,  from  a  doubt  that  tlie  pro- 

y  woidd  look  too  deeply  into  his  secrete. 

ing  to  recover  hiroa^,  be  stared  forth  wildly 

nto  the  outer  one  and  iqxike  like 

ft<  dream. 

I  Giovanni   Guasconti.    Youotft^v* 
'Uoai.    Jf Off  let  me  t 
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"Not  yet,  not  yet,  Signor  GioTanni  GuascoDtL,"! 
said  the  professor,  smiling,  but  at  the  same  time  sawk 
tinizing  the  youth  witJi  an  earnest  glance.  "What!' 
did  I  grow  up  side  by  side  with  your  father?  ssAl 
shall  his  son  pass  pae  like  a  stranger  in  these  old', 
streets  of  Padua?  Stand  still,  Signor  Giovanni;  fd 
we  must  have  a  word  or  two  before  we  part." 

"  Speedily,  then,  most  worshipful  professor,  spee^ 
ily,"  said  Giovanni,  with  feverish  impatience.  "  DoeB 
not  your  worship  see  that  I  am  in  haste  ?  "  , 

Now,  while  he  was  speaking  there  came  a  man  is 
hlack  along  the  street,  stooping  and  moving  feebly  likdt 
a  person  in  inferior  health.  His  face  was  all  over" 
spread  with  a  most  sickly  and  sallow  hue,  but  yet  tv 
pervaded  with  an  expression  of  piercing  and  active  in- 
tellect that  an  observer  might  easily  have  overlooked, 
the  merely  physical  attributes  and  have  seen  only  t^ 
wonderful  energy.  As  he  passed,  this  person  ki- 
changed  a  cold  and  distant  salutation  with  BaglioUi 
but  fixed  hia  eyes  upon  Giovanni  with  an  intentness 
that  seemed  to  bring  out  whatever  was  within  him 
worthy  of  notice.  Nevertheless,  there  was  a  peculiar 
quietness  in  the  look,  as  if  taking  merely  a  specula- 
tive,  not  a  human,  interest  in  the  young  man. 

"It  is  Dr.  Rappaccinl!"  whispered  the  profesaor 
when  the  stranger  had  passed.  "  Has  he  ever  seen' 
your  face  before  ?  " 

"Not  that  I  know,"  answered  Giovanni,  starting  rt 
the  name. 

"  He  has  seen  youl  he  must  have  seen  you  1 "  asUl^ 
Baglioni,  hastily.  "  For  some  purpose  or  other,  tiilj 
man  of  science  is  mating  a  study  of  you.  I  know 
that  look  of  his  I  It  is  the  same  that  coldly  iUiinik 
aaiea  bia  iace  as  he  benda  over  a  VvriL,  ^  -m&raa^«| 
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i'utterfly,  wMoh,  in  pxirauanee  of  some  experiment,  hb\ 
i>  killed  by  the  perfume  of  a  flower  ;  a  look  as  deep 

Xatnre  itself,  l»ut  withont  Nature's  warmth  of  love, 
■•i^'iior  Giovanni,  I  will  stake  my  life  upon  it,  yoii  are 
llie  subject  of  one  of  Rappaccini's  experiments  I " 

"  Will  you  make  a  fool  of  me  ? "  cried  Giovanni, 
passionately.  "  That,  signor  professor,  were  an  un- 
toward experiment." 

"Patience!  patience  I"  replied  the  imperturbable 
professor,  "  I  tell  thee,  my  poor  Giovanni,  that  Rap- 
paocini  has  a  scientific  interest  in  thee.  Thou  hast 
Ulen  into  fearful  hands !  And  the  Signora  Beatricdt^ 
—what  part  does  she  act  in  this  mystery?" 

But  Guasconti,  finding  Baglioni'a  pertinacity  intol- 
etable,  here  broke  away,  and  was  gone  before  the  pro- 
fessor could  ag£un  seize  his  arm.  lie  looked  after  the 
youug  man  intently  and  shook  his  head. 

"This   must  not    be,"    said  Baglioni   to   himself. 
r  "The  youth  is  the  son  of  my  old  friend,  and  shall  not 
niii;  to  any  harm  from  which  the  arcana  of  medical  ^| 

ii'iice  can  preserve  him.     Besides,  it  is  too  insutferv^l 
iblp  an  impertinence  in  Rappaccini,  thus  to  snatch/B 
tbo  lad  out  of  my  own  hands,  as  I  may  say,  and  make 
use  of  him  for  his  infernal  experiments.     This  daugh- 
ter of  his  t     It  shall  be  looked  to.     Perchance,  moat 
Inmed  Rappaeoini,  I  may  foil  you  where  you  little  ^| 
dream  of  it ! "  ^| 

Meanwliile  Giovanni  bad  pursued  a  circuitous  rout«,  1 
ami  at  length  found  himself  at  the  door  of  his  lodg- 
ifiKs.  As  he  crossed  the  threshold  he  was  met  by  old 
I-is;ibetta,  who  smirked  and  smiled,  and  was  evidently 
I'^^irous  to  attract  his  attention;  vainly,  however,  aa 
ii'  ebollition  of  }us  feelings  had  momentariY  s\^svie.\ 
and  dull  vacuity.     He  turned  \ia  e^«,ftt^ 
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upon  the  withered  face  that  was  puckering  itself  int 
ft  araile,  but  seemed  to  tehold  it  not.  The  old  danu 
therefore,  laid  her  g^asp  iij>oa  his  cloak. 

"Signer  I  signorl"  whispered  she,  still  with  a amil 
over  the  whole  breadth  of  her  visage,  so  that  it  lookei 
not  luilike  a  grotesque  carving  in  wood,  darkeued  \ 
centuries.  "Listen,  signor!  There  is  a  private  en 
trance  into  the  garden  !  " 

"  Wliat  do  you  say  ?  "  exclaimed  Giovanni,  tuminj 
qiuckly  about,  as  if  an  inanimate  thing  should  stW 
into  feverish  life.  "  A  privat©  entrance  into  Dr.  B^ 
poccuii's  garden  ?  " 

"  Hush !  hush  1  not  so  loud ! "  whispered  Lisahetti 
puttLug  her  hand  over  his  mouth.  "  Yes ;  into  th 
worshipful  doctor's  gardeii,  where  you  may  see  all  \i 
fine  shrubbeiy.  Many  a  young  man  in  Padua  ^ 
give  gold  to  be  admitted  among  those  flowers." 
Giovanni  put  a  piece  of  gold  into  her  hand.   | 

"Show  me  the  way,"  said  he.  

A  surmise,  probably  excited  by  his  conversation  a 
Baglioni,  crossed  his  mind,  that  this  interposition  « 
old  Lisabetta  might  perchance  be  connected  with  th 
intrigue,  whatever  were  its  nature,  in  which  the  pM 
feasor  seemed  to  suppose  that  Dr.  Rappaccini  w» 
involving  him.  But  such  a  suspicion,  though  it  dis 
tui'lted  Giovanni,  was  inadequate  to  restrain  him.  H* 
instant  that  lie  was  aware  of  the  possibility  r^Vf 
proaiihing  Beatrice,  it  seemed  an  absolute  necesShy^a 
hia  existence  to  do  so.  It  mattered  not  whethw-  abi 
were  angel  or  demon !  he  was  irrevocably  within  hei 
sphere,  and  must  ulmy  the  law  that  whirled  him  oB 
ward,  in  ever-lessening  circles,  towards  a  result  whid 
he  did  not  attempt  to  foreshadow ;  and  yet,  strange  t) 
ay.  there  eame  across  him  a  suAien  i     " 
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P' intense  interest  on  Ms  part  were  not  ilelusoiy 
lether  it  were  really  of  so  deep  and  positive  a  nature 

to  justify  him  in  now  thmating  himself  into  an  in- 
Jculable  position ;  whether  it  were  not  merely  the 
mtasy  of  a  young  man's  brain,  only  slightly  or  not  at 
II  connected  with  hia  heart. 

He  paused,  hesitated,  turned  half  about,  but 
tent  on.  Ilis  withered  guide  led  bim  along  several 
bscare  passages,  and  finally  undid  a  door,  through 
<hich,  as  it  was  opened,  there  came  the  sight  and 
"nnd  of  rustling  leaves,  with  the  broken  sunshine 
|limmeriug  among  them.  Giovanni  stepped  forth, 
Jid,  forcing  himself  through  the  entanglement  of  a 
hrub  that  wreathed  its  tendrils  over  the  hidden  en- 
fanee,  stood  beneath  his  own  window  in  the  open  area 
I  Dr.  Rappaccini's  garden. 

How  often  is  it  tlie  case  that,  when  impossibilitjes 
lavo  come  to  pass  and  dreams  have  condtiased  their 
nisty  substance  into  tangible  realities,  we  &i<l  our- 
dvea  calm,  and  even  coldly  self-possessed,  amid  oir- 
nmntances  which  it  would  have  been  a.  delirium  of 
iKar  Bgouy  to  antieipate !  Fate  delights  to  thwart 
^■Us.  Passion  will  choose  his  own  time  to  rush 
^Bttis  scenes  and  lingers  sluggii^hly  behind  when  an 
l^priate  ailjustraent  of  events  would  seem  to  sum- 
ton  his  appearance.  So  was  it  now  with  GiovannL 
hiy  after  day  bis  pulses  hail  throbbed  with  feverish 
Io<m1  at  the  improbable  idea  of  an  interview  with  Be- 
trice.  and  of  standing  mth  her,  face  to  face,  in  this 
ery  garden,  basking  in  the  Oriental  sunshine  of  her 
eauty,  and  snatching  from  her  full  gaae  the  mystery 
hiefa  he  deemed  the  liddle  of  his  own  existence.  But 
D*v  there  was  a  singular  and  untimely  fto^a'ssnsvatoj 
threw  a  gUkUca  aioMsA.  "(is* 
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garden  to  discover  if  Beatrice  or  her  father  were  pre* 
ent,  and,  perceiving  that  he  was  alone,  began  a  criticil 
observation  of  the  plants,  ' 

^  The  aspect  of  one  and  all  of  them  Jissatisfied  himp 
their  goi^onsnesa  Beoiued  iierce,  passiounte,  and  eveBjl 
unnatural.  Tliere  was  hardly  an  individual  shnA 
which  a  wanderer,  straying  by  himself  through  a  foi*^| 
est,  would  not  have  been  startled  to  find  growing  wildtj 
as  if  an  unearthly  face  had  glared  at  him  out  of  w 
thicket.  Several  also  would  have  shocked  a  delicate' 
instinct  by  an  appearance  of  artillcialness  indicatii^ 
that  there  had  been  such  commixture,  and,  as  it  werej 
ndnlt^y,  of  various  vegetable  species,  that  the  prodnO- 
tion  was  no  longer  of  God's  making,  but  ihe  ntOB' 
etrous  offspring  of  man's  depraved  fancy,  glowing  with 
only  an  evil  mookeirj  of  beauty.  They  were  prohabfy 
the  result  of  experiment,  which  in  one  or  two  chmb 
had  succeeded  in  mingling  plants  individually  love^ 
into  a  compound  possessing  the  questionable  and  omi- 
nous character  that  distinguished  the  whole  growth  ol 
the  garden.  In  fine,  Giovanni  recognized  but  two  or 
three  plants  in  the  collection,  and  those  of  a  kind  that 
he  well  knew  to  be  poisonous.  While  busy  with  thesa 
contemplations  he  heard  the  rustling  of  a  silken  gM- 
ment,  and,  turning,  beheld  Beatrice  emerging  from 
beneath  the  sculptured  portal. 

Giovanni  had  not  considered  with  himself  what 
shoidd  be  his  depoi-tment ;  whether  he  should  apolo* 
gize  for  his  intrusion  into  the  garden,  or  assume  that 
he  was  there  with  the  privity  at  least,  if  not  by  the  de- 
sire, of  Dr.  Rappaccini  or  his  daughter ;  but  Beatrice's 
manner  placed  him  at  his  ease,  though  leaving  hiin 
Bljll  in  doubt  by  what  agency  he  liad  gained  admit- 

^aaoe.     She  came  lightly  along  t\te  ^*[b  kq3l  i^W 
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iroken  fountain.     There  was  surprise  in  her 
brightened  by  a  simple  and  kind  expression 

re  a  connoisseur  in  flowers,  signor,"  said  Bea- 
i  &  Bmile,  alluding  to  the  Iwuquet  which  he 
her  from  the  window.  "  It  is  no  marvel, 
if  the  sight  of  my  father's  rare  collection  has 
roil  to  take  a  nearer  view.  If  he  were  here, 
tell  you  many  strange  and  interesting  facta 
nature  and  habits  of  these  shrubs ;  for  he 
&  lifetime  in  such  studies,  and  this  garden 
Id." 

yourself,  lady,"  observed  Giovanni,  "  if  fame 
—  you  likewise  are  deeply  skilled  in  the  vir- 
sated  by  these  rich  blossoms  and  these  spicy 
Would  you  deign  to  be  my  instructreaa,  J 
ove  aai  apter  scholar  than  if  taught  by  Sig 

i  himself." 

there  such  idle  rumors  ?  "  asked  BeatriceSy 
lusic  of  a  pleasant  langh.  "  Do  people  say 
skilled  in  my  father's  science  of  plants  ? 
it  is  there !  No ;  though  I  have  grown  up 
186  flowers,  I  know  no  more  of  them  than 
and  perfume ;  and  sometimes  metbinks  I 
I  rid  myself  of  even  that  small  knowledge. 
many  flowers  here,  and  those  not  the  least 
Hiat  shock  and  offend  me  when  they  meet  my 
;  pray,  signor,  do  not  believe  these  stories 
'  science.  Believe  nothing  of  me  save  what 
illi  yonr  own  eyes." 

most  I  believe  all  that  I  have  seen  with  my 
asked  Giovanni,  pointedly,  while  the  reo- 
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signora ;  you  demand  too  little  of  me.     Bid  me  bs* 
Iieve  nothing  save  what  cornea  from  yonr  own  lips. 

It  would  appear  tliat  Beatrice  understood  him 
There  camo  a  deep  flush  to  her  cheek ;  but  she  loolted 
full  into  Giovanni's  eyes,  and  responded  to  his  gass  oE 
uneasy  suspicion  with  a  queenlike  haughtiness. 

"  I  do  so  bid  yon,  signor,"  she  replied.  "  Foi;grt 
whatever  you  may  have  fancied  in  regard  to  me.  If 
true  to  the  outward  senses,  still  it  may  he  false  in  iti 
essence ;  but  the  words  of  Beatrice  Rappaccini's  lipi 
are  true  from  the  depths  of  the  heart  outward.  ThoM 
you  may  believe." 

A  fervor  glowed  in  her  whole  aspect  and  beamed 
upon  Giovanni's  consciousness  like  the  li^ht  of  tnith 
itself ;  but  whUe  she  spoke  there  was  a  fragrance  b 
the  atmosphere  around  her,  rich  and  delightful,  thou^ 
evanescent,  yet  which  the  young  man,  from  an  indefilt- 
able  reluctance,  scarcely  dared  to  di-aw  into  IiJs  Ino^ 
It  might  be  the  odor  of  the  flowers.  Coidd  it  be  Befr 
trice's  breath  which  thus  embalmed  her  words  with  • 
strange  richness,  as  if  by  steeping  them  in  her  heiart? 
A  faintness  passed  like  a  shatlow  over  Giovanni  and 
flitted  away ;  he  seemed  to  gaze  through  the  beautiM 
girl's  eyes  into  her  transparent  soul,  and  felt  no  mora 
doubt  or  fear. 

The  tinge  of  passion  that  had  colored  Beattioels 
vanished ;  she  became  gay,  and  appeared  to 
derive  a  pnre  delight  from  her  communion  with  tlw 
youth  not  unlike  what  the  maiden  of  a  lonely 
might  have  felt  conversing  with  a  voyager  from  tht 
civilized  world.  Evidently  her  experience  of  life  hw 
been  confined  within  the  limits  of  that  garden.  Shfl 
taJJfcd  now  about  mattei-s  aa  simple  as  the  daylight  * 
mer  cloads,  and  now  askeA  (^uea^ona 
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^Ky,  or  Gioramii's  distant  home,  his  friends,  hin 
ef,  and  his  sistei's  —  questions  indicating  such  Be- 
>n,  and  such  lack  of  familiarity  with  niodos  and 
a,  that  Giovanni  responded  as  if  to  an  infant, 
spirit  gushed  out  before  him  like  a  fresh  rill  that 
just  catching  its  firet  gllmpae  of  the  sunlight  and 
f  at  the  reflections  of  earth  and  sky  which 
Bg  into  ita  Itosom,  There  came  thoughts,  too, 
Teep  source,  and  fantasies  of  a  gendike  briU- 
i  if  diamonds  and  rubies  sparkled  upward 
ig  the  bubbles  of  the  foimtain.  Ever  and  anon 
i  gleamed  across  the  yoimg  man's  mind  a  sense  o£ 
Icr  that  he  should  be  walking  side  by  side  with 
'irig  who  had  so  wrought  upon  his  imagination, 
:  he  had  idealized  in  such  hues  of  terror,  in  whom 
iii  positively  witnessed  such  manifestations  of 
I'lil  attributes, — that  he  shouhl  be  conversing  with 
!'■•-■  like  a  brother,  and  should  find  her  so  hu- 
^uid  so  maidenlike.  But  such  reflections  were 
momentary ;  the  effect  of  her  character  was  too 
not  to  make  itself  familiar  at  once, 
this  free  intercourse  they  had  strayed  through  the 
BU,  and  now.  after  many  turns  among  its  avenues, 
come  to  the  shattered  foimtain,  beside  which  grew 
magnificent  shrub,  with  its  treasury  of  glowing 
ome.  A  fragrance  was  diffused  from  it  which 
anni  recognized  as  identical  with  that  which  he 
ittributed  to  Beatrice's  breath,  but  incomparably 
[••iwei-ful.  As  her  eyes  fell  upon  it,  Giovanni 
■  !  lier  ))ress  her  hand  to  her  liosom  as  if  her  heart 
rhrobbing  suddenly  and  painfully, 
"ill-  the  first  time  in  my  life,"  murmured  she,  ad- 
ing  iho  shrub,  "  i  had  forgotten  thee," 

ttber,  aignom,"  said  Giovaniii.  **•  tiaafc  '^M 


132  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 


'hMi 


I' 
once  promiaed  to  reward  me  with  one  of  Uiese 
gems  for  the  bouquet  which  1  had  the  happy  boldnea 
to  flinp  to  your  feet.  Permit  me  now  to  pluck  it  as  t 
memorial  of  this  interview,' 
He  made  a  step  towards  the  shrub  with  extended 
hand ;  but  Beatiie*  darted  forwarrl,  vEtering  a  shriek 
that  weut  through  liia  heart  like  a  dagg;er.  She  cauglit 
his  band  and  drew  it  back  with  tlie  whole  force  rf 
her  slender  figui*.  Giovanni  felt  her  touch  thriUing 
through  his  fibres. 
"  Touch  it  not !  "  exclaimed  she,  in  a  voice  of  agos^  fc 
"  Not  for  thy  life !  It  is  fatal!  " 
Then,  hiding  her  face,  she  fled  from  him  and  van- 
ished beneath  the  scnlptured  portal.  As  GiovaiUiI 
followed  her  witli  his  eyes,  he  beheld  the  emaeiatett 
^^  figure  and  pale  intelligence  of  Dr.  Rappaocinj,  whft 
^K  had  been  watching  the  scene,  he  knew  not  how  long. 
^^m  within  the  shadow  of  the  entrance. 
^■^  No  sooner  was  Guasconti  alone  in  his  chamber  tlian 
•  the  image  of  Beatrice  came  back  to  his  passionate 
musings,  invested  with  all  the  witchery  that  bad  been 
gathering  around  it  ever  since  his  first  glimpse  of  her. 
and  now  likewise  imbued  with  a  tender  warmth  of 
girlish  womanhood.  She  was  himian ;  her  nature  was 
endowed  with  all  gentle  and  feminine  qualities ;  she  wsu 
worthiest  to  be  worshipped ;  she  was  capable,  snrely, 
on  her  part,  of  the  height  and  heroism  of  love.  Those 
tokens  which  he  liad  hithei'to  considered  as  proofs  of  & 
frightful  peculiarity  in  her  physical  and  moral  systen 
were  now  either  forgotten,  or,  by  the  subtle  sophistry  oi 
passion  transmitted  into  a  golden  crown  of  enchant- 
ment, rendering  Beatrice  the  nini-o  adnui-able  by  so 
macb  as  slie  waa  the  more  unl(\ue.  Whatever  hod 
^^  hok^  agfy  WAS  BOW  beautJSid. 
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Ea  change,  it  stole  awsy  and  hid  itself  among  tfaoaa 
[less  half  ideas  which  throng  the  dim  region  1 
yond  the  daylight  of  our  perfect  conacitmsness,     Thui 
did  he  speutl  tlie  night,  nor  fell  asleep  mitil  the  dam 
bacl  begun  to  awake  the  sliunbering  flowers  in  DrJ 
!Rappa<;eini's  garden,  whither  Giovanni's  dreams  douhfe^ 
less  led  him.     Up  rose  the  sun  in  his  due  season,  and^l 
flinging  his  beams   upon   the   young  man's   eyelids, 
awoke  him  to  a  sense  of  pain.      When  thoroughly 
aroused,  he  became  sensible  of  a  biuning  and  tingling 
agony  in  his  hand  —  in  his  right  hand  —  the  very  hand 
vhich  Beatrice  had  grasped  in  her  own  when  he  was 
on  the  point  of  plucking  one  of  the  gemlike  flowers. 
On  t)ie  back  of  that  hand  there  was  now  a  purple  print  J 
like  that  of  four  small  fingers,  and  the  likeness  of  al 
slender  thumb  upon  his  wrist. 

Oh,  how  stubbornly  does  love, — or  even  that  cuo-V 
ning  semblance  of  love  which  flourishes  in  the  ima^-1 
nation,  but  strikes  no  depth  of  root  into  the  heart,  - 
how  stubbornly  does  it  bold  its  faith  until  the  momenfca 
comes  when  it  is  doometl  to  vanish  into  thin  mistlT 
Giovanni  wrapped  a  handkerchief  about  his  hand  and! 
wondered  what  evil  thing  had  atung  him,  and  soob  I 
forgot  his  pain  in  a  reverie  of  Beatrice. 

After  the  first  interview,  a  second  was  in  the  inevi- 
table course  of  what  we  call  fate.  A  thml ;  a  fourth ; 
iLiid  a  meeting  with  Beatrice  in  the  garden  was  no 
lunger  !ui  incident  in  Giovanni's  daily  life,  but  the 
whole  space  in  which  he  might  be  said  to  live ;  for  the 
iinticipation  and  memory  of  that  ecstatic  hour  made  up 
ihe  remainder.  Nor  was  it  otherwise  witli  the  daugh- 
ter of  Rapjiaccini.  She  watched  for  the  youth's  ap- 
]iearH4ice,  and  flew  to  Itis  side  with  conftOleiiCft  aa'aiM'fr 
t"if  *fceE,.iiad    been    ijjrymatea    i\oai.  ' 


134  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 

infancy  —  as  if  they  were  such  playmates 
by  any  unwonted  chanee,  he  failed  to  come  at  t 
pointed  moment,  she  stood  beneath  the  window  and 
sent  up  the  rich  swuetnesa  of  her  tones  to  float  aroimd 
hun  in  his  chanibur  and  echo  and  reverberate  through- 
out hia  heart:  "Giovanni!  Giovanni  I  Why  tarriest 
thou?  Come  down  !  "  And  down  he  hastened  into 
that  Eden  of  poiaooans  fiowers. 

But,  with  all  this  intimate  familiarity,  there  was  still 
a  reserve  in  Beatrice's  demeanor,  so  rigidly  and  inva^ 
riably  sustained  that  the  idea  of  infringing  it  at^axcel^ 
occurred  to  his  imagination.  By  all  appreciable  aigni 
they  loved ;  they  had  looked  love  with  eyes  that  co* 
veyed  the  holy  secret  from  tlie  depths  of  one  soul  iatt 
tbe  depthi  of  the  other,  as  if  it  were  too  sacred  to  Ix 
whispered  by  tlie  way ;  tliey  Iiad  even  spoken  love  ia 
those  gushes  of  passion  when  their  spirits  darted  foTtb 
in  articulated  breath  like  tongues  of  long-hidden  flame; 
and  yet  there  had  been  no  seal  of  lips,  no  clasp  »f 
hands,  nor  any  slightest  caress  such  as  love  claimB  and 
hallows.  He  had  never  touched  one  of  tlie  gleaming 
ringlets  of  her  hair;  her  garment — so  marked  wal 
the  physical  barrier  between  them  —  had  never  beOO 
waved  against  him  by  a  breeze.  On  the  few  oocaaioDf 
when  Giovanni  bad  seemed  tempted  to  overstep  tbfl 
limit,  Beatrice  grew  so  sad,  so  stem,  and  withal  vaei 
such  a  look  of  desolate  separation,  shuddering  at  itself, 
that  not  a  spoken  word  was  requisite  to  repel  him.  M 
such  times  he  was  startled  at  the  horrible  suspicions 
that  rose,  monster-like,  out  of  tbe  cavenis  of  his  heart 
and  stared  him  in  the  face ;  his  love  grew  thin  and 
faint  as  the  morning  mist ,  liia  doubts  alone  had  sabr 
BtAuee.  But,  when  Beatrice's  face  brightened  ^ain 
■fter  the  momentary  shadow,  uhe  was  tvmuA 
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IHB  from  the  mysterious,  questionable  buing  whom  he' 
Tiad  watched  with  so  much  awe  and  horror ;  she  was 
now  the  beautiful  and  unsophisticated  girl  whom  he' 
felt  that  his  spirit  knew  with  a  certainty  beyond  all 
rtther  knowlodge, 

A  considerable  time  had  now  passed  sinee  GioTan- 
iii's  last  meeting  with  Baglioni.  One  morning,  how- 
■  [■,  he  was  disagreeably  surprised  liy  a  visit  from  the 
I'ii'ssor,  whom  he  had  sc^reely  thought  of  for  whole 
1 1  ka,  and  would  willingly  have  forgotten  still  loi^r. 
TivtiQ  up  as  he  ha<l  long  been  to  a  pervading  excite-] 
I'.'iit,  he  eould  tolerate  no  companions  except  upoi 
iiiniition  of  their  perfect  sympathy  with  his  presenW 
"ite  of  feeling,  Sueh  sympathy  was  not  to  be 
'I  ,ted  from  Professor  Baglioui. 

I  The  visitor  chatted  carelessly  for  a  few  momenta- 
ibout  the  gossip  of  the  city  and  the  univer^ty,  and 
liai  took  up  another  topic 
"I  have  been  reading  an  old  classic  author  lately, 
8toi  he,  "and  met  with  a  story  that  strangely  inter- 
wted  me.  Possibly  you  may  remember  it.  It  is  of  an 
Irnlian  jirince,  who  sent  a  beautiful  woman  as  a  pres- 
'■'it  to  Alexander  the  Great.  She  was  as  lovelj^lhe 
■i^m  and  gorgeous  as  the  sunset ;  but  what  especially 
'  i-^tingiiishedner^waa  a  certain  rich  perfume  in  her 
(':ith — richer  than  a  garden  of  Persian  roses.  AI- 
^uider,  as  was  natural  to  a  yootlmU  conqueror,  fell 
"I  love  at  first  sight  with  this  magnificent  stranger; 
liiil:  a  certain  sage  physician,  happening  to  be  present, 
ilwnverod  a  terrible  secret  in  regard  to  her." 

"And  what  was  that?"  ashed  Giovanni,  turning 
'is  eyes  downward  to  avoid  those  of  the  professor. 
■  That  this  lovely  woman,"  continued  Baglioni,  with 
1  been  nourished  with  poisoTva 
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Inrtli  upward,  until  her  whole  nature  was  so  imlbned 
with  tliem  that  she  herself  had  become  the  deadliest 
poison  in  existence.  Poison  was  her  elemeut  of  lifp- 
Witli  that  rich  perfume  of  her  breath  she  blasted  tl» 
very  air.  Her  love  woiilil  have  been  poison  —  her  em- 
brace death.     Is  not  this  a  marvellous  tale  ?  " 

"A  childish  fable,"  answered  Giovanni,  nervouslf 
Btaring  from  his  chair.  •'  I  marvel  how  your  worship 
finds  time  to  read  such  nonsense  among  your  gravet 
studies." 

"By  the  by,"  said  the  professor,  looking  uneasi^ 
about  him,  "  what  singular  fragrance  is  this  in  yonr 
apartment  ?  Is  it  the  perfiune  of  your  gloves  1  It  ii 
faint,  but  delicious ;  and  yet,  after  all,  by  no  meaoi 
agreeable.  Were  I  to  breathe  it  long,  methinks  H 
would  make  me  dl.  It  is  like  the  breath  of  a  flowei; 
but  I  see  no  flowers  in  the  chamber." 

"  Nor  are  there  any,"  replied  Giovanni,  who  haS 
turned  pale  as  the  professor  spoke ;  "  nor,  I  think,  li 
there  any  fragrance  except  in  your  worship's  imagidt; 
tioD,  Odors,  being  a  sort  of  element  combined  of  flA 
eensual  and  the  spiritual,  are  apt  to  deceive  us  in  tUf 
manner.  The  recollection  of  a  perfume,  the  bare  iiJfi* 
of  it,  may  easily  be  mistaken  for  a  present  reality." 

"Ay  ;  but  my  sober  imagination  does  not  often  pl»y 
such  tricks,"  said  Baglioni ;  "  and,  were  I  to  faiu^ 
any  kind  of  odor,  it  would  be  that  of  some  vile  apoAft 
cary  drug,  wherewith  my  fingers  are  likely  enough  tl 
be  imbued.  Our  worshipful  friend  Kappaeoini,  at 
I  have  beard,  tinctures  Ida  medienments  with  odot< 
richer  than  those  of  Araby,  Doubtleas,  likewise,  ft) 
fair  and  leanied  Signora  Beatrice  would  minister  U 
tier  patients  with  draughts  as  sweet  as  a  maideifi 
but  woe  to  him  tha.t  sips  them  I "  ^Jj 
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bvanni's  fe«e  evinced  many  contending  emotions.  1 
I  Bie  tone  in  whinh  the  professor  alluded  to  the  ptm  i 
anil  lovely  daughter  of  Rappacciiii  was  a  torture  t«  I 
hk  stjul ;  and  yet  the  intimation  of  a  view  of  her  chaiv 
'(it.  oppoaitu  to  his  own,  gave  inatantaneous  distincb- 
-  to  a  thousand  dini  suspicions,  which  now  grinned 
:  Ihiii  like  so  many  demons.    But  he  strove  haxd  to 
<iu<;ll  them  and   to   respond  to  Baglioni  with  a  true  i 
lover's  perfect  faith. 

"  Signer  professor,"  said  he,  "  you  were  my  father's 
friend ;   perchance,  too,  it   is  your    purpose  to  act  a 
friendly   part   towards   his   son,      I  would   fain   feel 
iitdiing  towards  you  save  respect  and  deference  ;  but 
I  l>ray  you  to  observe,  signor,  that  there  is  one  subject 
^vhicb  we  must  not  speak.     You  know  not  the  Sig- 
III  Beatrice.      You  cannot,  therefore,  estimate  the 
iig  —  the   blasphemy,  I   may  even   say — that  is 
!i  ltd  (o  her  character  by  a  light  or  injurious  word." 
'  Giovanni  1  my  poor  Giovanni ! "  answered  the  pn>- 
->i>r,  with  a  calm  expression  of  pity,  "I  know  this 
Itched   girl  far  better   than  yourself.     You   shall 
::r  the  truth  in  respect  to  the  poisoner  Rappaocini  J 
nl  !us  poisonous  daughter;  yas,  poisonous  as  she  ia  1 
uitiful.     Listen;  for,  even  should  you  do  violence  to*! 
'  ^^ay  hairs,  it  shall  not  silence  me.     That  old  f  able  1 
I  lie  Indian  woman  has  become  a  truth  by  the  deep  n 
1  i)(>a{|]y  science  of  Rappacclni  and  in  the  person  of  I 
■'  lovely  Beatrice." 
Giovanni  groaned  and  hid  his  face, 
"Her  father,"   continued   Baglioni,  "was  not  re* J 
itraiavd  by  natural  affection  from  offering  up  his  child  1 
ill  this  horrible  manner  aa  the  victim  of  his  insane  iteal 
for  sdenoe  ;  for,  let  us  do  him  justice,  he  is  as  true  a 
V  as  ever  distill&d  his  own  heaxt  in.  «&, 
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alembic.     What,  then,  will  be  your  fate? 
doubt  you  are  selected  as  the  material  ( 
experiment.     Perhaps  the  result  is  to  be  death 
hapB  a  fate  more  awful  still.     Rappaccini,  wit! 
he  calls  the  interest  of   science  before  hia  { 
hesitate  at  nothing." 

"  It  is  a  dream,"  muttered   Giovanni  1 
"  surely  it  is  a  dream." 

"  But,"  resumed  the  professor,  "  be  of  j 
son  of  my  friend.     It  is  not  yet  too  late  for  i 
Possibly  we  may  even  succeed  in  bringing  bad 
miserable  child  within  the  limits  uf  ordinary  n 
from  which  her  father's  madness  has  estranget 
Behold  tibia  little  silver  vase !     It  was  wroi^ht  1 
hands  of  the  renowned  Benvenuto  Cellini,  and  i 
worthy   to   be   a  love  gift   to   the   fairest   i 
Italy.     But  its   contents  are  invaluable, 
sip  of  this  antidote  would   have   rendered  ', 
virulent  poisons  of  the  Borgias  ini 
that  it  will  be  as  efficacious  against  those  of  Bi 
eiui.     Bestow  the  vase,  and  the  precious  liquid  ^ 
it,  on  your  Beatrice,  and  hopefully  await  the  refJB 

Baglioni   laid   a   small,  exquisitely  a 
vial  on  the  table  and  withdrew,  leaving  whi 
said  to  produce  its  effect  upon  the  young  n 

"  We  will  thwart  Rappaccini  yet,"  thoi^ 
chuckling  to  himself,  as  he  descended  the  s 
"  but,  let  uB  confess  the  truth  of  him,  he  is  a  w( 
f ul  man  —  a  wondei-fid  man  indeed ;  a  i 
however,  in  his  practice,  and  therefore  i 
erated  by  those  who  respect  the  good  old  i 
medical  profession." 

Throughout   Giovanni's   whole    acqualntii 
Beatrice,  he  had  occaaionally^ 
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I  by  i3ark  surmises  as  to  her  character ;  yet  so 
'hly  had  she    made    herself  felt  by    him  as  a 

oatiiraJ,  most  affectiouat^,  and  guileless  crea- 
&t  the  image  now  held  »p  by  Professor  Baglionl 

s  strange  and  incredible  aa  if  it  were  not  in 

1  with  his  own  original  conception.     Tnie, 

ere  ugly  recollections  connected  with  his  first 

:  the  beautiful  girl ;  he  could  not  quite  for- 

bouquet  that  withered  in  her  grasp,  and  the 
that  perished  amid  the  siumy  air,  by  no  osten. 
ency  save  the  fragrance  of  her  breath.     These 

i,  however,  dissolving  in  the  pure  light  of  her 
er,  had  no  longer  the  efficacy  of  facts,  but  were 
tedged  as  mistaken  fantasies,  by  whatever  testi- 
E  the  senses  they  might  appear  to  be  substan- 

There  is  aomel^ing  tnier  and  more  real  than 
[  nee  with  tb«  eyes  and  touch  with  the 

On  such  better  evidence  had  Giovanni  founded 
idence  in  Beatrice,  though  rather  by  the  neces- 
oe  of  her  high  attributes  than  by  any  deep  and 
B  faith  on  his  part.  But  now  his  spirit  was 
le  of  sustaining  itself  at  the  height  to  whioh 
Y  enthusiasm  of  passion  bad  exalted  it ;  he  fell 
[rovelling  among  earthly  doubts,  and  defiled 
ii  the  pure  whiteness  of  Beatrice's  image.  Not 
gave  her  up ;  he  did  but  distrust.  He  resolved 
ute  some  decisive  test  that  should  satisfy  him, 
r  all,  whether  there  were  those  dreadful  pe- 
es in  her  physical  nature  which  could  not  bo 
1  to  exist  without  some  corresponding  mon- 
of  soul.  His  eyes,  gazing  down  afar,  might 
ceived  him  as  to  the  lizard,  tlie  insect,  and  tha 
hut  it  he  could  witness,  aV  \.\ifc  disXaaofe  "A. 
a  auddeo  blight  of  one  iie^^i  ».T\Wfc^iNJOD 
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ful  flower  in  Beatrice's  hand,  there  would  be  room  for 
no  further  question.  With  this  idea  he  hastened  to  tlu 
florist's  and  purehased  a  houquet  that  was  still  gemmed 
with  the  morning  dew-drops. 

It  was  now  the  inistomary  hour  of  his  daily  into 
view  with  Beatrice.  Before  deBt-en<iing  into  the  gaN 
den,  Giovanni  failed  not  to  look  at  his  figure  in  Hit 
mirror,  —  a  vanity  to  be  expected  in  a  beautiful  yoong 
man,  yet,  as  displaying  iteelf  at  that  troubled  ami 
feverish  moment,  th*-  token  of  a  eertain  shallowneM  <i 
feeling  and  insincerity  of  charaoter.  He  did  gaiCi 
however,  and  said  to  himself  that  his  features  hli 
^  never  before  possessed  so  rich  a  grace,  nor  hia  tjtt- 
Buch  vivacity,  nor  his  cheeks  so  warm  a  hue  of  sup^ji 
abundant  life. 

"  At  least,"  thought  he,  "  her  poison  has  not  j(tf 
insinuated  itself  into  my  system.  I  am  no  flower  t»^ 
perish  in  her  grasp,"  , 

With  that  thought  he  turned  his  eyes  on  fl* 
bouquet,  which  he  had  never  once  laid  aside  from  tf* 
Land.  A  thrill  of  indefinable  horror  shot  through  Ul 
frame  on  perceiving  that  those  dewy  flowers  were  ■■ 
ready  beginning  to  droop ;  they  wore  the  aspect  o! 
things  that  had  been  freah  and  lovely  yesterday.  Gto 
vanni  grew  white  as  marble,  and  stood  motionlesa  I» 
fore  the  mirror,  staring  at  his  own  reflection  there  Si 
at  the  likeness  of  something  frightful.  He  remenr 
bered  Baglioni's  remark  about  the  fragrance  thai 
seeme<l  to  pcrva^.le  the  chamber.  It  must  have  beflU 
the  poison  in  his  breath !  Then  he  shuddered  —  shod 
dered  at  himself.  Recovering  from  his  stupor,  Itf 
began  to  watch  with  curious  eye  a  spider  that  i 
liusily  at  work  hanging  its  web  from  the  antique  t 
apartment,  crossing  and  recrc 
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HHnil  system  of  interwoven  lines  —  as  vigoroua  audi 
mtive  a  spider  as  ever  danglud  from  an  old  ceilingi  1 
Indvanni  bent  towarda  the  iniect,  and  emitted  a  deep,  f 
i"i]g  breath.  The  spider  suddenly  ceased  its  toil ;  the  J 
wAi  vibrated  with  a  tremor  originating  in  thebodyl 
•  li  tiie  small  artisan.  Again  Giovanni  sent  forth  aj 
lii*path,  deeper,  longer,  and  imbued  with  a  i 
faeling  out  of  hia  heart:  he  knew  not  whether  hel 
vete  wicked,  or  only  desperate.  The  spider  made  a  I 
I'litinilBive  gripe  with  his  limbs  and  himg  dead  across! 

■  window. 
Accursed  I    accursed!"    muttered   Giovanni,  ad- 1 

I'^sing  himself.     "Hast   thou  grown  so  poisonon»a 
-iit  this  deadly  insect  perishes  by  thy  breath?" 

U  that  moment  a  rich,  sweet  voice  came  floating! 
['  from  the  gardei 
'Giovanni!  Giovanni!  It  is  past  the  hour !  Why! 
iiiest  thou?  Come  down  ! "" 
"  Yes,"  muttered  Giovanni  again.  "  She  is  the  only  J 
king  whom  my  breath  may  not  slay  t  Would  that  itj 
ndght!" 

tie  rushed  down,  and  in  an  instant  wa^  standing  be-  ] 
!■  the  bright  and  loving  eyes  of  Beatric 
lit.  ago  his  wratli  and  despair  ha<l  been  so  fierce  that  I 
I  i>uld  have  desired  nothing  so  much  as  to  wither  I 

■  I'V  a  glance ;  but  with  her  actual  presence  t^era  J 
lie  influences  which  ha<l  too  real  an  existence  to  be  \ 
■iiice  shaken  off:  recollections  of  the  delicate  and  ' 
ii(^  power  of  her  feminine  nature,  which  had  t 

'ill  enveloped  him  in  a  religious  calm  ;  recollectionB 
I  many  ajujj^and  passionate  outgush  of  her  heart, 

'"11  the  pure  fountain  had  been  unsealed  fi'om  its 
■  jiihs  and  ma<le   visible  in  its   transparency  to  his 

;  recoUectiona  which,  had  GiovaiiKv  V&otmt— 
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how  to  estimate  them,  would  have  assured  1 
tliis  ugly  mystery  was  but  an  earthly  illfl 
that,  whatever  mist  of  evil  might  s 
ered  over  her,  the  real  Beatrice  was  a  hea^ 
Iniiapable  as  he  was  of  such  high  faitli,  still  liei 
oHeiJ  hail  not  utterly  lost  its  magic!  Giovanni't 
was  quelled  into  an  aspect  of  sullen  insenBi 
Beatrice,  with  a  quick  spiritual  sense,  immed 
felt  tliat  there  was  a  pulf  of  blackness  between 
which  neither  he  nor  she  could  pass.  They  n 
together,  sad  and  silent,  and  came  thus  to  i 
foontain  and  to  its  pool  of  water  on  the  ^ 
midst  of  which  grew  the  shrub  that  bore  \ 
blossoms.  Giovamii  was  affrighted  at  the  eagi 
joyment  —  the  appetite,  as  it  were — with  whii 
found  liiniself  inhaling  the  fragrance  of  the  £ 

"  Beatrice,"  a.'<ked  he,  abruptly,  "  whence 
shrub?" 

"My  father  created  it,"  answered  i 
pUcity. 

"  Created    it !    created    it !  "    repeated 
"  What  mean  you,  Beatrice  ? 

^'He  is  a  man  fearfully  acquainted  with  t 
of  Nature,"  replied  Beatiioe ;  "  and,  at  the  ll 
I  first  drew  breath,  this  plant  sprang  from  t' 
offspring  of  his  science,  of  his  intellect,  v 
but  Ids  earthly  ohild.     Approach  it  not  I ' 
she,  observuig  with  terror  that  Giovanni  y 
nearer  to  the  shrub.     "  It  has  qualities  t 
dream  of.     But  I,  dearest  Giovanni, — I  g 
blossomed  with  the  plant  and  was  nourialu 
breath.    It  was  my  sister,  and  I  loved  it  witft 
affection;  for,  alas!  —  hast  tfaou  not  sue 
there  was  an  awful  doom." 
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l^^re  Giovanni  frowned  so  darkly  upon  her  that 
ttULtrioe  paused  and  trembled.  But  her  faith  in  bis 
tcnilemesa  reassured  her,  and  made  her  blitsh  that  she 
h:>(l  doubted  for  an  instant. 

"There  was  an  awful  doom,"  she  continued,  "tha 
effect  of  my  father's  fatal  love  of  science,  which  ea- 
tranged  roe  from  all  society  of  my  kind.  Until 
Heaven  sent  thee,  dearest  Giovanni,  oh,  how  lonely 
was  thy  poor  Beatrice .' 

"  Was  it  a  hard  doom  ?  "  asked  Giovanni,  filing  his 
eyes  upon 

"  Only  of  late  have  I  known  how  hard  it  was,"  an- 
Bwered  she,  tenderly.  "  Oh,  yes  ;  but  my  heart  was 
torpid,  and  therefore  quiet." 

Giovanni's  rage  bi-oke  forth  from  his  sullen  gloom 
like  a  lightning  flash  out  of  a  dark  cloud. 

"Accursed  onel"  cried  he,  with  venomous  scorn 
and  anger.  "And,  fiu<ling  thy  solitude  wearkome, 
thou  hast  severed  me  likewise  from  all  the  warmth  of 
lift?  and  enticed  me  into  thy  region  of  imspeakabh 

"  Giovanni ! "  exclaimed  Beatrice,  turning  her  large 

ligbt  eyes  upon  his  face.    The  force  of  his  words  had 

uiii  found  ite  way  into  her  mind ;  she  was  merely  thun- 

ili'i'struck. 

"  Yes,  poisonous  thing !  "  repeated  Giovanni,  beside 

iisiilf  with  passion.     "Thou  hast  done  itl     Tliou 

'  :i-l  blasted  me  !     Thou  hast  filled  my  veins  with  poi- 

pim!    Thou  hast  m^e  me  as  hateful,  as  ugly,  as  loath- 

nome   and  deadly  a  creature  as  thyself  —  a  woild's 

wonder  of  hideous  monstrosity  !     New,  if  our  breath 

iio  happily  as  fatal  to  ourselves  as  to  all  others,  let  us 

jniii  OUT  lips  iu  one  kiss  of  unutterable  hatred,  and  so 
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"  What  has  befallen  ine  ?  "  murmured  Bea(      

h  low  moan  out  of  her  heart.    "  Holy  Virgin,  joty.. 
a  poor  heartrbroken  child !  "  '~~' 

"  Thou,  —  dost  thou  jJraj^?  "  cried  Giovanni,  filill 
with  the  sarae  hendish  seom.  "  Thy  very  prayers,  as 
they  eome  from  thy  lips,  taint  the  atmosphere  vitb 
death.  Yes,  yes  ;  let  us  pray !  Let  us  to  church  lad 
dip  our  fin^ra  in  the  holy  water  at  the  portal  1  Tlwy 
that  come  after  us  will  perish  as  by  a  pestilence  I  Let 
118  sign  crosses  in  the  air  1  It  will  be  scattering  curea 
abroad  in  the  likejiess  of  holy  symbols ! " 

"  Giovanni,"  said  Beatrice,  calmly,  for  her  gri^  | 
was  beyond  passion,  "  why  dost  thou  join  thyself  mft  i 
me  thus  in  those  terrible  words  ?  I,  it  is  true,  am  tbe 
horrible  thing  thou  namestme.  But  thou, — what  hall  { 
thou  to  do,  save  with  one  other  shudder  at  my  hidooU  I 
misery  to  go  forth  out  of  the  garden  and  mingle  wifli 
thy  race,  and  forget  that  there  ever  crawled  on  eaiH 
such  a  monster  as  poor  Beatrice  ?  " 

"Dost  thou  pretend  ignorance?"  asked  Grioraiuiil 
scowling  upon  her,  "  Behold  1  this  power  have  1 1 
gained  from  the^ure^  daughter  of  RappaccinL'*  I 

There  was  a  swarm  of  summer  insects  9itti]i{[ 
through  the  air  in  search  of  the  food  promised  by  flu 
flower  odors  of  the  fatal  garden.  They  circled  round 
Giovanni's  head,  and  were  evidently  attracted  towarfl 
him  by  the  same  influence  which  had  drawn  them  iS 
an  instant  within  the  sphere  of  several  of  the  shrnlift 
He  sent  forth  a  breath  among  them,  and  smiled  tuV 
terly  at  Beatrice  as  at  least  a  score  of  the  insects  leQ' 
dead  upon  the  ground. 

"  I  see  it !  I  see  it  1 "  shrieked  Beatrice.  "  It  is  mj 
father's  fatal  science  I  No,  no,  Giovanni ;  it  was  not  ll 
Kaverl  oeverl     I  dreamed  only  to  love 
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rith  tfaee  a  little  time,  and  eo  to  let  thee  paaa  away, 
eavii^  bqt.tliine  Image  in  mine  heart ;  for,  Giovaoiu, 
Klieve  itJ^ough  my  Ixxly  he  nourished  with  poison, 
By  spirit  is  God's  creature,  and  craves  love  as  its  daily 
too4*]  But  my  father,  —  he  has  uuited  ub  in  this  fear- 
ful sympathy.  Yes;  spum  me,  tread  upon  me,  kill 
me !  Oh,  what  is  death  after  such  words  as  tliine  ? 
But  it  was  not  I.  Not  for  a  world  of  bliss  would  I 
bave  done  it." 

Giovanni's  passion  had  exhausted  itself  ia  its  out- 
bnrst  from  his  lips.  There  now  came  across  him  a 
Mntui.  mournful,  and  not  without  tendemesft,  of  the 
Intimate  and  peculiar  relationsliip  between  Beatrice 
mi  himself.  They  stood,  as  it  were,  in  an  utter  soli-  ^ 
hide,  which  would  be  made  none  the  less  eolttary  by  f 
tlie  dcjiseat  throng  of  human  life.  Ought  not,  then, 
(lie  desert  of  hmnaiiity  around  them  to  press  this  in- 
sulated pair  closer  together  ?  If  they  should  be  cruel 
bi  one  another,  who  was  there  to  be  kind  to  them? 
Ifesides,  tliought  Giovanni,  might  there  not  still  be  a 
Lope  of  his  returning  within  the  limits  of  ordinary 
aiiture,  and  leading  Beatrice,  the  redeemed  Beatrice, 
Iry  tlie  hand  ?  O,  weak,  and  selfish,  and  unworthy 
spirit,  that  coidd  dream  of  an  earthly  union  and 
rartlily  happiness  as  possible,  after  sueb  deep  love  had 
been  so  bitteriy  wronged  as  was  Beatrice's  love  by  Gio- 
vanni's blighting  words !  No,  no;  there  coidd  be  no 
>adi  hope.  She  must  pass  heavily,  with  that  broken 
heart,  across  the  borders  of  Time  —  she  must  bathe 
liHt  hurts  in  some  foimt  of  jiaradise,  and  forget  her 
jriff  in  the  liglit  of  immortality,  and  th&re  be  well. 

Biit  Giovanni  did  not  know  it. 
I>ear  Beatrice,"  said  he,  approaching  lier,  while 
£  ftway  as  always  at  his  approach,  but  oom 
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with  a  different  impulse,  "  dearest  Beatric*,  oai 
not  yet  so  desperate.  Behold  1  there  is  a  i 
potent,  as  a  wise  physician  has  assured  me,  and  almoi 
divine  in  its  efficacy.  It  is  composed  of  mgredienl 
the  most  opposite  to  those  by  which  thy  awful  fatlw 
has  brought  this  calamity  upon  thee  and  me.  It  i 
distilled  of  blessed  herbs.  Shall  we  not  quaff  it  hi 
gether,  and  thus  be  jMirified  from  evil  ?  " 

"  Give  it  me ! "  said  Beatrice,  extending  her  ham 
to  receive  the  little  silver  vial  which  Giovanni  tool 
from  his  bosom.  She  added,  with  a  i>eculiar  empll 
eis,  "  I  will  drink ;  but  do  thou  await  the  result." 

8he  put  Baglioni's  antidote  to  her  lips ;  and,  at  Hi 
same  moment,  the  figure  of  Rappaccini  emerged  frai 
the  portal  and  came  slowly  towards  the  marble  foont 
ain.  Ab  he  drew  near,  the  pale  man  of  science  seemei 
to  gaze  with  a  triumphant  expression  at  the  beantifn 
youth  and  maiden,  as  might  an  artist  who  should  spev 
his  life  in  achieving  a  picture  or  a  group  of  statnar 
and  finally  be  satisfied  with  his  success.  He  paused 
his  bent  fona  grew  erect  with  conscious  power;  li 
spread  out  his  hands  over  them  in  the  attitude  of 
father  imploring  a  blessing  upon  his  children;  k 
those  were  the  same  hands  that  had  thrown  poiso 
into  the  stream  of  their  lives.  Giovanni  tremhlet 
Beatrice  shuddered  nervously,  and  pressed  her  han 
upon  her  heart. 

"My   daughter,"   said   Rappaccini,   "thou  art  n 

L longer  lonely  in  the  worid.  Pluck  one  of  those  pn 
Eious  gems  from  thy  sister  shrub  and  bid  thy  brid) 
groom  wear  it  in  his  bosom.  It  will  not  1mm  hll 
now.  My  science  and  the  sympathy  between  thee  an 
him  have  so  wrought  within  his  system  that  he  v^ 
ttands  auart  from  common  men,  as  thou  doa^tjj 
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►r  my  pride  and  triimipli,  from  ordinary  women.  Pass 
tin.  then,  through  the  world,  moat  dear  to  one  anothei 
nml  dreadful  to  all  besides  I " 

"  My  father,"  said  Beatrice,  feebly,  —  and  still  a3 
Jne,  spoke  she  kept  her  hand  upon  her  heart,-- 
"wherefore  didst  thou  inflict  this  miserable  doom 
Tipim  thy  child  ?  " 

■Miserable!"  exclaimed  Rappaccini.  "What mean 
}  '111,  foolish  girl  ?  Dost  thou  deem  it  misery  to  be  en- 
lUived  with  marvellouB  gifts  against  which  uo  power 
mil'  strength  could  avail  an  enemy — misery,  to 
■Mv.  to  quell  tlie  mightiest  with  a  breath  —  misery,  to 
l>c  as  terrible  as  thou  art  beautifid?  Wouldst  thouj 
llitn,  have  preferred  the  condition  of  a  weak  woman, 
t.\;»sed  to  all  evil  and  capable  of  none?" 

"1  would  fain  have  been  loved,  not  feared,'  mur- 
mured Beatrice,  sinking  down  upon  the  groimd.  "  But 
uiiw  it  matters  not.  I  am  going,  father,  where  the  evil 
"liieh  thou  hast  striven  to  mingle  with  my  being  will 
i.i^s  away  like  a  dream — like  the  fragrance  of  these 

isonous  flowers,  whicli_will  no^longer  taint  my  breath 
!  I'liig  the  flowers  ol Eden,  Farewell,  Giovanni!  Thy 
"ids  of  hatred  are  like  lead  within  my  heart;  but 

I'  V,  too,  will  fall  away  as  I  ascend.     Oh,  wa3  tbere 

I,  from  the  first,  more  poison  in  thy  nature  than  la 

Fij  Beatrice,  —  so  radically  had  her  earthly  part 
'11  wrought  upon  by  Rappacciiii's  skill,  —  as  poison 
■  i  lieen  life,  so  thu  powerfid  antidote  was  death; 
il  thus  the  poor  victim  of  man's  ingenuity  and  of 
:^>arted  natiu-e,  and  of  the  fatality  that  attends  all 
i'li  efforts  of  perverted  wisdom,  perished  tbere,  at 
-i»  feet  of  her  father  and  Giovanni.    Just  at  that  mo- 
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hose  to  delic&te  limits,  and  handling  satins,  rifabona, 
chintzes,  ealicoes,  tapes,  gauze,  and  cambric  needles,  I 

—wrew  up  a  very  ladylike  sort  of  a  gentleman.  It  is 
I  not  assuming  too  much  to  aiSiTit  tliat  the  ladies  them' 
I  selves  were  hartUy  so  ladylike  aa  Thomas  Bullfrog,  So 
painfully  acute  was  my  sense  of  female  imperfedirai, 
and  Bueh  varied  excellence  did  I  reqiure  in  the  woman 
whom  I  could  love,  that  there  was  an  awful  risk  of  mj 
getting  no  wife  at  all,  or  of  being  driven  to  perpetrate 

I      matrimony  with  my  own  image  in  the  looking-glass. 
Besides  the  fundamental  ])rinciplc  already  hinted  li, 

I,  I  demanded  the  fresh  bloom  of  youth,  pearly  teeth) 
glossy  ringlets,  and  the  whole  list  of  lovely  items,  with 
the  utmost  delicacy  of  habits  and  sentiments,  a  silken 
texture  of  mind,  and,  above  all,  a  virgin  heart.  Ina 
word,  if  a  young  angel  just  from  paradise,  yet  dreeui 
in  earthly  fashion,  had  come  and  offered  me  her  han^ 
it  is  by  no  means  certain  that  I  should  have  taken  it 
There  was  every  chance  of  my  becoming  a  most  mi* 
erable  old  bachelor,  when,  by  the  best  luck  in  tlw 
world,  I  ma*le  a  journey  into  another  state,  and  wU 
smitten  by,  and  smote  again,  and  wooed,  won,  ani 
married,  the  present  Mrs.  Bullfrog,  all  in  the  spsiee  of 
I  a  fortnight.  Owing  to  these  extempore  measures,  I 
not  only  gave  my  bride  credit  for  certain  perfectioal 
,  which  have  not  as  yet  come  to  light,  but  also  over- 
looked a  few  trifling  defects,  which,  however,  gliffl" 
,  mered  on  my  perception  long  before  the  close  of  the 
honeymoon.  Yet,  as  tlierc  was  no  mist^c  aboot  tfat 
fundamental  principle  aforesaid,  I  soon  learned,  asirill 
be  seen,  to  estimate  Mrs.  Bullfrog's  deficiencies  RSO 
Euperfiuities  at  exactly  their  proper  value. 

The  same  morning  that  Mrs.  Bullfrog  and  I  oanH 
Uigetlier  as  a  unit,  we  took  two  seats  in  the 
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BFliegaQ  our  journey  towarda  my  place  of  business. 
There  being  no  other  paasengers,  we  were  as  much 
done  and  as  free  to  give  vent  to  our  raptures  as  if  1 
Wl  hired  a  hack  for  the  matrimonial  jaunt.  My  bride 
looked  charmingly  in  a  green  silk  eaLosh  and  ridin; 
habit  of  pelissG  cloth ;  and  whenever  her  red  lips 
parted  with  a  smile,  HM-h  tooth  appeared  like  an  ines- 
timable pearl.  Such  was  my  passionate  warmth  that 
—  we  ha^l  rattled  out  of  the  village,  gentle  reajJer,  and 
were  lonely  as  Adam  and  Eve  in  paradise  —  I  plead 
gaUcy  to  no  less  freedom  than  a  kiss.  The  gentle  eye 
ef  Mrs.  Bullfrog  scarcely  rebidied  me  for  the  profana- 
bon,  Emboldened  by  her  indulgence,  I  threw  back 
the  calash  from  her  polished  brow,  and  suffered  my  I 
jngers,  white  and  delicate  as  her  own,  to  stray  among 
those  dark  and  glossy  curls  which  realized  my  day- 
dreams o£  rich  hair. 

"  My  love,"  said  Mrs.  Bullfrog,  tenderly,  "  yoii  will 
disarrange  my  curls. 

"  Oh,  no,  my  sweet  Laura  1 "  replied  I,  still  playing 
with  the  glossy  ringlet.  "  Even  your  fair  hand  could 
nut  manage  a  curl  more  delicately  than  mine.  I  pro- 
pose myself  the  pleasure  of  doing  up  your  hair  in 
papers  every  evening  at  the  samB  time  with  my  own, 

"  Mr.  Bullfrog,"  repeated  she,  "  you  must  not  dis- 
arrange my  curls." 

This  was  spoken  in  a  more  decided  tone  than  I  had 
happened  to  hear,  imtil  then,  from  my  gentlest  of  all 
(^Dtle  brides.  At  the  same  time  she  put  up  her  hand 
uid  took  mine  prisoner ;  but  merely  drew  it  away  from 
the  forbidden  ringlet,  and  then  immediately  released 
k.  Now,  I  am  a  fidgety  little  man,  and  always  love 
bsve  something  in  my  fingers ;  so  that,  being  debarred 
Vb  curls,  I  looked  about  me  Iot 
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plaything.  On  the  front  seat  of  the  coach  thi 
one  of  those  small  baskets  in  which  traveUing  ladiei 
who  are  too  delicate  to  appear  at  a  pnblii;  table  geii> 
erally  carry  a  supply  of  gingerbread,  biscoita  and 
cheese,  cold  ham,  and  other  light  refre^uiL'Qtti,  merelf 
to  sustain  nature  to  the  journey's  end.  Such  airy  diet 
will  sometimes  keep  them  in  pretty  good  flesh  for  i 
week  together.  Laying  hold  of  this  same  little  basket, 
I  thrust  my  hand  under  the  newspaper  with  wtidi  'A 
was  carefully  covered. 

"What's  this,  my  dear?"  cried  I;  for  the  Uack 
neck  of  a  bottle  had  popped  out  of  the  basket. 

"A  bottle  of  Kalydor,  Mr,  Bullfrog,"  said  my  wii«, 
coolly  taking  the  basket  from  my  hands  and  repUcing 
It  on  the  front  scat, 

Tliere  was  no  possibility  of  doubting  my  wiisV 
word ;  but  I  never  knew  genuine  Kalydor,  siieh  as  I  nM 
for  my  own  complexion,  to  smell  so  much  like  chern 
brandy.  I  was  about  to  express  ray  fears  that  lis 
lotion  woidd  injure  her  skin,  when  an  accident  cfr 
cnrred  which  threatened  more  than  a  skin-deep  injnij- 1 
Our  Jehu  had  carelessly  driven  over  a  heap  of  gravll 
and  fairly  capsized  the  coach,  with  the  wheels  in  tM, 
air  and  our  heels  where  our  heads  should  have  bees- 
What  became  of  my  wits  I  cannot  imagine  ;  they  h&tt. 
always  had  a  perverse  trick  of  deserting  me  just  whe« 
they  were  moat  needed ;  but  so  it  chanced,  that  in  th* 
confusion  of  our  overthrow  I  quite  forgot  that  thert 
was  a  Mrs.  Bidlfrog  in  the  world.  Like  many  men'^ 
wives,  the  good  lady  served  her  husband  as  a  stepping 
stone.  I  had  scrambled  out  of  the  coach  and  waa  ift* 
Htinctively  settling  my  cravat,  when  somebody  bnuJied 
roughly  by  me,  and  I  heard  a  smart  thwack  upon  dN 
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^*TaJie  that,  you  viUain!"  cried  a  strange,  hoarsafl 
Toice.  "  You  have  ruined  me,  you  blackguard  I  II 
(hall  never  be  tbe  woman  I  have  been  !  " 

And  then  came  a  second  thwack,  aimeil  at  the  A 
vet's  other  ear ;  but  which  missed  it,  and  hit  him  osi 
the  nose,  causing  a  terrible  effusion  of  blood.     NowJ 
who  or  what  feai-ful  apparition  was  inflicting  this  pm 
ishment  on  the  poor  fellow  remained  an  unpenetrablfi 
mystery  to  me.     The  blows  were  given  by  a  person  o 
grisly  aspect,  with  a  head  almost  bald,  and  sunken' 
cheeks,  apparently  of  the   feminine   gender,  though 
hardly  to  be  classed  in  the  gentler  sex.     There  being 
no  teeth  to  m.odidate  the  voice,  it  liad  a  mumbled 
■iiiui-ness,  not  passionate,  but  stem,  which  absolutely 
ii.ule  me  quiver  like  calf's-foot  jelly.     Who  could  the 
;>l!;intom  be?     The  most  awful  circumstance   of  the 
iiSair  is  yet  to  be  tnld :  for  this  ogre,  or  whatever  it 
was,  had  a  riding  habit  like  Mrs.  Bullfrog's,  and  also 
a  trreeu  silk  calash  dangling  down  her  back  by  tlie 
'lings.     In  my  terror  and  turmoil  of  mind  I  couldJ 
iiiij;ine  nothing  less  than  that  the  Old  Nick,  at  the*a 
inaiient  of  our  ovei-tum,  had  annihilated  my  wife  and  1 
jiiiDpe<l  into  her  petticoats.     This   idea   seemed   the 
iiinre  probable,  since  I  could  nowhere  perceive  Mrs. 
Bullfrog  alive,  nor,  though  I  looked  very  sharply  about 
ilie  coach,  could  I  detect  any  traces  of  tbat  beloved 
viimau's  dead  b(xly.     There  would  have  been  a  com- 
fiit  in  giving  her  Christian  burial. 

"Come,  sir,  bestir  yoiirself !  Help  this  rascal  to  set 
'l^tbe  coach,"  said  the  hobgoblin  to  me;  then,  with 
'■■  ifrrific  screech  to  three  coimtrj-men  at  a  distance, 
""Here,  you  fellows,  ain't  you  asliamed  to  stand  ofEJ 
then  ft  poor  woman  is  hi  tlistress?" 

i^nstead  of  fleeing  i 
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fame  running;  at  full  speed,  and  laid  hold  of  the  t(^Hjt 
turvy  coacli.  I,  also,  though  a  small-sizfid  man,  w^ 
to  4v'ork  like  a.  son  of  Ana.k.  The  coachman,  too.  vi& 
the  blood  still  strcajiiing  from  his  nose,  tugged  and 
toiled  most  manfully,  dreading,  doubtless,  that  tJtt 
next  blow  might  break  his  head.  And  yet,  Wmanled 
as  the  poor  fellow  had  been,  he  aeemed  to  glance  at 
me  with  an  eye  of  pity,  as  if  my  case  were  more  de- 
plorable than  hia.  But  I  cherished  a  hope  that  all 
would  turn  out  a  dream,  and  seized  the  opportunitfi 
as  we  raised  the  coach,  to  jam  two  of  my  imgera  undsf 
the  wheel,  trusting  that  the  pam  would  awaken  me. 

"  Why,  here  we  are,  all  to  rights  again ! "  exchumw, 
a  sweet  voice  behind.  "Thank  you  for  your  assist | 
ance,  gentlemen.  My  dear  Mr.  Bullfrog,  how  yMj 
perspire !  Do  let  me  wipe  your  face.  Don't  take  iKll 
little  accident  too  much  to  heart,  good  driver.  T» 
ought  to  be  thankful  that  none  of  our  neoks  id 
broken."  1 

"  We  might  have  spared  one  neck  out  of  the  thrre. 
muttered  the  driver,  rubbing  his  ear  and  pulling  bii 
nose,  to  ascertain  whether  he  ha<l  been  cuffed  or  not  ■ 
"  Why,  the  woman  '9  a  witch ! "  ' 

I  fear  that  the  reader  wU!  not  believe,  yet  it  is  posi-,, 
tively  a  fact,  that  there  stood  Mrs.  Bullfrog,  with  boj 
glossy  ringlets  curling  on  her  brow,  and  two  rows  tt", 
orient  pearls  gleaming  between  her  parted  lips,  wliioi' 
wore  a  most  angelic  smile.  She  had  regained  her  r*- 
ing  habit  and  calasli  from  tJte  grisly  phantom,  and  wafc, 
in  all  respects,  the  lovely  woman  who  had  been  sittdng 
by  my  side  at  the  instant  of  our  overturn.  How  fll" 
had  happened  to  disappear,  and  who  hatl  supplied  ha 
place,  and  whence  she  did  now  return,  were  problestf 
too  knotty  for  me  to  solve.     There  stood  my.^MM 
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as  the  one  thing  certain  among  a  heap  of  mys- 
Sl^es.  Nothing  remained  but  to  help  her  into  the 
looeh,  and  plod  on,  tlirough  the  joimiey  of  the  day  and  i 
Le  journey  of  life,  as  comfortably  as  we  could.  As ' 
ie  driver  dosed  the  door  upon  us,  I  beard  him  whis- 
[ler  to  the  three  countrymen.  — 

"  llow  do  you  suppose  a  fellow  feels  shut  up  in  the 
atgB  with  a  she  tiger?  " 

Of  course  this  query  could  have  no  reference  to  my 
sitnation.  Yet,  unreasonable  as  it  may  appear,  I  con- 
fess that  my  feelings  were  not  altogether  so  ecstatic  aa 
when  I  first  called  Mrs.  Bullfrog  mine.  True,  she  was 
K  aweet  woman  and  an  angel  of  a  wife ;  but  what  if  a 
Gorgon  should  return,  amid  the  transports  of  our  con- 
Dabtal  bliss,  and  take  the  angel's  plate.  I  recollected 
file  tale  of  a  fairy,  who  half  the  time  was  a  beautifid 
trontan  and  half  the  time  a  hideous  monster.  Had  I 
taken  that  very  fairy  to  be  the  wife  of  my  bosom  ? 
While  such  whims  and  chimeras  were  flitting  across 
my  fancy  I  began  to  look  askance  at  Mrs.  Bullfrog, 
ilmost  expecting  that  the  transformation  would  be 
*rot^ht  before  iny  eyes. 

To  divert  my  mind,  I  took  up  the  newspaper  which 
lad  covered  the  little  basket  of  refreshments,  and  which 
WW  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  cxiach,  blushing  with  a 
leep-red  stain  and  emitting  a  potent  spirituous  fume 
rom  the  contents  of  the  broken  bottle  of  Kalydor. 
rbe  paper  was  two  or  three  years  tild,  but  contained 
n  article  of  several  columns,  in  which  I  soon  grew 
ftmderfidly  interested.  It  was  the  report  of  a  trial  for 
ireaeh  of  promise  of  marriage,  giving  the  testimony 
rt  full,  with  fervid  extracts  from  both  the  gentleman') 
ind  la*ly's  amatory  correspondence.  The  deserted 
)ersonalIy  appeared   in  eouit.  %x\& 


amony  ^^ 
aman'a  ^^| 
?serted     ^^M 


156 


MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 


borne  enei^tic  evidence  to  lier  lover'a  perfidy  and  tin 
strength  of  her  blighted  affectiona.  On  the  defend- 
ant's part  there  ha<i  been  an  attempt,  though  insufS- 
niently  austained,  to  blast  the  plaintiffs  character,  and 
a  plea,  in  mitigation  of  damages,  on  account  of  her 
unamiable  temper.  A  horrible  idea  was  aiigge»t«d  hj 
the  lady's  name. 

'■  Madam,"  said  I,  holding  the  newspaper  befora 
Mrs,  Bullfrog's  eyes,  —  and,  though  a  small,  deliuate, 
and  thin-yisaged  man,  I  feel  assui-ed  that  I  looked 
very  tflrrifie,  — "  madam,"  repeated  I,  through  115' 
shut  teeth,  "  were  you  the  plaJntift'  m  this  cause  ? "' 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Mr.  Bullfrog."  replied  my  wifSf 
sweetly,  "  I  thought  all  the  world  knew  that  I " 

"  Horror  1  horror  I "  exclaimed  I,  sinking  back  ca 
the  seat. 

Covering  my  face  with  both  hands,  I  emitted  a  de^ 
and  deathlike  groan,  as  if  my  tormented  soul  wen 
rending  me  asunder — I,  the  most  exquisitely  fasdil- 
ioua  of  men,  and  whose  wife  was  to  have  been  ths 
moat  delicate  and  refined  of  women,  with  all  tliS 
fresh  dew-drops  glittering  on  her  virgin  rosebud  d 
a  heart  I 

I  thought  of  the  glossy  ringlets  and  pearly  teeth ;  I 
thought  o£  the  Kalydor ;  I  thought  of  the  eoachmaii'* 
bruised  ear  and  bloody  nose  ;  I  thought  of  the  tendef 
love  secrets  which  she  had  whispered  to  the  judge  ami 
jury  and  a  thousand  tittering  auditors,  —  and  gaffl 
another  groan  I 

"  Mr.  Bullfrog,"  said  my  wife. 

As  I  made  no  reply,  she  gentiy  took  my  hand* 
within  her  own,  removed  them  from  my  face,  and  fijud 
her  eyes  steadfastly  on  mine.  I 

Mr,  Bullfrog,"  said  she,  not  unkindly. 
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ion  of  her  Btrong  character,  "  let  me  advise 

0  overcome  this  foolish  weakness,  and  prove  your- 
\a  the  heat  of  your  ability,  as  good  a,  husband  as 

1  be  a  wife.  You  have  discovered,  perhaps,  sonio 
imperfections  in  yow  bride.  Well,  what  did 
ipeet?  Women  are  not  angels.  If  they  were, 
would  go  to  heaven  for  husbands  ;  or,  at  least,  be 
difficult  in  their  choice  on  earth." 

iut  why  conceal  those  imperfections  ?  "  interposed 
mulously. 

MB,  my  love,  are  not  you  a  most  unreasonable 
Bbh  7  "  said  Mrs.  Bullfrog,  patting  me  on  the 
f  "  Ought  a  woman  to  disclose  her  frailties  ear- 
han  the  wedding  day  ?  Few  husbands,  I  assure 
make  the  discovery  in  such  good  season,  and  still 
■  complain  that  these  trifles  are   concealed  tou 

(^ell,  what  a  strangii  man  you  are  I  Poh  I  yon 
the  suit  for  breach  of  promise  I  "  groaned  I. 
ih,  and  is  that  the  rub  ?  "  exclaimed  ray  wife. 
it  possible  that  you  view  that  affair  in  an  objec- 
ble  light?  Mr,  Bullfrog,  I  never  could  have 
aed  it!  Is  it  an  objection  that  I  have  trium- 
tly  defended  myself  against  slander  and  vindicated 
uri^  in  a  court  of  justice  ?  Or  do  you  complain 
ise  youi"  wife  has  sliown  the  proper  spirit  of  a 
in,  anil  punished  the  ^Tllaiu  who  trifled  with  her 
ions?" 
t"  persisted  I,  shrinking  into  a  comer  of  the 
towever,  —  for  I  did  not  know  precisely  how 
mtradictjon  the  proper  spirit  of  a  woman 
idnre,  —  "but,  ray  love,  would  it  not  have 
e  dignified  to  treat  the  villain  with  the  sileot 
B  merited  ?  "  
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"  That  ia  all  very  well,  Mr.  Bullfrog,"  said  my  wife, 
slyly ;  "  but,  in  that  case,  where  would  have  beeii  the 
Sve  thousand  dollars  which  are  to  stock  your  dif 
good»  store?" 

"Mrs.  Bullfrog,  upou  your  honor,"  demanded  1,  M 
if  my  life  hung  upon  her  words,  "  is  there  no  mistska 
about  those  five  thousand  dollars  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word  and  honor  there  is  none,"  replied 
she.  "  The  jury  gave  me  every  cent  the  rascal  hadjj 
and  I  have  kept  it  all  for  my  dear  Bullfrog," 

"  Then,  thou  dear  woman,"  cried  I,  with  an  oMft: 
whehning  gush  of  teudemesa,  "  let  me  fold  thee  tti 
my  heart.  The  basis  of  matrimonial  bliss  is  aecuiCf 
and  all  thy  little  defects  and  fi-ailties  are.  forgirav 
Nay,  since  the  residt  has  been  bo  fortunate,  I  rejoiof 
at  the  wrongs  which  drove  thee  to  this  blessed  kff 
suit.     Happy  Bullfrog  that  I  am ! " 


FIRE  WORSHIP. 

I  a  great  revolution  in  social  and  domestio  life, 

I  less  BO  in  the  life  of  a  secluded  student,  this 

bat  universal  exchange  of  the  open  fireplace  for 

cheerless  and  ungenial  stove.  On  such  a  morning 
low  lowers  around  our  old  gray  parsonage  I  miss 

bright  face  of  my  ancient  friend,  who  was  wont  to 
ce  upon  the  hearth  and  play  the  part  of  more 
lUiar  Bimshine.     It  is  sad  to  turn  fi-oni  the  cloudy 

and  sombre  landscape  ;  from  yonder  hill,  with  its 
ffu  of  rusty,  black  pines,  the  foliage  of  which  is  so 
iial  in  the  absence  of  the  sun  ;  that  bleak  pasture 
!.  and  the  broken  surface  of  the  potato  field,  with 

brown  clods  partly  concealed  by  the  snow  fall  of 

night ;  the  swollen  and  sluggish  river,  with  ice- 
■usted  bortlers,  dragging  its  bluish-gray  stream 
ig  the  verge  of  our  orchard  like  a  snake  half  tor- 
■with  the  cold,  —  it  is  sad  to  turn  from  an  outward 
le  of  so  little  comfort  and  find  the  samo  sullen  in- 
nces  brooding  within  the  precincts  of  my  study. 
lere  is  that  brilliant  guest,  that  quick  and  subtle 
it,  whom  Prometheus  lured  from  heaven  to  civilize 
ikind  and  cheer  them  in  their  wintry  desolation  — 
;  comfortable  inmate,  whose  smile,  during  eight 
itha  of  the  year,  was  our  sufficient  consolation  for 
imer's  lingerijig  advance  and  early  flight  ?  Alas  1 
f  inhospitable,  grudging  the  food  that  kept  him 
kud  mercurial,  we  Imve  thrust  hJni  into  an  iron 
Band  compel  bim  to  smoulder  away  his  li£«  oo.  % 
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daily  pittanoe  which  once  would  ha,ve  been  too  scan 
for  his  breakfast.  Without  a  metaphor,  we  now  mi 
our  fire  in  an  air-tight  stove,  and  supply  it  with  soi 
baJf  a  dozen  sticks  of  wood  between  dawn  and  ni^ 
faU. 

I  never  shall  be  reconciled  to-  this  enormity.  Tin 
may  it  be  said  that  the  world  looks  darker  for  it  1 
one  way  or  another,  here  and  there  and  all  around  ( 
the  inventions  of  mankiud  are  fast  blotting  the  jw 
iiresique,  the  poetic,  and  the  beautiful  out  of  hum) 
life.  The  domestic  fire  was  a  type  of  all  these  atti 
butes,  and  seemed  to  bring  might  and  majes^,  a 
wild  Nature  and  a  spiritual  essence  into  our  inmd 
home,  and  yet  to  dwell  with  iis  in  euch  friendliu 
that  its  mysteries  and  marvels  excited  no  dismay.  "S 
BOme  mild  companion  that  smiled  so  placidly  ia  ffl 
faces  was  he  tliat  comes  roaring  out  of  ^tna  Bf 
rushes  madly  up  the  sky  like  a  fiend  breaking  loa 
from  tomient  and  fighting  for  a  pla^e  among  the  upp 
angels.  He  it  is,  too,  that  leaps  from  cloud  to  doi 
amid  the  crashing  thunder  storm.  It  was  he  who 
the  Gheber  worshipped  with  no  unnatural  idolab] 
and  it  was  he  who  devoured  London  and  MosaowU 
many  another  famous  city  ;  and  who  loves  to  Q 
through  our  own  dark  forests  and  sweep  across  oi 
prairies,  and  to  whose  ravenous  maw,  it  is  siud,  tj 
untv(>rse  shall  one  day  be  given  as  a  final  feast.  Mei 
while  he  is  the  great  artisan  and  laboi-cr  by  whose  • 
men  are  enabled  to  build  a  world  within  a  world,  { 
at  least,  to  smooth  down  the  rough  creation  whi 
Nature  flung  to  us.  He  forges  the  mighty  anchor  M 
every  less(>r  instrnineiit ;  he  drives  the  steamboat  Bt 
drags  the  rail-ear;  and  it  was  he  —  this  creatuxe) 
terrilde  ndgfat,  imd  so  many-aided  otiU^ 
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Mve  deBtraetiveness  —  that  used  to  be  the  cheer- 
homely  friend  of  our  wintry  days,  and  whom  we 
B  made  the  prisoner  of  this  iron  cage, 
[ow  kindly  he  was  1  and,  though  the  tremendona 
nt  of  change,  yet  hearing  himself  with  eueh  gentle- 
t,  BO  rendering  himself  a  part  of  all  lifelong  and 
eoeval  associations,  that  it  seemed  as  if  he  were 
great  conservative  of  Nature.  While  a  man  was 
!  to  the  fireside,  so  long  would  he  be  true  to  eomitiy 
law,  to  the  God  whom  his  fathers  worshipped,  to 
wife  of  hia  youth,  and  to  all  things  else  which  in- 
et  or  religion  has  taught  us  to  consider  sacred. 
ih  how  sweet  himiility  did  this  elemental  spirit  per- 
il all  needful  offices  for  the  household  in  which  he 
domestirated  1  He  was  equal  to  the  concoction  of  ' 
■and  dinner,  yet  acomed  not  to  roast  a  ^tato  or 
r  a  bit  of  cheese.  How  humanely  did  he  cherish 
-I'hool-boy's  icy  fingers,  and  thaw  the  old  man's 
t^  with  a  genial  warmth  which  almost  equalled  the 
Bk  youth!  And  how  carefully  did  he  dry  the 
^Be  boots  that  had  trudged  through  mud  and 
Khnd  the  sha^y  outside  garment  stiff  with  frozen 
fet  taking  heed,  likewise,  to  the  comfort  of  the 
iful  dog  who  had  followed  his  master  through  the 

When  did  he  refuse  a  coal  to  light  a  pipe,  or 
art  of  his  own  substance  to  kindle  a  neighbor's 

jid  then  at  twilight,  when  laborer,  or  scholar, 

1  of  wliatever  age,  sex.  or  degree,  drew  a  chair 
He  him  and  looked  into  his  glowing  iane,  how 
«,  how  profound,  how  comprehensive  was  his  sym- 
ly  with  the  mood  of  each  and  all !  He  pictured  ' 
h  their  very  thiinglits,  To  the  youthful  he  showed 
scenes  of  the  adveiitiiroits  life  before  them;  to  tlie 

j_i^adpwB  of  departed  love  ajid  hoi^  *,  ^^^^^^ 
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aJl  earthly  things  had  grown  distasteful,  he  Q 
den  the  fireside  muser  with  golden  glimpses  q 
world.     And,  amid  this  varied  i 
human  soid,  how  busily  would  the  sympiri 
deep  moralist,  the  painter  of  ma^c  plot 
ing  the  teakettle  to  boil ! 

Nor  did  it  lessen  the  eliarm  of  his  Boffi 
courtesy  and  helpfulness  tliat  the  mighty  spirit 
opportunity  offered  him,  would  run  riot  throu^ 
peaceful  house,  wrap  its  inmates  in  his  terrib] 
brace,  and  leave  nothing  of  them  save  their  wh 
bones.  This  possibility  of  mad  destruction  onlj 
his  domestic  Idndncss  Hie  more  beautiful  and 
ing.  It  was  so  sweet  of  him,  being  endowed  wit 
power,  to  dwell  day  after  day,  and  one  long  lor 
night  after  another,  on  the  dusky  hearth,  only  s 
then  betraying  his  wild  nature  by  thrustij 
tongue  out  of  the  chimney  top  1  True,  ha  I 
much  mischief  in  the  world,  and  was  prettyg 
do  more  ;  but  his  warm  heart  atoned  for  a 
kindly  to  the  race  of  man;  and  they  j 
characteristic  imperfections. 

The   good   old  clergyman,  my  predec 
mansion,  was  well  acquainted  with  the  com 
fireside.     His  yearly  allowance  of  wood,  a 
the  terms  of  his  settlement,  was  no  less  I 
cords.     Almost  an  annual  forest  was  convt 
sound  oak  logs  iuto  ashes,  in  the  kitchen,  tl 
and  this  little  study,  where  now  an  unworthy  J 
not  in  the  pastoral  office,  but  merely  in  1 
abode,  sits  scribbling  beside  an  au--tight  stow 
to  fancy  one  of  those  fireside  days  wliile  tlie  goad 
a  contemporary  of  the  Revolution,  was  iu  liis 
Le,  some  five  and  sixty  years  ago. 
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less,  tlie  l>laze  hovered  upon  the  gray  skirts  of 

pit    and  dissolved  the  frostwork  that  had  gathered 

to  a.  curtain  over  the  small  window  panes.     There  ia 

unetljing  peculiar  in  the  aspect  of  the  morning  fire- 

de:~    a  fresher,  brisker  glare;   tlie  absence  of   that 

idlo^mess  which  can  be  produced  only  by  half-con* 

raned  logs,  and  shapeless  brands  with  the  white  ashes   | 

m  ihem,  and  mighty  eoals,  the  remnant  of  tree  trunks 

iliiU  t\ie  hungry  elements  have  gnawed  for  hours.    The 

miming  hearth,  too,  is  newly  swept,  and  the  brazen 

■"'irons  well  brightened,  so  that  the  cheerful  fire  may 

■  its  face  in  them.     Surely  it  was  happiness,  when 

ii'  pastor,  fortified  with  a  substantial  breakfast,  sat 

'vn  in  his  arm-chair  and  slippers  and  opened  the 

'•'•  b"Ie  Body  of  Divinity,  or  the  Commentary  on  Job, 

I  niiichever  of  his  old  folios  or  quartos  might  fall 

iiiiii  the  range  of  his  weekly  sermons.    It  must  have 

•V  his  own  fault  if  the  warmth  and  glow  of  this 

Kiilant  hearth  did  not  permeate  the  discourse  and 

■(>  liis  audience  comfortable  in  spite  of  the  bitterest 

!  [iiem  blast  that  ever  wrestled  with  the  church  stee- 

He  reads  while  the  heat  warps  the  stiff  covers  of 

\nlume  ;  he  writes  without  numbness  either  in  his 

lit  or  fingers  ;  and,  with  unstinted  band,  he  throws 

nji  atieks  of  wood  upon  the  fire. 

\  panshioner  comes  In.     With  what  warmth  of  he- 

iiknce — how  should  he  he  otherwise  than  warm  in 

'    uf  his  attributes?  —  does  the  minister  hid  him 

1 1  iirae,  and  set  a  chair  for  him  in  so  close  proximity 

;lie  hearth  that  soon  the  guest  finds  it  needful  to 

'I'l  his  scorched  shins  with  his  great  red  hands!     The 

ludted  snow  drips  from  his  steaming  boots  and  buh- 

bleg  upon  the  heartli.    His  puckered  forehead  unravels 

iclemeat  of  crlss-ci-oaB  wtinkleB.   W&  Vok&xe 
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of  the  enjoyment  of  fireside  heat  without  such  as  op- 
portunity of  marking  its  genial  effect  upon  those  who 
have  been  looking  the  inclement  weather  in  the  facB. 
In  the  course  of  the  day  our  clergyman  himself  strides 
forth,  perchance  to  pay  a  round  of  pastoral  visits ;  or, 
it  may  be,  to  visit  his  mountain  of  a  wood-pile  and 
cleave  the  monstrous  logs  into  billets  suitable  for  the 
fire.  He  returns  with  fresher  life  to  bis  beloved  heartli. 
During  the  short  afternoon  the  western  sunshine  come! 
into  the  study  and  strives  to  stare  the  ruddy  blaze  out 
of  countenance,  but  with  only  a  brief  triiraiph,  soon  to 
be  Buceeeded  by  brighter  glories  of  its  rival.  Beanti- 
ful  it  L9  to  see  the  strengthening  gleam,  the  deepening 
light  that  gradually  casts  distinct  shadows  of  the  bi^ 
man  figure,  the  table,  and  the  high-backed  chairs  opas: 
the  opposite  wall,  and  at  length,  as  twilight  comes  oif  < 
replenishes  the  room  with  living  radiance  and  maketj 
life  all  rose  color.  Afar  the  wayfarer  discerns  lJi»,j 
flickering  flame  a^  it  dances  upon  the  windows,  anLl 
hails  it  as  a  lieacon  light  of  humanity,  reminding  hin^'ii 
in  his  cold  and  lonely  path,  that  the  world  is  QattlL| 
snow  and  solitude  and  desolation.  At  eventide,  prol^i 
ably,  the  study  was  peopled  with  the  clergyman's  wiffi' 
and  family,  and  children  tumbled  themselves  upontliA;' 
hearth  rug,  and  grave  puss  sat  with  her  back  to  thsj 
fire,  or  gazed,  with  a  semblance  of  hmuan  meditadoDi 
into  its  fervid  depths.  Seasonably  the  plenteous  ggbti 
of  the  day  were  raked  over  tbe  mouldering  brands,  aiul' 
from  the  heap  came  jets  of  flame,  and  an  incense  d 
nightlong  smoke  creeping  quietly  up  the  chinmey. 

Heaven  forgive  the  old  clergyman  1  In  his  laW 
life,  when  for  almost  ninety  winters  he  hjwl  been  glad- 
dened by  the  firelight,  —  when  it  had  gleamed  upfflii 
him  from  in&mcy  to  extreme  age,  and  never 
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brightening  his  spirits  as  well  as  Ills  visage,  and  per- 
haps keeping  him  alive  so  long,  —  he  had  tlie  heart  to  j 
brick  up  his  chimney-place  and  bid  farewell  to  the  face 
oi  his  old  friend  forever,  why  did  he  not  take  an  eter- 
nal leave  of  the  Bimshine  too  ?    Hia  sixty  cords  of  wood 
had  probably  dwintUed  to  a  far  less  ample  supply  in 
modem  times;  and  it  is  certain  that  the  parsonage 
had  grown  crazy  with  time  and  tempest  and  pervious 
tti  d)e  cold ;  but  still  it  was  one  of  the  saddest  tokens   I 
of  the  tlecUne  and  fall  of  open  fireplaces  that  the  gray  I 
patriarch  should  have  deigned  to  warm  himself  at  a 
air-tight  stove. 

And  I,  likewise,  —  who  have  found  a  home  in  this 
sneiunt  owl's  nest  since  its  former  occupant  took  his 
heavenward  flight,  —  I,  to  my  shame,  have  put  up 
atovea  in  kitchen  and  parlor  and  chamber.  "Wander 
wiiere  you  will  about  the  house,  not  a  glimpse  of  the 
earth-bom,  heaven-aspiring  tiend  of  ^tna,  —  him  that 
sports  in  the  thunder  storm,  the  idol  of  the  Ghebers, 
the  devourer  of  cities,  the  forest  rioter  and  prairie 
sweeper,  the  future  destroyer  of  our  earth,  the  old 
ddmney-comer  companion  who  mingled  himself  so 
wwiably  with  household  joys  and  sorrows,  —  not  a 
glimpse  of  this  mighty  and  kindly  one  will  greet  your 
eyes.  He  is  now  an  invisible  presence.  There  is  his 
iron  cage.  Touch  it  and  he  scorches  your  fingers.  He 
ilelights  to  singe  a  garment  or  perpetrate  any  other  \\t- 
fle  unworthy  mischief ;  for  Iiis  temper  is  mined  by  the 
ingratitude  of  mankind,  for  whfim  he  cherished  such 
warmth  of  feeling,  and  to  whom  he  taught  all  their 
arts,  even  that  of  making  Ids  own  l)ri8on  house. 
Ilis  fits  of  rage  he  puffs  volumes  of  smoke  and  i. 
^  through  the  crevices  of  the  door,  and  shakes  the 

pi'WaMfloi  his  dungeon  so  as  to  overthco'n  \i\e  q 
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mental  um  upon  its  Bummit.  We  tremble  -lest  h 
should  break  foitb  amougst  us.  Much  of  his  time  i 
spent  in  sighs,  burdened  with  imutterable  grief,  anii 
long  drawn  thivsugh  the  funnel.  He  amuses  liimseU 
too,  with  repeating  all  the  whispers,  the  moans,  and 
the  louder  utterances  or  tempestuous  bowls  of  tlie 
wind ;  so  that  the  stove  becomes  a  microcosm  of  tb) 
aerial  world.  Occasionally  there  are  strange  combi- 
natious  of  sounds,  —  voices  talking  almost  articulately 
within  the  hollow  cheat  of  iron,  —  insomuch  that  fancy 
beguiles  me  with  the  idea  that  my  firewood  must  haw 
grown  in  that  infernal  forest  of  lamentable  trees  which 
breathed  their  comphiints  to  Dante.  When  the  IJEt- 
ener  is  half  asleep  he  may  readily  take  tliese  voicd 
for  the  conversation  of  spirits  ajid  assign  them  an  i* 
telligible  meaning.  Anon  there  is  a  pattering  noiMi 
—  drip,  drip,  drip,  —  as  if  a  aumuier  shower  were  fatt- 
ing within  the  narrow  circumference  of  the  stove. 

These  barren  and  tedious  eccentricities  are  all  thst 
the  air-tight  stove  can  bestow  in  exchange  for  the  in- 
valuable moral  influences  which  we  have  lost  by  on 
desertion  of  the  open  fireplace.  Alas !  is  this  woriS 
so  very  bright  that  we  can  afford  to  choke  up  suelt  1^ 
domestic  fountain  of  gladsomencss,  and  sit  down  by 
its  darkened  source  without  being  conscious  of  > 
gloom  ? 

It  is  my  belief  that  social  intercourse  cannot  liHij 
continue  what  it  has  been,  now  that  we  have  snb 
trattted  from  it  so  important  and  vivifying  an  elemen' 
as  firelight.  The  effects  will  be  more  perceptible  W 
our  children  and  the  generations  that  shall  succeei 
them  than  on  ourselves,  the  mechanism  of  whose  llE 
may  remain  unchanged,  though  its  spirit  be  far  othe 
than  it  was.    The  sacred  trust  of  the  household^ 
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R|^%een  transmitted  in  unbroken  succession  from  the  { 
earliest  ages  and  faithfully  cherished  in  spite  of  every   I 
ilinoonrageineiit,  such  as  the  curfew  law  of  the  Norman  | 
conquerors,  until  in  these  evil  days  physical  science  j 
liiis  nearly  succeeded  in  extinguishing  it.     But  we  at  I 
iti§t  have  OUT  youthful  recollectiona  tinged  with  the  'I 
'.■I'lw  of  the  hearth,  and  oiu-  lifelong  haLits  and  s 
li^ms  arranged  on  the  principle  of  a  mutual  bond 
(lie  domestic  fire.     Therefore,  though  the  sociable 
liiind  be  forever  departed,  yet  in  a  degree  he  will  be 
Bjiiritnally  present  with  us ;   and  still  more  will  the  U 
emirty  forms  which  were  once  full  of  his  rejoicing  fl 
presence  continue   to  rule   our  manners.     We   shall  \ 
draw  our  chairs  together  as  we  and  our  forefathers  i 
kve  been  wont  for  thousands  of  years  baek,  and  sit 
''i'r>imd  some  blank  and   empty  corner  of  the  room,  j 
il'hling  with  unreal  cheerfulness  of  topics  siutable  to  I 
■  liomely  fireside.     A  warmth  from  the  past  —  from  | 

■  ijL>  ashes  of  by-gone  years  and  tlie  raked-up  embers  j 
if  long  ago — will  sometimes  thaw  the  ic«  about  our  | 
iicarts ;  but  it  must  be  otherwise  with  our  sueoessora. 
On  the  most  favorable   supposition,  they  will  be  i 
ijuatnt«d  with  the  fireside  in  no  l^etter  shape  than  that 

of  the  sullen  stove  ;  and  more  probably  they  will  have 
imrni  up  amid  furnaj^e  heat  in  houses  which  might  be 
iin'ied  to  have  their  foundation  over  the  infernal  pit, 

■  iii!ic«  sulphurous  steams  and  unbreathable  exliala- 
'  irw  ascend  through  the  apertures  of  the  floor.  There 
nil]  be  nothing  to  attraet  these  poor  cliildren  to  one  I 
centre.  They  will  never  behold  one  another  through  \ 
tliat  peculiar  medium  of  vision  —  the  mddy  gleain  of 
tJazing  wood  or  bituminous  coal — which  gives  the 
human  spirii  so  deep  an  insight  into  its  fellows  and 

""""'"*'  ■"         ■-     -         ^g  cordial  lieait  ol^ 
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Domeatic  life,  if  it  may  still  be  termed  domestic,  H 
seek  its  separate  comers,  and  never  gather  itself  into 
f^ups.  The  easy  gossip  ;  the  merry  yet  unambiliam 
jest',  the  lifelike,  practical  discussion  of  real  matters 
in  a  casual  way ;  the  soul  of  truth  which  is  so  often 
incarnated  in  a  simple  fireside  word,  —  will  disappear 

I  from  earth.  Conversation  will  contract  the  air  of  de- 
bate and  all  mortal  intercourse  be  chUlod  with  &  fatal 

'  frost  ' 

In  classic  times,  the  exhortation  to  fight  "  pro  aril  ' 
et  focis,"  for  the  altars  and  tlie  lieartlis,  was  consid'  I 
ered  the  strongest  appeal  that  could  be  made  to  patri- 
otism. And  it  seemed  an  immortal  utterance  ;  for  all 
subsequent  ages  and  people  have  acknowledged  its 
force  and  responded  to  it  with  the  full  portion  of  man' 
hood  that  Nature  had  assigned  to  each.  Wisely  were 
the  altar  and  the  hearth  conjoined  in  one  mighty  aen- 

'  tence ;  for  the  hearth,  too,  had  its  kindred  sanctity* 
Religion  sat  down  beside  it,  not  in  the  piiestly  robeS 
whicli  decorated  and  perhaps  disguised  her  at  tho 
altar,  bat  arrayed  in  a  simple  matron's  garb,  and  ut- 
tering her  lessons  with  the  tenderness  of  a  mother's 
voice  and  heart.  The  holy  hearth!  If  any  earthly 
and  material  thing,  or  rather  a  divine  idea  embodied 

fin  brick  and  mortar,  might  be  suppoBe.1  to  possess  the 
permanence  of  moral  truth,  it  was  this,  AU  revered 
it.  The  man  who  did  uot  put  off  his  shoes  upon  tliis 
holy  ground  would  have  deemed  it  pastime  to  trample 
upon  the  altar.  It  has  been  our  task  to  uproot  the 
hearth.  What  further  reform  is  left  for  our  chDdnn 
to  achieve,  unless  they  overthrow  the  altar  too?  And 
^  by  what  appeal  hereafter,  when  the  breath  of  hosfil  | 

^         fcrmies  may  mingle  with  the  poor,  cold  breexes  tftdlH 

kr-""""'""'"*!! 
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pfe  for  your  hearths  ?  There  will  be  none  through- 
,  the  land.  Fight  for  tour  stoves  I  Not  I,  in 
th.     If  in  such  a  cause  I  stiite  a  blow,  it  shall  be 

e  invader's  part ;  and  Heaven  grant  that  it  may 

*  the  abomination  all  to  piecea. 
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Balmy  Spring  —  weeks  later  tlian  we  expected  and 
niontha  later  than  we  longed  for  her  —  comes  at  last 
to  revive  the  moss  on  the  roof  and  walla  of  our  old 
mansion.  She  peeps  brightly  into  my  study  window, 
inviting  me  to  throw  it  open  and  create  a  summer  at- 
mosphere by  the  intermixture  of  her  genial  breath 
with  the  black  and  cheerless  comfort  of  the  stove.  Ai 
the  casement  ascends,  forth  into  inBoite  space  fly  the 
innumerable  forms  of  thought  or  fancy  that  have  kept 
me  company  in  the  retirement  of  this  little  chamber 
daring  the  sluggish  lapse  of  wi'itry  weather ;  visions, 
gay,  grotesque,  and  sad ;  pictures  of  real  life,  tinted 
with  Nature's  homely  gray  and  russet ;  scenes  in  di-eam- 
land  bedizened  with  rainbow  hues  which  fa*led  before 
they  were  well  laid  on,  all  these  may  vanish  now,  and 
leave  me  to  mould  a  fresh  existence  out  of  sunshine. 
Brooding  Meditation  may  flap  her  dusky  iMngs  and 
take  her  owl-like  flight,  blinking  amid  the  cheerful-  j 
ness  of  noontide.  Such  companions  beflt  tlie  season  i 
of  frosted  window  panes  and  crackling  fires,  when  ths  ( 
blast  howls  throt^h  the  black  ash-trees  of  our  avenue  | 
and  the  drifting  snow-storm  chokes  up  the  woo<IpatIis 
and  fills  the  highway  from  stone-wall  to  stone-wall. 
In  the  spring  and  .smnmer  time  all  sombre  thoughta  i 
should  follow  the  winter  northward  with  the  sombre 
and  thoughtful  crows.  The  old  paradisiacal  economy 
of  Me  is  again  in  force ;  we  live,  not  to  think  or  to 
tabor,  bat  for  the  simple  end  oi  'VieVag  ^ik^'^'j.   'StCjSBt 


BUDS  AND  BIRD    VOICES. 


Wf^tdT  the  prcaent  hour  is  worthy  of  man's  infinite  I 
Opacity  Bave  to  imbibe  the  warm  smile  of  heaven  aa4 1 
Bvmpathize  with  the  reviving  earth. 

The  present  Spring  comes  onward  with  fleeter  foot- J 
steps,  because  Winter  lingered  so  unconscionably  long  J 
that  with  her  best  diligence  she  can  hardly  retrieved 
half  the  allotted  period  of  her  reign.     It  is  but  a  fort 
night  ainee  I  stood  on  the  brink  of  our  swollen  i 
and  beheld  the  accumulated  ice  of  four  frozen  mouths  1 
go  down  the  stream.      Except  in   streaks  here   and  I 
tliere  upon  the  hill-sides,  the  whole  visible  universe  was  J 
then  covered  witli  deep  snow,  the  netliermost  layer  of  1 
which  had  been  deposited  by  an  early  December  storm.] 
It  was  n  sight  to  make  the  beholder  torpid,  in  the  im- 1 
possibility  of  imagining  how  this  vast  white  napkin  was  J 
to  be  removed  from  the  face  of  the  corpse-like  world  1 
in  less  time  than  had  been  required  to  spread  it  there.-! 
But  who  can  estimate  the  power  of  gentle  inSueneeSj.r 
whether  amid  material  desolation  or  the  moral  winter  I 
of   man's  heart  ?     There  have  been   no  tempestuous 
rains,  even  no  sultry  days,  but  a  constant  breath  of 
southern  winds,  with  now  a  day  of  kindly  sunsliine  and 
now  a  no'  less  kindly  mist,  or  a  soft  descent  of  showerSj^H 
in  which  a  smile  and  a  blessing  seemed  to  have  been^| 
steeped.     The   snow  has   vanished   as  if   by  magic ;  B 
whatever  heaps  may  be  hidden  in  the  woods  and  deep 
gorges  of  the  hills,  only  two   solitary  specks  remain 
in  the  landscape ;  and  those  I  shall  almost  regret  to 
nusB  when  to-morrow  I  look  for  them  in  vain.     Neve: 
btifore,  methinks,  has  spring  pressed  so  closely  on  tht 
footsteps  of  retreating  winter.    Along  the  roadside  the 
green  bLides  of  grass  have  sprouted  on  the  vec^  ^d^« 
nf  the  SDOw-drifts.     The  pastures  and  tttO'Jna^  fee\&Bs 
g^^jgt  OBaamed  a  genersJ  aspect  oi-veti: 
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neither  have  they  the  cheerless  brown  tint  v 
wear  in  latter  autumn  when  vegetation  has  ei 
ceased ;  there  is  now  a  faint  shadow  of  life,  gra 
brightening  into  the  warm  reality.  Some  tra 
a  happy  exposure,  —  as,  for  instance,  yonder 
western  slope  of  an  orchard,  in  front  of  that  ol 
farm-house  beyond  the  river,  —  such  patches  oi 
already  wear  a  beautifid  and  tender  green,  to  wh 
future  luxuriance  can  add  a  charm.  It  looks  ui 
a  prophecy,  a  hope,  a  transitory  effect  of  some  pe 
light,  which  will  vanish  with  the  slightest  mot 
the  eye.  But  beauty  is  never  a  delusion  ;  not 
verdant  tracts,  but  the  dark  and  barren  landscs 
around  them,  is  a  shadow  and  a  dream.  Each  m 
wins  some  portion  of  the  earth  from  death  to  1 
sudden  gleam  of  verdure  brightens  along  the 
slope  of  a  bank  which  an  instant  i^  was  brow 
bare.  You  look  again,  and  behold  an  appariti 
green  grass ! 

The  trees  in  our  orchard  and  elsewhere  are 
naked,  but  ah«ady  appear  full  of  life  and  veg 
blood.  It  seems  as  if  by  one  magic  touch  they 
instantaneously  burst  into  full  foliage,  and  thi 
wind  which  now  sighs  through  their  naked  brs 
might  make  sudden  music  amid  innumerable  1 
The  mossgrown  willow-tree,  which  for  forty 
past  has  overshadowed  these  western  windows 
be  among  the  first  to  put  on  its  green  attire. 
are  some  objections  to  tiie  willow ;  it  is  not  a  di 
cleanly  tree,  and  impresses  the  beholder  with  ax 
ciation  of  sliminess.  No  trees,  I  think,  are  pei 
agreeable  as  companions  unless  they  have  | 
leavBg,  dry  bark,  and  a  firm  awl  hard  texture  of 
jUk/  brandies.     But  the  willow  is  akao&\.  ^Jaatafi 
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|9ftden  us  with  the  promise  and  reality  of  beauty  in  i 
its  graceful  and  delicate  foliage,  and  the  last  to  scat-  i 
ter  its  yellow,  yet  scarcely  withered,  leaves,  upon  the  I 
ground.  All  through  the  winter,  too,  its  yellow  twigs  I 
give  it  a  sunny  aspect,  which  is  not  without  a  cheer-  1 
ing  influence,  even  in  the  grayest  and  gloomiest  day.  | 
Beneath  a  clouded  sky  it  faithfully  remembers  the 
Bhine.  Our  old  house  woidd  lose  a  charm  were  the 
willow  to  be  cut  down,  with  its  golden  crown  over  the 
Miow-covered  roof  and  its  heap  of  summer  verdure. 

The  lilac  shrubs  under  my  study  window  are  like-  I 
wise  almost  in  leaf:  in  two  or  three  days  more  I  may  I 
put  forth  my  hand  and  phiek  the  topmost  bough  in  ita  I 
freshest  green.     These  lilacs  are  very  aged,  and  have   \ 
lost  the  luxuriant  foliage  of  their  prime.     The  heart,  J 
or  the  judgment,  or  the  moral  sense,  or  the  taste  i 
(Mssatistied  with  their  present  aspect.     Old  age  is  not  I 
venerable  when  it  embodies  itself  In  lilacs,  rose  bushes, 
or  any  other  ornamental   shrub ;  it  seems  as  if  such  1 
plants,  as  they  grow  only  for  beauty,  ought  to  flourish 
always  in  immortal  youth,  or,  at  least,  to  die  before  f 
their  sad  decrepitTide.     Trees  of  beauty  are  trees  of  I 
paradise,  and  therefore  not  subject  to  decay  by  their   I 
original  nature,  though  they  have  lost  that  precious  I 
birthright  by  being  transplanted  to  an  earthly  soil,  f 
There  is  a  kind  of  ludicrous  unfitness  in  the  idea  of  a  | 
time-stricken  and  grandfatherly  lilao  bush.     The  anal- 
ogy holds  good  in  hiuuan  life.     Persons  who  can  only 
be  gracefid  and  ornamental  —  who  can  give  the  world 
nothing  but  flowers  —  should  die  young,  and  never  be  | 
seen  with  gray  hair  and  wrinkles,  any  more  than  the 
Sower  shrubs  with  mossy  bark  and  blighted  folia^*^, 
like  the  Ytlaes  under  my  window.     Not  tV«X.  \K;a».yj  'i& 
t  Jees  than   immortality  *,   no,  iiifc  ^ 
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I  Bhonld  live  forever  —  and  Uienee,  perhaps,  tlie 
'  impropriety  when  we  see  it  triumphed  over  by  timft 
Apple-treea,  on  the  other  hand,  grow  old  ivithout  k- 
proaeb.  Let  them  live  as  long  as  they  may,  and  conr 
tort  themselves  into  whatever  perversity  of  shape  th^ 
please,  and  deck  their  withered  limbs  with  a  Bprio^f 
time  gaudinesB  of  pink  blossoms ;  still  they  are  re> 
apectable,  even  if  they  afford  ua  only  an  apple  or  two 
in  a  season.  Those  few  apples  — or,  at  all  events,  tba 
reraembi-ance  of  apples  in  by-gone  years — are  tin 
atonement  which  utilitarianiBm  inexorably  deniantla 
for  the  privilege  of  lengtheneil  life.  Ilumas  flower 
shrubs,  if  they  will  grow  old  on  eailb,  should,  besidm 
their  lovely  blossoms,  bear  some  kind  of  fruit  that  will 

(satisfy  eaithly  ajipetites,  else  neither  man  nor  the  de- 
corum of  Nature  will  deem  it  lit  that  the  moss  should 
gather  on  them. 

One  of  the  first  things  tliat  strikes  the  attentioD 
when  the  white  sheet  of  winter  is  withdrawn  is  the 
neglect  and  disarray  that  lay  hidden  beneath  it.     Nat- 

'  ore  is  not  cleanly,  according  to  our  prejudices.  The 
beauty  of  preceding  years,  now  transformed  to  brown 
and  blighted  deformity,  obstructs  the  brightening  love- 
liness of  the  present  hoiu:.  Our  avenue  is  strewn  with 
the  whole  crop  of  autumn's  withered  leaves.  There 
are  quantities  of  decayed  branches  which  one  tempest 
after  another  has  flung  down,  black  and  rotten,  and 
one  or  two  with  the  ruin  of  a  bird's  nest  clin^g  to 
them.  In  the  garden  are  the  dried  bean  vines,  the 
brown  stalks  of  tlie  asparagus  bed,  and  melanchol; 
old  cabbages  which  weje  frozen  into  the  soil  befon 
their  unthrifty  cidtivator  coidd  find  time  to  gathei 
them.     How  invariably,  throngbowt  all  the  fonns  ffl 

life,  do  we  find  these  intemungleA  xaei 
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On  the  soil  of  thought  and  in  the  garden  of  the  hear^l 
Bs  well  as  in  the  sensual  world,  lie  withered  leaves  — 
the  ideas  and  feelings  that  we  have  done  with,     TheraJ 
is  no  wind  strong  enough  to  sweep  them  away ;  infi-l 
nite  space  will  not  gamer  them  from  our  sight.    What! 
mean  they?     Why  may  we  not  be  permitted  to  livtifl 
and  enjoy,  as  if  this  were  the  first  life  and  our  own-fl 
the  primal  enjoyment,  instead  of  treading  always  oaM 
these  dry  hones  and  mouldering  relics,  from  the  aged  I 
accumulation  of  which  springs  all  that  now  appears  stfti 
young  and  new?     Sweet  must  have  been  the  spring-M 
time  of  Eden,  when  no  earlier  year  had  strewn  i 
decay  upon  the  virgin  turf  and  no  former  experienoc 
had  ripened  into  summer  and  faded  into  automn  inl 
the  hearts  of  its  inhabitants !    That  was  a  world  wortit  1 
living  in.     O  thou  murmurer,  it  is  out  of  the  veiy  I 
wantonness  of  such  a  life  that  thou  feignest  these  idle  | 
lamentations.     There  is  no  decay.     Each  human  soul  I 
is  thtt  first-created  inhabitant  of  its  own  Eden.     We 
dwell  in  an  old  moss-covered  mansion,  and  tread  in 
the  worn  footprints  of  the  past,  and  have  a  gray  clergy- 
man's ghost  for  our  daily  and  nightly  inmate ;  yet  all 
Ke  outward  circumstanceB  are  made  less  than  vision- 
ty  the  renewing  power  of  the  spirit.     Should  the 
tt  ever  lose   this   power,  —  should   the   withered 
leaves,  and  the  rotten  branches,  and  the  moss-covered 
house,  and  the  ghost  of  the  gray  past  ever  become  its 
realities,  and  the  verdure  and  the  freshness  merely  its 
faJBt  dream,  —  then  let  it  pray  to  be  released  from    J 
earth.     It  will  need  the  air  of  heaven  to  revive  its  l^| 
pristine  energies.  '^ 

What  an  unlooked-for  flight  was  tliis  from  our  shad- 
owy avenue  of  black  ash  and  balm  oi  GWeaA  t^et'iVnXft 
Ate  iuRnite  I    Now  wb  have  our  feet  again  wipoii  '*W 
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I  turf.     Nowhere  does  the  grass  Bpring  up  ao  indostri- 
ou8ly  as  in  this  homely  yard,  along  the  Laae  of  the 
stone  wall,  and  in  the  sheltered  nooks  of  the  buIldingB, 
and  especially  around  the  southern  doorstep  —  a  local- 
ity which  seems  particularly  favorable  to  its  gi-owtli, 
for  it  ia  already  tall  enough  to  bend  oTer  and  wave  ia  j 
the  wind.     I  obsei-ve  that  several  weeds  —  and  nuMt  I 
frequently  a  plant  that  stains  the  fingers  with  its  yel- 
low juice —  have  survived  and  retained  their  freshneia 
and  aap  throughout  the  winter.     One  knows  not  hoir  | 
they  have  deserved  such  an  exception  from  the  com-  i 
mon  lot  of  their  race.     They  are  now  the  patriarohi  ' 
of  the  departed  year,  and  may  preach  mortality  to  ttl  ' 
present  generation  of  flowers  and  weeds, 

Among  the  delights  of  spring,  how  ia  it  possible  lo 
forget  the  birds  ?  Even  the  crows  were  welcome  at 
the  sable  harbingers  of  a  brighter  and  livelier  race. 
They  visited  us  before  the  snow  was  off,  but  seem  t 
mostly  to  have  betaken  themselves  to  remote  depths  cl 
the  woods,  which  they  haimt  all  summer  long.  Many  ' 
a  time  shall  I  disturb  them  tliere,  and  feel  as  if  I  had 
intruded  among  a  company  of  silent  worshippers,  as 
they  sit  in  Sabbath  stillness  among  the  tree-tops. 
Their  voices,  when  tliey  speak,  are  in  admirable  ao- 
cordanee  with  the  tranquil  solitude  of  a  summer  aftei> 
noon ;  and,  resoimding  so  far  above  the  head,  their 
loud  clamor  increases  the  religious  quiet  of  the  aoene 
instead  of  breaking  it.  A  crow,  however,  has  no  real 
pretensions  to  religion,  in  spite  of  his  gravity  of  mien 
tnd  black  attire ;  he  is  certainly  a  thief,  and  ]>robably 
an  uifidel.  The  gulls  are  far  moi-e  respectable,  in  a 
moral  point  of  view.  These  denizens  of  sea4>eateii 
rocks  and  haunters  of  the  lonely  beach  Lome  up  oar 

ialand  river  at  this  geawn,  and.  aoax  \\\^  ^nvt 
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fl&pping  their  broad  wings   in  the   upper   sunahisei  I 
They  are  antoag  the  most  picturesqne  of  birds,  bot  I 
cause  they  so  float  and  rest  upon  the  air  as  to  l>ecoma  I 
iibnost  stationary  parts  of  the  landscape.     The  imag-  ' 
ination  has  time  to  grow  acquainted  with  them ;  they  I 
have  not  flitted  away  in  a  moment.    You  go  up  among  I 
the  clouds  and  greet  these  lofty-flighted  gulls,  and  re-  " 
pose  cocfideutly  with  them  upon  the  sustaining  atmos- 
[iliere.     Ducks  have  their  haunts  along  the   solitary 
places  of  the  river,  and  alight  in  flocks  upon  the  broad 
bosom  of  the  overflowed  meadows.     Their  flight  is  too 
rapid  and  determined  for  the  eye  to  catch  enjoyment 
from  it,  although  it  never  fails  to  stir  up  the  heart' 
with  the  sportsman's  ineradicable  instinct.    They  hav?  J 
now  gone  farther  northward,  but  will  visit  us  agaiff  i 
iu  autumn. 

The  smaller  birds,  —  the  little  songsters  of  tbff  J 
woods,  and  those  that  haunt  man's  dwellings  and  j 
claim  human  friendship  by  building  their  nests  imder 
the  sheltering  eaves  or  among  the  orchard  trees  — 
these  require  a  touch  more  delicate  and  a  gentler  heart 
than  mine  to  do  them  jxistice.  Their  outburst  of  mel- 
udy  is  like  a  brook  let  loose  from  wintry  chains.  W« 
need  not  deem  it  a  too  high  and  solemn  word  to  call  I 
it  a  hymn  of  prajse  to  the  Creator ;  since  Nature,  who  f 
pictures  the  reviving  year  lq  so  many  sights  of  beauty, 
has  expressed  the  sentiment  of  renewed  life  in  no  other 
sound  save  the  notes  of  these  blessed  birds.  Their 
music,  however,  just  now,  seems  to  be  incidental,  and 
Dot  the  result  of  a  set  purpose.  They  are  discussing 
tbe  economy  of  life  and  love  and  the  site  and  architect- 
ure of  theii'  simmier  residences,  and  have  no  time  to 
sit  on  a  twig-  and  pour  forth  solemn  \iynma,  wc  qn«s- 
ttireti,  operaa,  symphonies,  and  waltzes.     itH»i3VJa  opafo 


I 
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Hona  are  asked ;  grave  subjects  are  settled  in  qmcb  j 
and  animated  debate ;  and  only  by  occasional  aoci-  ^ 
dent,  as  from  pure  ecstasy,  does  a  rich  warble  roll  its  , 
tiny  waves  of  golden  sound  through  the  atmosphere.  | 
Their  little  bodies  are  as  busy  as  their  voices ;  they  are 
in  a  constant  flutter  and  restlessness.  Even  when  two 
or  three  retreat  to  a  tree-top  to  hold  council,  they  wag 
their  tails  and  heads  all  the  time  with  the  irrepressible 
activity  of  their  nature,  which  perhaps  renders  their 
brief  span  of  life  in  reality  as  long  as  the  patriarch^ 
age  of  sluggish  man.  The  blackbirds,  three  species 
of  which  consort  together,  are  the  noisiest  of  all  our 
feathered  citizens.  Great  companies  of  them  —  more 
than  the  famous  "  four  and  twenty "  whom  Mothei 
Goose  has  immortalized  —  congregate  in  contiguotu 
tree-tops  and  vociferate  with  all  the  clamor  and  con- 
fusion of  a  turbulent  poUtical  meeting.  Politics,  cer- 
tainly, must  be  the  occasion  of  such  tumultuous  de- 
bates ;  but  still,  unlike  all  other  politicians,  they  instil 
melody  into  their  individual  utterances  and  prodnee 
harmony  as  a  general  effect.  Of  all  bird  voices,  umia 
are  more  sweet  and  cheerful  to  my  ear  than  those  of 
swallows,  in  the  dim,  sun-streaked  interior  of  a  lofty 
bam  ;  they  address  the  heart  with  even  a  closer  sym- 
pathy than  robin  redbreast.  But,  indeed,  all  these 
I  winged  people,  that  dwell  in  the  vicinity  of  home- 
'  Bt«ads,  seem  to  partake  of  human  nature,  and  possess 
the  gemi,  if  not  the  development,  of  immortal  soiUs. 
We  hear  them  saying  their  melodious  prayers  at  morn- 
ing's blush  and  eventide.  A  little  while  ago,  in  the 
deep  of  night,  there  came  the  lively  thrill  of  a  bird's 
note  from  a  neighboring  tree  —  a  real  song,  such  as 
greets  the  purple  dawn  or  mingles  with  the  yellow  aun- 
•Aine.      What  could  the  little  \j\si\aewn\s3 
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^Bh  at  midnight?  Probably  the  musio  gushetl  out  oi'u 
the  midst  of  a  dream  in  which  he  fancied  himself  in  I 
liaradise  with  his  mate,  but  suddenly  awoke  on  a  cold,  I 
leafless  bough,  with  a  New  England  mist  peneti'ating  ^ 
tlii-ough  his  feathers.  That  was  a  sad  exchange  oil 
imagination  for  reality.  M 

Insects  are  among  the   earliest  births   of   spiing^  1 
Multitudes  of  I  know  not  what  species  appeared  long 
ago  on  the  surface  of  the  snow.     Clouds  of  them,  al- 
most too  minute  for  sight,  hover  in  a  beam  of  sunshine, 
and  vanish,  as  if  annihilated,  when  they  pass  into  the  J 
.thade.     A  mosquito  has  already  been  heard  to  sound  I 
the  small  horror  of  his  bugle  horn.     Wasps  infest  the  I 
sunny  windows  of  the  house.     A  bee  entered  one  of 
the  chambers  with  a  prophecy  of  flowers,     Bare  but- 
terflies came  before  the  snow  was  off,  flaunting  in  the 
chill  breeze,   and  looking  forlorn  and  all  astray,  iit.J 
spite  of  the  magnificence  of  their  dark,  velvet  cloaka^  | 
with  golden  borders. 

The  fields  and  woodpaths  have  as  yet  few  charms  to 
entice  the  wanderer.  In  a  walk,  the  other  day,  I  found 
no  violets,  nor  anemones,  nor  anything  in  the  likeness 
of  a  flower.  It  was  worth  while,  however,  to  ascend  J 
onr  opposite  hill  for  the  sake  of  gaining  a  general  ideal 
of  the  advance  of  spring,  which  I  had  hitherto  been  I 
studying  in  its  minute  developments.  The  river  lay 
around  me  in  a  semicircle,  overflowing  all  the  mead- 
ows which  give  it  its  Indian  name,  and  offering  a 
noble  breadth  to  sparkle  in  the  sunbeams.  Along  the 
hither  shore  a  row  of  trees  stood  up  to  their  knees  in 
water ;  and  afar  off,  on  the  surface  of  the  stream,  tufts 
of  bushes  thrust  up  their  heads,  as  it  were,  to  breathe. 
The  most  striking  objects  were  great  soVVtat^  ttfeft%\>s«fc 
and  there,  with  a  mile  wide  mraatft  ot^^ritet  <ii^  t 
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'  them.  The  oartaihnent  of  the  trunk,  by  its  imn 
I  in  the  river,  quite  destroys  the  fab  proportions  of  l&r 
tree,  and  thus  makes  us  sensible  of  a  regularity  and 
propriety  in  the  usual  forms  of  Nature.  The  flood  of 
tile  present  season — though  it  never  amounta  to  a 
freshet  on  our  quiet  streaui  —  has  encroached  farther 
upon  the  land  than  any  previous  one  fur  at  least  a 
score  of  years.  It  lias  ovei-flowed  stone  fejices,  and 
even  rendered  a  portion  o£  the  highway  navigable  for 
boats.  The  waters,  however,  are  now  gradually  sub- 
siding; islands  become  annexed  to  the  main  land; 
and  other  islands  emerge,  like  new  creations,  from  the 
watery  waste.  The  st«ne  supplies  an  admirable  image 
of  the  receding  of  the  Nile,  ex*'ei)t  that  there  is  no 
deposit  of  black  slime ;  or  of  Noah's  flood,  only  that 
there  ia  a  freshness  and  novelty  in  these  recovered, 
portions  of  the  continent  which  give  the  impression  o£ 
a  world  just  made  rather  than  of  one  so  poUated  that 
a  deluge  had  been  requisite  to  purify  it.  These  np- 
gpringing  islands  are  the  greenest  spots  in  the  land- 
scape ;  the  first  gleam  of  simlight  suffices  to  cover 
them  with  verdure. 

Thank  Providence  for  spring!  The  earth  —  and 
man  lilmself,  by  sympathy  with  his  birthplace — would 
he  far  other  than  we  find  them  if  life  toiled  wearily 
onward  without  this  periodical  infusion  of  the  primal 
spirit.  Will  the  world  ever  be  so  decayed  that  spring 
may  not  renew  its  greenness  ?  Can  man  be  so  dismally 
age-stricken  that  no  faintest  sunsliine  of  his  youth 
may  revisit  him  once  a  year?  It  is  iinponsible.  The 
moss  on  our  timewom  mansion  brightens  into  beauty! 
tlie  good  old  pastor  who  once  dwelt  here  renewed  luH 
prime,  refined  his  boyhood,  in  the  genial  breezes  of 
&is  mucijetb  spring.     Alas  ior  tiie  ^oxa  ^s\dL\ 
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',  whether  in  youth  or  age,  it  have  outlived  its 
vilege  of  Bpring-tiine  sprightliness  !  From  such  a 
1  the  world  must  hope  no  reformation  of  its  evil, 
sjTupathy  with  the  lofty  faith  and  gallant  struggles 
those  who  contend  in  its  behalf.  Summer  works 
:he  present,  and  thinks  not  of  the  future ;  autumn 
J ;  winter  has  utterly  lost  its  faith, 
I  tremulously  to  lie  rememhrance  of  what 
t  spring,  with  its  outgushing  life,  is  the 
he  movement. 
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MONSIEUR   DU  MIROIR. 

Than  the  gentleman  above  named,  there  it 
in  the  whole  circle  of  my  acquaintance,  whom  I  ) 
more  attentively  studied,  yet  of  whom  I  have  lesufl 
knowledge,  beneath  the  surface  which  it  pleaacB  | 
to  present.  Being  anxious  to  discover  who  and  1 
he  really  is,  and  how  connected  with  me,  and  1 
are  to  be  the  results  to  him  and  to  myself  of  tbft  |j 
interest  which,  without  any  choice  oa  my  part,  a 
to  be  permanently  estahlishetl  between  us,  — 
cited,  furthermore,  by  the  propensities  of  a  studc 
human  nature,  though  doubtfid  whether  Monaiem 
Miroir  have  aught  of  humanity  but  the  figure, — I 
have  determiued  to  place  a  few  of  his  remarkable 
points  before  the  public,  hoping  to  be  favored  with 
some  clew  to  the  explanation  of  his  character.  Nor 
let  the  reader  condemn  any  part  of  the  narrative  aa 
frivolous,  since  a  subject  of  such  grave  reflection  dif- 
fuses its  importance  tlirough  the  minutest  particidars; 
and  there  is  no  Judging  beforehand  what  odd  little 
circumstance  may  do  the  office  of  a  blind  man's  dog 
among  the  perplexities  of  this  dark  investigation ;  and 
however  extraordinary,  marvellous,  preternatural,  and 
utterly  incredible  some  of  the  meditated  disclosorea 
may  appear,  I  pledge  my  honor  to  maintain  as  sacred 
a  regard  to  fact  as  if  my  testimony  were  given  on  oath 
and  involved  the  dearest  interests  of  tlie  puruonage  in 
Not  that  tliere  is  matter  for  a  criminal  ao- 

'iion  against  Moosieui  da  Mirou,  uoi:  axo.  \  ll&ft 
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man  to  bring  it  forward  if  thers  were.  The  chief  tl 
1  complain  of  is  his  impenetrable  mystery,  which  ii 
ln'tter  tlian  npnsense  if  it  conceal  anything  good,  i 
,  much  worse  in  the  contrary  case. 

But  if  undue  partialities  could  be  supposed  to  inflia 
ijiice  me,  Monsieur  da  Miroir  might  hope  to  pron 
rather  than  to  suffer  by  them,  for  in  the  whole  of  oi^ 
long  intercourse  we  have  seldom  had  the  slightest  d 
apteraent ;  and,  moreover,  there  are  reasons  for  supn^l 
j^osing  him  a  near  relative  of  mine,  and  consequently, 
eiititled  to  the  best  word  that  I  can  give  him.  He 
bears  iindisputably  a  strong  personal  resemblance  to 
myself,  and  generally  puts  on  moumiag  at  the  funerals 
of  the  family.  On  the  other  liand,  his  name  woiild  in- 
dicate a  French  descent ;  in  which  case,  uifinitely  pre- 
ferring that  my  blood  should  flow  from  a  bold  British 
and  pure  Puritan  source,  I  beg  leave  to  dischum  all 
kindred  with  Monsieur  du  Miroir.  Some  genealo- 
s  traco  his  origin  to  Spain,  and  dub  him  a  knight 
I  the  order  of  the  Caballeros  de  lo8  Espejoz, 
1  of  whom  was  overthrown  by  Don  Quixote.  But 
t  Bays  Monsieur  du  Miroir  himself  of  his  pat*r- 
f  and  his  fatherland  ?  Not  a  word  did  he  ever  say 
■boat  the  matter ;  and  herein,  perhaps,  lies  one  of  Yai^  \ 
moBt  especial  reasons  for  maintaining  such  a  vesatiooa  i 
mystery,  that  he  lacks  tlie  faculty  of  speech  to  ex- 
poimd  it.  His  lips  are  sometimes  seen  to  move  ;  his 
eyes  and  countenance  are  alive  with  shifting  expres- 
rion.  as  if  corresponding  by  visible  liieroglyphics  to 
his  modulated  breath ;  and  anon  he  will  seem  to  pauaQ  J 
wit))  as  satisfied  an  air  as  if  he  bad  been  talking  ea^*' 

tnt  sense.    Good  sense  or  bad,  Monsieur  du  Miroir 
||i^e  aolo  judge  oi  his  own  convevaa^nsA.  y**^*'^*-' 
''Aviag  -irJuBpered  so  much  aa  &  s^j^^s^^  *i^>iiV 
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reached  the  ears  of  any  otlier  auditor.  Ishe>^9i 
dmnh  ?  or  is  all  the  world  deaf  ?  or  is  it  merely  a  piS 
of  my  friend's  waggery,  meant  for  nothing  but  to  malt 
fools  of  UB  ?     If  so  he  has  the  joke  all  to  himself. 

This  dumb  devil  which  possesses  Monsieur  du  Miroi 
is,  I  am  peranailed,  the  sole  reason  that  he  does  nc 
make  me  tlie  most  flattering  protestations  of  frienc 
ship.  In  many  particulars  —  indeed,  as  to  all  lu 
cognizable  and  not  preternatural  points,  except  thai 
once  in  a  great  while,  I  speak  a  word  or  two  —  then 
exists  tha  greatest  apparent  sympathy  between  ui 
Such  is  his  confidence  in  my  taste  that  he  goea  aatra 
from  the  general  fashion  and  copies  all  his  dresse 
after  mine.  I  never  try  on  a  new  garment  withou 
expecting  to  meet  Monsieur  du  Miroir  in  one  of  th 
same  pattern.  He  has  duplicates  of  all  my  waistcoal 
and  cravats,  shirt  bosoms  of  precisely  a  similar  plai 
and  an  old  coat  for  private  wear,  manufactiu«d.  I  3ui 
pect,  by  a  Chinese  tailor,  in  exact  imitation  of  a  b( 
loved  old  coat  of  mine,  with  a  facsimile,  stitt^h  by  adtcl 
of  a  patch  upon  the  elbow.  In  truth,  the  singular  ao 
minute  coincidenees  that  occur,  both  in  the  accidenl 
of  the  passing  day  and  the  serious  events  of  our  live 
remind  mo  of  those  doubtful  legends  of  lovers,  or  twi 
children,  twins  of  fate,  who  have  lived,  enjoyed,  sii 
fered*  and  died  in  unison,  each  faithfully  repealin 
the  last  tremor  of  the  other's  breath,  though  sepi 
rated  by  vast  tracts  of  sea  and  land.  Strange  to  sw 
my  incommodities  belong  equally  to  my  companioi 
though  the  bunlen  is  nowise  alleviated  by  his  partic 
pation.  The  other  morning,  after  a  night  of  tornui 
from  the  toothache,  I  met  Monsieur  du  Miroir  wit 
gueb  a  swollen  anguish  in  his  cheek  that  my  irtt 
were  redoubled,  aa  -were  aiao  "^lia,  U  \  i^ 
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by  »  fresh  contortioii  of  bia  visage.     AH  the  in- J 
equalities  of  my  spirits  are  communioateJ  to  Mm,  cau4>J 
ing  the  unfortunate  Monsieur  du  Mii'oir  to  mope  ancll 
scowl  through  a  whole  summer's  day,  or  to  laugh  i 
long,  for  no  better  reason  than  the  gay  or  gloomyB 
crotchets  of  my  brain.      Once  we  were  joint  suffeu-a 
ere  of  a  three  months'  sickness,  and  met  like  mutual  T 
ghosts  in  the  first  <lays  of  convalescence ,     Whenever 
1  have  been  in  love,  Monsieur  du  Miroir  has  looked 
passionate  and  tender ;  and  never  did  my  mistress  dia- 
«ard  me  but  this  too  susceptible  gentleman  grew  lack-  J 
ulaisical.     His  temper,  also,  rises  to  blood  heat,  fever  I 
heat,  or  boiling  water  heat,  according  to  the  measure  i 
uf  any  wrong  which  might  seem  to  have  fallen  entirely 
nil  myself.     I  have  sometimes  been  calmed  down  by 
tliu  sight  of  my  own  inordinate  wrath  depicted  on  his 
Eiowning  brow.     Yet,  however  prompt  in  taking  up 
i!ij"  quarrels,  I  cannot  uall  to  mind  that  he  ever  struck 
a  downright  blow  in  my  behalf  ;  nor,  in  fact,  do  I  per* 
c«ive  that  any  real  and  tangible  good  has  resulted 
fpom  his  constant  interference  in  my  affairs  ;  so  that, 
in  my  distrustful  moods,  I  am  apt  to  suspect  Monsieur 
ilu  Miroir's  sympathy  to  be  mere  outward  show,  not  a 
whit  better  nor  worse  than  other  people's  sympathy. 
Nevertheless,  as  mortal  man  must  have  something  in 
the  guise  of  sympathy,  —  and  whetlier  the  true  metal 
or  merely  eopperwashed,  is  of  less  moment,  —  I  choose 
rather  to  content  myself  with  Monsieur  du  Miroir's 
such  as  it  is  than  to  seek  the  sterling  coin,  and  per-  J 
Imps  miss  even  the  counterfeit.  I 

In  my  age  of  vanities  I  have  often  seen  him  in  the  1 
ball  room,  and  might  again  wore  I  to  seek  him  there. 
We  have  encountered  cati  other  at  tbe  TteiftoufX-Vear 
UtBtwherBj  however,  be  took  ti»iM«b  wMMa  ?>a.^^ 
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dress  circle,  pit,  nor  upper  regions,  nor  threw>j 
glance  at  tlie  stage,  though  the  brightest  atari- 1 
Fanny  Kemble  herself,  might  he  culminating  thi 
No ;  this  whimsical  friend  of  mine  chose  to  ling^ 
the  saloon,  near  one  of  the  large  looking-glaaseB  wh 
throw  back  their  pictures  of  the  illuminated  ro< 
He  is  so  full  of  these  unaccountable  eccentricities  t 
I  never  like  to  notice  Monsieur  du  Miroir,  nor  to 
knowledge  the  slightest  connection  witli  him,  in  pla 
of  public  resort.  He,  however,  has  no  scruple  ab 
claiming  my  acquaintance,  even  when  his  comn 
flense/  if  he  had  any,  might  teach  him  that  1  would 
willingly  exchange  a  nod  witli  the  Old  Nick.  It  i 
but  the  other  day  that  he  got  into  a  large  brass  kei 
at  the  entrance  of  a  hardware  store,  and  thrust 
head,  the  moment  afterwards,  into  a  bright,  new  wai 
ing  pan,  whence  he  gave  me  a  most  merciless  look 
recognition.  He  smiled,  and  so  did  I ;  but  these  eh 
ish  tricks  make  decent  people  rather  shy  of  MonM 
du  Miroir,  and  subject  him  to  more  dead  cuts  tl 
any  other  gentleman  in  town. 

One  of  this  singular  person's  most  remarkable 
culiarities  is  his  fondness  for  water,  wherein  he  ex( 
any  temperance  man  whatever.  His  pleasure.  It  m 
be  owned,  is  not  so  much  to  drink  it  (in  which  resp 
a  very  moderate  quantity  will  answer  his  occasions^ 
to  souse  himself  over  head  and  ears  wherever  he  n 
meet  with  it.  Perhaps  he  is  a  merman,  or  bom  o 
mermaid's  marriage  witli  a  mortal,  and  thus  ampl 
ious  by  hereditary  right,  like  tlie  children  which 
old  river  deities,  or  nymphs  of  fountains,  gave 
earthly  love.  When  no  cleaner  bathing-place  h 
pened  to  be  at  hand,  I  have  seen  the  foolish  fellovi 
B  borae  poad.     Sometimes  te  ieiie«\«»  > 
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A  town  pump,  without  caring  what  the  peo-  j 
pie  think  about  him.     Often,  while  carefully  picking  J 
my  way  along  tlie  street  after  a  heavy  shower,  I  hava  I 
lieen  scandalized  to  see  Monsieur  du  Miroir,  in  full  f 
dress,  paddling  from  one  mud  puddle  to  another,  and  I 
phmging  into  the  hlthy  depths  of  each.     Seldom  have  I 
I  peeped  into  a  well  without  diaceming  this  ridicuvJ 
lous  gentleman  at  the  bottom,  whence  he  gazes  up,  as  1 
through  a  long  telescopic  tube,  and  probably  makes  I 
discoveries  among  the  stars  by  daylight.     Wandering  ' 
along  lonesome  paths  or  in  pathless  forests,  when  I 
have  come  to  virgin  fountains,  of  which  it  would  ha' 
been  pleasant  to  deem  myself  the  first  discoverer, 
have  started  to  find  Monsieur  du  Miroir  there  before 
me.     The  solitude  seemed  lonelier  for  his  presence. 
I  have  leaned  from  a  precipice  that  frowns  over  Lake 
Geoi^,  which  the  French  call  Nature's  font  of  sacn^  i 
mental  water,  and  used  it  in  their  log  churches  here  j 
and  their  cathedrals  beyond  the  sea,  and  seen  bin  far 
telow  in  that  pure  element.     At  Ni£^;ara,  too,  where 
I  would  gladly  have  forgotten  both  myself  and  him,  I 
fould  not  help  observing  my  companion  in  the  smooth 
water  on  the  very  verge  of  the  cataract  just  above  the 
Table  Rock.    Were  I  to  reach  the  sources  of  the  Kile, 
I  should  expect  to  meet  him  there.     Ualeaa  he  be  an- 
(itlier  Ladurlad,  whose  garments  the  depths  of  ocean 
CKidd  not  moisten,  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  how  he 
keeps    himself    in    any  decent  pickle;   though  I  am 
bound  to  confess  that  his  clothes  seem  always  as  dry 
and  comfortable  as  my  own.     But,  as  a  fiiend,  I  could 
.  that  he  would  not  so  often  expose  himself  in 

I  hitherto  related  maj  \ia  ^'s»^ 
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diversify  the  surface  of  aociefy,  and,  i^ough  they  may 
flometimes  annoy  us,  yet  keep  our  daUy  intercourse 
freaber  and  livwliur  than  if  they  were  done  away.  By 
an  occasional  hint,  however,  I  have  endeavored  to  pave 
tlie  way  for  stranger  things  to  come,  which,  had  they 
been  disclosed  at  once,  Monsieur  du  Miroir  might  have 
been  deemed  a  shadow,  and  myself  a  person  of  no  ve- 
racity, and  this  truthful  history  a  fabulous  legend, 
Bnt,  now  that  the  reader  knows  me  worthy  of  hia  con- 
fidence, I  will  begin  to  make  him  stare. 

To  speak  frankly,  then,  I  could  bring  the  most  as- 
tounding proofs  that  Monsieur  du  Miroir  is  at  least  a 
conjurer,  if  not  one  of  that  unearthly  tribe  with  whom 
conjurers  deal.  He  has  inscrutable  methods  of  eoi^ 
veying  himself  from  place  to  place  with  the  rapidity 
of  the  swiftest  steamboat  or  rail  car.  Brick  walls  and 
oaken  doors  and  iron  bolts  are  no  impediment  to  his 
passage.  Here  in  my  chamber,  for  instance,  as  tha 
evening  deepens  into  night,  I  sit  alone — the  key  turned 
and  withdrawn  from  the  lock,  the  keyhole  stuffed  'wiA 
paper  to  keep  out  a  peevish  little  blast  of  wind.  Yet 
lonely  as  I  seem,  were  I  to  lift  one  of  the  lamps  and 
step  five  paces  ea.s£ward,  Monsieur  du  Miroir  would 
be  sure  to  meet  me  with  a  lamp  also  in  his  hand ;  and 
were  I  to  take  the  stage-coach  to-morrow,  without  p.T^ 
ing  him  the  least  hint  of  my  design,  and  post  onmid 
till  the  week's  end,  at  whatever  hotel  I  might  find  my* 
self  I  should  ex^>ect  to  share  my  private  apartmeni 
with  this  inevitable  Monsieur  du  Miroir.  Or,  out  of  a 
mere  wayward  fantasy,  were  I  to  go  by  moonlight  and 
stand  beside  the  stone  font  of  the  Shaker  Spring  at 
Canterbury,  Monsieur  du  Miroir  would  set  forth  on 
tJie  same  fool's  errand,  and  would  not  fail  to  meet  me 
ibere.     SbaJl  I  heighten  the  teaAer'a  -woj^f^ 
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writing  these  latter  sentences.  I  happened  to  glance 

towards  the  large,  round  glol»e  of  one  of  the  brass  antK 

irons,  and  lo  !  a  miniatui'e  apparition  of  Monsieur  du 

.\[iroir,  with  his  face  widened  and  grotesquely  con- 

i Ud.  as  if  he  were  making  fun  of  my  amazement  1 

It  he  has  played  so  many  of  these  jokes  that  they  be- 

II  to  lose  their  effect.     Once,  presimiptuous  that  he 

^.  he  stole  into  tlie  heaven  of  a  young  lady's  eyes ; 

rliiit,  while  I  gazed  rad  was  dreaming  only  of  her- 

!!',  I  found  him  also  in  my  dream.     Years  have  ao 

ilianged  him  since  tliat  he  need  never  hope  to  enter 

thuse  heavenly  orbs  ^ajn. 

From  these  veritable  statements  it  will  be  readily 
I'oneluded  that,  liad  Monsieur  du  Miroir  played  sucb 
pranks  in  old  witcli  times,  matters  might  have  gone 
liard  with  him ;  at  least,  if  the  constable  and  posse 
mmitatus  could  have  executed  a  wanant,  or  the  jailer 
huA  been  cunning  enough  to  keep  him.  But  it  baa 
iiften  occurred  to  me  as  a  very  singiUar  circunistancei 
and  as  betokening  either  a  temperament  morbidly  bus- 
]itciou9  or  some  weighty  cause  of  apprehension,  that 
he  never  trusts  himself  within  the  grasp  even  of  his 
most  intimate  friend.  If  you  step  forward  to  meet 
him,  he  readily  advances  ;  if  you  offer  him  yoiu:  hand, 
he  extends  his  own  with  an  air  of  the  utmost  frank- 
ness ;  but,  though  you  calculate  upon  a  hearty  shake, 
you  do  not  get  hold  of  bis  little  finger.  Ah,  this  Mon- 
sieur du  Miroir  is  a  sbppery  fellow  I 

These  truly  are  matters  of  special  admiration.  After 
vainly  endeavoring,  by  the  strenuous  exertion  of  my 
own  wits,  to  gain  a  satisfactory  insight  into  the  char- 
acter of  Monsieur  du  Miroir,  I  ha<l  recourse  to  certain 
wise  men.  and  also  to  books  of  abstruse  y'^^*'^^^^ 
kiag  who  it  waa  th&t  Iiaunted  me,  sfli^^S^^^^ 
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long  lectures,  and  read  huge  volumes  with  lififf} 
beyond  the  knowledge  that  many  former  instanci 
recordeii,  in  suecessive  ages,  of  similar  connectioi 
twe«ii  onlinary  mortals  and  beings  possensing  tl 
tributea  of  Monsieur  du  Miroir.  Some  now  alive 
haps,  besides  myself  have  such  attendants.  M 
that  Monsieur  du  Miroir  could  be  perauaded  to  1 
fer  his  attachment  to  one  of  tliose,  and  allow 
other  of  his  race  to  assiune  the  situation  that  he 
holds  in  regard  t«  uie  !  If  I  must  needs  have  s 
tnisive  an  intimate,  who  stares  me  in  the  fac«  i 
closest  privacy  and  follows  me  even  to  my  bed  c 
ber,  I  should  prefer  —  scaiidal  apart  —  the  lauj 
bloom  of  a  young  girl  to  the  dark  and  bearded  gr 
of  my  present  companion.  But  such  desires  are  i 
to  be  gratified.  Though  the  members  of  Monsiei 
Miroir'a  family  have  been  accused,  perhaps  just 
visiting  their  friends  often  in  splendid  halls,  am 
dom  in  darksome  dimgeons,  yet  they  exhibit  a 
constancy  to  the  objects  of  their  first  attachment, 
ever  unlovely  in  person  or  unamiable  in  dLspositit 
however  unfortunate,  or  even  infamous,  and  des 
by  all  the  world  besides.  So  will  it  be  with  my 
ciate.  Our  fates  appear  inseparably  blended, 
my  belief,  as  I  find  him  mingling  with  my  earliesi 
olleotions,  that  we  came  into  existence  together,  a 
shadow  follows  me  into  the  sunshine,  and  that 
after,  as  heretofore,  the  brightness  or  gloom  of  mj 
tunes  will  shine  upon  or  darken  the  face  of  Mon 
du  Miroir-  As  we  have  been  yoimg  together,  ai 
it  is  now  near  the  summer  noon  with  both  of  ua, 
long  life  be  granted,  shall  each  count  his  own  wri 
on  the  outer's  brow  and  his  white  hairs  ou  the  ol 
bead.     And  when  the  coffin  Aid  sVaii  W-^e  d 
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nie,and  that  face  and  form,  which,  more  truly  than  the' 
i'i\-.'f  swears  it  to  his  beloved,  are  the  sole  light  of  hi» 
\!-,tence,  — when  they  shall  be  laid  in  that  dark  cham-' 
III-,  whither  bis  swift  and  secret  footsteps  uannot  bring. 
him,  —  then  what  is  to  become  of  poor  Monsieur  da 
Miroir?  Will  he  have  the  fortitude,  with  my  other' 
friends,  to  take  a  last  look  at  my  pale  counteuance  7'j 
Will  he  walk  foremost  in  the  funeral  train  ?  Will  hftl 
pome  often  and  haunt  around  my  grave,  and  weed 
iway  the  nettles,  and  plant  flowers  amid  tlie  verdure, 
and  scrape  the  moss  out  of  the  letters  of  my  burial 
ttone?  Will  he  linger  where  I  have  lived,  to  remind 
the  neglectful  world  of  one  who  staked  much  to  win  a 
name,  but  will  not  then  care  whether  he  lost  or  won  ? 
Not  thus  will  he  prove  his  deep  fidelity.  Oh,  what 
terror,  if  this  friend  of  mine,  after  our  last  farewell, 
■midd  step  into  the  crowded  street,  or  roam  along  our 
ill  frequented  path  by  the  still  waters,  or  sit  down  in 
lie  domestic  circle  where  our  faces  are  most  familiar 
■i-aiX  beloved!  No ;  but  when  the  rays  of  heaven  shall 
bleaa  me  no  more,  nor  tlie  thoughtful  lamplight  gleam 
upon  my  studies,  uor  the  cheerful  fireside  gladden  the 
meditative  man,  then,  liis  task  fulfilled,  shall  this  mys- 
terious being  vanish  from  the  earth  forever.  He  will 
pass  to  the  dark  realm  of  nothingness,  but  will  not 
~"   L  me  there. 

e  is  something  fearful  in  bearing  such  a  rela- 
1  to  a  creature  so  imperfectly  known,  and  in  the 
idea  that,  to  a  oei'tain  extent,  all  which  concerns  my- 
self will  be  reflected  in  its  consequences  upon  him. 
When  we  feel  tliat  another  is  to  share  the  selfsame 
fortime  with  ourselves,  we  judge  more  severely  of  our 
prospects,  and  witliholil  oiii-  coufidemnj  Itwitv  ^wA,  ^vb- 
laaiva  magic  which  appears  to  shed  an.  \n£aii^^n!e^  ^ 
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happiness  over  our  own  pathway.  Of  late  ] 
deed,  there  has  been  much  to  sadden  my  interoi 
with  Monsieur  dii  Miroir.  Had  not  our  union 
a  necessary  condition  of  our  life,  we  must  have 
estranged  ere  now.  In  early  youth,  when  my  i 
tions  were  warm  and  free,  I  loved  him  well,  and  i 
always  spend  a  pleasant  hour  in  his  society,  cl 
because  it  gave  me  an  excellent  opinion  of  m; 
Speechless  as  he  was.  Monsieur  du  Miroir  had 
a  most  agreeable  way  of  calling  me  a  handsomt 
low;  and  I,  of  course,  returned  the  compliment 
that,  the  more  we  kept  each  other's  company, 
greater  coxcombs  we  mutually  grew.  But  neith 
us  need  apprehend  any  such  misfortune  now.  V 
we  chance  to  meet,  —  for  it  is  chance  oftener  thai 
Bign,  —  each  glances  sadly  at  the  other's  fore] 
dreading  wrinkles  there ;  and  at  our  temples,  wl 
the  hair  is  thinning  away  too  early ;  and  at  the  su 
eyes,  which  no  longer  shed  a  gladsome  light  ove 
whole  face.  I  involuntarily  peruse  him  as  a  reco; 
my  heavy  youth,  which  has  been  waste<I  in  slug 
ness  for  lack  of  hope  and  impulse,  or  equally  th 
away  in  toil  that  had  no  wise  motive  and  has  ac 
plifihed  no  good  end.  I  perceive  tliat  the  trai 
gloom  of  a  disappointed  soul  has  darkened  thr 
his  countenance,  where  the  blackness  of  the  fi 
seems  to  mingle  witli  the  shadows  of  the  past, 
ing  liim  tlie  aspect  of  a  fated  man.  Id  it  too  w 
thought  that  my  fat«  may  have  assumed  tliis  imaj 
myself,  and  therefore  haunts  me  vnth  such  inevi 
pertinacity,  originating  every  act  which  it  appea: 
imitate,  while  it  deludes  me  by  pretending  to  i 
the  events  of  which  it  is  merely  the  emblem  an^ 
prophecy?    I  must  baiush  tl:ns  \4fta, oi"A^"" 
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[Seep  an  awe  round  my  uompanion.  At  our  next 
seting,  especially  if  it  be  at  midnight  or  in  solitude, 
I  fear  tliat  I  shall  glance  aside  and  shiidder;  in  which 
\  as  Monsieur  du  Miroir  is  extremely  sensitive  to 
[1  treatment,  he  also  will  avert  his  eyes  and  express 
r  or  disgust. 

But  no ;  this  is  unworthy  of  me.  As  of  old  I  sought 
8  society  for  the  bewitching  dreams  of  woman's  love 
which  he  inspired  and  because  I  fancied  a  bright  for- 
J'ma  in  his  aspect,  so  now  will  I  hold  daily  and  long 
\  mmunion  with  him  for  the  sake  of  the  stem  lessons 
at  he  will  teach  my  manhood.  With  folded  arms 
I  will  ait  face  to  face,  and  lengthen  out  our  silent 
jnverse  till  a  wiser  cheerfulness  shall  have  been 
*rougbt  from  the  very  texture  of  despondency.  He 
will  say,  perhaps  indignantly,  that  it  befits  only  him 
to  mourn  for  the  decay  of  outwai'd  grace,  which,  while 
he  possessed  it,  was  Ms  all.  But  have  not  you,  he  will 
'sk,  a  treasure  in  reserve,  to  which  every  year  may 
ttdd  far  more  value  than  age  or  death  itself  can  snatch 
from  that  miserable  clay?  He  will  tell  me  that  though 
the  bloom  of  life  has  been  nipped  with  a  frost,  yet  the 
Boul  must  not  sit  shivering  in  its  cell,  but  bestir  itself 
manfully,  and  kindle  a  genial  warmth  from  its  own 
exercise  against  tlie  autumnal  and  the  wintry  atmos- 
phere. And  I,  in  return,  will  bid  him  be  of  good 
cheer,  nor  take  it  amiss  that  I  must  blanch  his  locks 
and  wrinkle  him  up  like  u  wilted  apple,  since  it  shall 
he  my  endeavor  so  to  beautify  his  face  with  intellet^ 
and  mild  benevolence  that  he  shall  profit  immensely 
by  the  change.  But  here  a  smile  wiU  glimmer  some- 
what sadly  over  Monsieur  du  Miroir 's  viaage- 

TiVTien  this  subject  sliall  have  been  soffiicAeTi^'^  fes- 
e  may  take  up  others  aa  importttnJt. 


^ 
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ing  upon  his  power  of  following  me  to  the  remotest 
regions  and  into  the  deepest  privacy,  I  will  compare 
the  attempt  to  escape  him  to  the  hopeless  race  that 
men  sometimes  run  with  memory,  or  their  own  hearts, 
their  moral  aelves,  which,  though  burdened  with 
cares  enough  to  crush  an  elephant,  will  never  be  one 
step  behind.  I  will  be  self-contemplative,  as  Nature 
bids  me,  and  nmke  him  the  picture  or  visible  type  of 
what  I  muse  npon,  that  my  mind  may  not  wander  SO 
vaguely  as  heretofore,  chasing  its  own  shadow  through 
a  chaos  and  catching  only  the  monsters  that  abida 
there.  Then  we  will  turn  our  thoughts  to  the  spiritual 
world,  of  the  reality  of  which  my  companions  shall 
furnish  me  an  illustration,  if  not  an  argument;  for,  as 
we  have  only  the  testimony  of  the  eye  to  Monsieur  du 
Miroir's  existence,  while  all  tlie  other  senses  wonU 
fail  to  inform  us  that  such  a  figure  stands  within  arm's 
length,  wherefore  should  there  not  be  beings  innumer- 
able close  beside  us,  and  filluig  heaven  and  earth  with 
their  multitude,  yet  of  whom  no  corporeJ  perceptioB 
can  take  cognizance  ?  A  blind  man  might  as  reason- 
ably deny  that  Monsieur  du  Miroir  exists  as  we,  be- 
cause the  Creator  has  hitljcrto  withheld  the  spiritual 
perception,  can  therefore  contend  that  there  are  no 
spirits.  Oh,  there  are  I  And,  at  this  moment,  when 
the  subject  of  which  I  write  has  grown  strong  within 
me  and  surrounded  itself  with  those  solemn  and  awful 
associations  which  might  have  seemed  most  alien  to  it, 
I  oould  fancy  that  Monsieur  du  Miroir  himself  is  R 
wanderer  from  the  spiritual  world,  with  nothing  hi> 
raan  except  his  delusive  garment  of  visibility.  Mfr 
thinks  I  should  tremiile  now  were  his  wizard  t 
gliding  thi-ongh  all  impediments  in  search  of  I 
pJace  him  suddenly  before  mj  egea. 
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a  I     Wiat  is  yonder  ?     Shape  of  mystery,  did  the  I 
tremor  of  my  heartstrings  vibrate  to  thine  own,  and.1 
call    thee  from  thy  home  among  the  dancers  of   the  f 
northern  lights,  and  shadows  flung  from  departed  sun-f 
shine,  and  giant  spectres  that  appear  on  clouds  at  day-J 
break  and  affright  the  climber  of  the  Alps  ?     In  truthi 
it  startled  mc,  as  I  threw  a  wary  glance  eastward  a 
the  chamber,  to  discern  an  unbidden  guest  with  his 
eyes   bent   on  mine.      The   identical   Monbieuh   du 
MiROiE  I      Still   there  he  sits  and  returns  my  gaze 
with  as  much  of  awe  and  cimosity  as  if  he,  too,  had 
spent  a  solitary  evening  in  fantastic  musings  and  made 
me  his  theme.       So    inimitably   does  he  counterfeit  ■ 
that  I  could  almost  doubt  which  of  us  is  the  visionary^ 
form,  or  whether  each  be  not  the  other's  mystery,  and  I 
both  twin  brethren  of  one  fate  in  mutually  reflected  ' 
spheres.     O  friend,  canst  thou  not  hear  and  answer 
me?     Break  down  the  barrier  between  us!     Grasp 
my  hand !     Speak  \     Listen !     A  few  words,  perhaps, 
might  satisfy  the  feverish  yearning  of  my  soid  for  some 
master  thought  tliat  should  guide  me  through  this  lab- 
jTinth  of  life,  teaching  wherefore  I  was  bora,  and  how  , 
to  do  my  task  on  earth,  and  what  is  death.     Ala8 1  4 
Even  that  unreal  image  should  forget  to  ape  me  and  I 
smile  at  these  vain  questions.     Thus  do  mortals  deify,  f 
as  it  were,  a  mere  shadow  of  themselves,  a  spectre  of  1 
human  reason,  and  ask  of  that  to  unveil  the  mysteries  I 
which  Divine  InteUigence  has  revealed  so  far  as  need- 
ful to  our  guidance,  and  hid  the  rest- 
Farewell,  Monsieur  du  MiroLr.    Of  you,  perhaps, : 
of  many  men,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  you  are  t 
niser,  though  your  whole  business  is  keflEiCtio^. 


THE  HALL  OF   FANTASY.  ^H 

It  has  happened  to  me,  on  various  occaBions,  to  flV 
myself  in  a  certain  edifice  which  would  appear  to  have 
some  of  the  eharactemtics  of  a  puhlie  exchange.  Its 
interior  is  a  spacious  ball,  with  a  pavement  of  white 
marble.  Overhead  is  a  lofty  dome,  supported  by  long 
rows  of  pillars  of  fantastic  architecture,  the  idea  of 
which  was  probably  taken  from  the  Moorish  ruins  of 
the  Alhambra,  or  perhaps  from  some  enchanted  edifice 
in  the  Arabian  tales.  The  windows  of  this  hall  have 
a  breadth  and  grandeur  of  design  and  an  elaborateness 
of  workmanship  that  have  nowhere  been  equalled  ex- 
cept in  the  Gothic  cathedrals  of  the  old  world,     l^ka 

.  their  prototypes,  too,  they  admit  the  light  of  heaven 
only  through  stained  and  pictured  glass,  thus  filling  the 
hall  with  many-colored  radiance  and  painting  its  mar- 
ble floor  with  beautiful  or  grotesque  designs ;  ao  that 
its  inmat«s  breathe,  as  it  were,  a  visionary  atmosphere, 
and  tread  upon  the  fantasies  of  poetic  minds.  These 
peculiarities,  combining  a  wilder  mixture  of  styles  than 
even  an  American  architect  usually  recognizes  as  al- 
lowable, —  Grecian,  Gothic,  Oriental,  and  nondescript, 

I '  —  cause  the  whole  edifice  to  give  the  impression  of  a 
dream,  which  might  be  dissipated  and  shattered  to 
fr^ments  by  merely  stamping  the  foot  upon  the  pave- 
ment.    Tet,  with  such  modifications   and  repsdra  as  ; 
successive  ages  demand,  the  HaU  of  Fantasy  b  likely  i 
to  endure  longer  than  the  most  substantial  i 

that  ever  cumbered  the  earth. 


'antasy  is  Jikeiy  j 
^Titrftl  Btnictiirs  I 
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^B  It  is  not  at  all  timea  that  one  can  gain  a<iinittance 
into  tliis  edifice,  although  most  persons  enter  it  at  some 
period  or  other  of  their  lives ;  if  not  in  their  waking 
moments,  then  by  the  universal  passport  of  a  dream. 
At  my  last  visit  I  wandered  thither  unawares  while 
my  mind  was  busy  with  an  idle  tale,  and  was  startled 
by  the  throng  of  people  who  seemed  suddenly  to  rise 
Wftp  around  me.  ■ 

93  me  I     Where  am  I  ?  "  cried  I,  with  but  9^ 
1  recognition  of  the  place. 

"  You  are  in  a  spot,"  said  a  friend  who  chanced  to 
B  near  at  hand,  "  which  occupies  in  the  world  of  fancy 
Hthe  same  position  which  the  Bourse,  the  Kialto,  and 
the  Exchange  do  in  the  commercial  world.  All  who 
have  affairs  in  that  mystic  region,  which  lies  above. 
below,  or  beyond  the  actual,  may  here  meet  and  talk 
over  the  business  of  their  dreams,"  ■ 

"  It  is  a  noble  hall,"  observed  I.  | 

K"Ye8,"  he  replied.  '-Yet  we  see  but  a  small  por- 
n  of  the  edifice.  In  its  upper  stories  are  said  to 
apartments  where  the  inhabitants  of  earth  may 
Id  converse  with  those  of  the  moon ;  and  beneath 
our  feet  are  gloomy  cells,  which  communicate  with  the 
infernal  regions,  and  where  monsters  and  chimeras 
are  kept  in  confinement  and  fed  with  all  unwhole- 


halfl 


_  In  niches  and  on  pedestals  around  about  die  1 
•tood  the  statues  or  busts  of  men  who  in  every  ageH 
have  been  rulers  and  demigods  in  the  realms  of  im- 
agination and  its  kindred  regions.  The  grand  old 
countenance  of  Homer ;  the  shrunken  and  decrepit 
form  but  vivid  face  of  iEsop ;  tlie  dark  presaawt  «t 
Dante;   the  wild  Ariosto',   Kabe\ais/   am^e  <A.  6.ae^ 
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vantes ;  the  all-glorious  Shakespeare ;  Spenser,  me^ 
giieat  for  an  allegoric  structure ;  the  severe  divinity 
of  Milton ;  and  Bunjan,  moulded  of  homeliest  clay, 
but  instinct  with  celestial  fire,  —  were  those  that 
chiefly  attracted  my  eye.  Fielding,  Richardson,  and 
Scott  occupied  conspicuous  pedestals.  In  an  obscure 
and  shadowy  niche  was  deposited  the  bust  of  our 
countryman,  the  author  of  Arthur  Mer\'yn. 

Besides  these  indestructible  meniorialsi  of  real 
genius,"  remarked  my  companion,  "  each  century  has 
erected  statues  of  its  own  ephemeral  favorites  in 
wood." 

"  I  observe  a  few  crumbling  relics  of  such,"  said  I. 
But  ever  and  anon,  I  suppose,  Oblivion  comes  with 
her  huge  broom  and  sweejis  them  all  from  the  marble 
floor.  But  such  will  never  be  the  fate  of  this  fine 
statue  of  Goethe," 

"Nor  of  that  next  to  it — Emanuel  Swedenborg," 
said  he.  "  Were  ever  two  men  of  transcendent  im- 
agination more  unlike  ?  " 

In  the  centre  of  the  hall  springs  an  ornamental 
fountain,  the  water  of  which  continually  throws  itaelf 
into  new  shapes  and  snatches  the  most  diversified  hues 
from  the  stained  atmosphere  around.  It  is  impossible 
to  conceive  what  a  strange  vivacity  is  imparted  to  the 
,  scene  by  the  magic  dance  of  this  fountain,  with  its 
endless  transformations,  in  which  the  imaginative  be- 
holder may  discern  what  form  he  wilL  The  water  is 
supposed  by  some  to  flow  from  the  same  source  as  the 
Castalian  spring,  and  is  extolled  by  others  as  uniting 
the  virtues  of  the  Fountain  of  Youth  with  those  of 
many  other  enchanted  wells  long  celebrated  in  tale 
sot]  song.  Having  never  tasted  it,  I  can  bear  no  tefr 
Hmony  to  its  qa&Uty,  ^^^^^^^^L 


1 
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"Did  you  ever  driak  this  water?"  I  inquired  irf- 
jay  friend. 

"  A  few  sips  now  and  then,"  answered  Le.  "  But 
there  are  men  here  who  make  it  their  constant  bever- 
age —  or,  at  least,  have  the  credit  of  doing  so.  In 
some  instances  it  is  known  to  have  intoxicating  quali- 
ties." 

"Pray  let  us  look  at  these  water  drinkers,"  said 

So  we  passed  among  the  fantastic  pillars  till 
came  to  a  spot  where  a  number  of  persona  were  cli 
tered  together  in  the  light  of  one  of  the  great  staini 
windows,  which  seemed  to  glorify  the  whole  group 
well  as  the  marble  that  they  trod  on.  Most  of  them 
were  men  of  broad  foreheads,  meditative  countenances, 
and  thoughtful,  inward  eyes ;  yet  it  reqiured  but  a 
trifle  to  summon  up  mirth,  peeping  out  from  the  very 
midst  of  grave  and  lofty  musings.  Some  strode  about, 
or  leaned  against  the  pillars  of  the  hall,  alone  and  in 
silence  ;  their  faces  wore  a  rapt  expression,  as  if  sweet 
music  were  in  the  air  around  them  or  as  if  their  in- 
most aoula  were  about  to  float  away  in  song.  One  or 
two,  perhaps,  stole  a  glanee  at  the  by-standers,  to  watch 
if  their  poetic  absorption  were  observed.  Otliers  stood 
talking  in  groups,  with  a  liveliness  of  expression,  a 
ready  smile,  and  a  light,  intellectual  laughter,  which 
showed  how  rapidly  the  shafts  of  wit  were  glancing  Xn-m 
ftnd  fro  among  them.  .| 

A  few  held  higher  converse,  which  caused  their  • 
calm  and  melancholy  soids  to  beam  moonlight  from 
their  eyes.  As  I  lingered  near  them,  —  for  I  felt  an 
inward  attraction  towards  these  men,  as  if  the  sym- 
pathy of  feeling,  if  not  of  genius,  had  umteA  vaa  Vki 
their  order, — my  friend  mentioned  aexftTrai  ol  ^Co.'aw 
The  world  has  likewise  h.eati  ftioaa 
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^V   with  some  it  has  been  familiar  for  years ;  and  otherB 

^f     are  daily  making  their  way  deeper  into  the  universal 

I      heart. 

™  "  Thank  Heaven,"  observed  I  to  my  companion,  as 

we  passed  to  another  part  of  the  hall,  "  we  have  done 
with  this  tethy,  wayward,  shy,  proud,  unreasonable 

I  set  of  lanrel  gatherers,  I  love  tJiem  in  their  works, 
but  have  little  desire  to  meet  them  elsewhere." 
"  You  have  adopted  an  old  prejudice,  I  see,"  replied 
my  friend,  who  was  familiar  with  most  of  these  wor- 
thies, being  himself  a  student  of  poetry,  and  not  with- 
out the  poetic  flame.  "  But,  so  far  as  my  experience 
goes,  men  of  genius  are  fairly  gifted  with  the  social 
qualities ;  and  in  this  age  there  appears  to  be  a  fellow- 
feeling  among  them  which  had  not  heretofore  been 
developed.  As  men,  they  ask  notliing  better  than  to 
be  on  equal  terms  with  their  fellow-men ;  and  aa 
authors,  they  have  thrown  asidu  their  proverbial  jeal- 
ousy, and  acknowledge  a  generous  brotherhood," 

"The  world  does  not  think  so,"  answered  I.     "An 

author  is  received  in  general  society  pretty  much  as 

^^—   we  honest  citizens  are  in  the  Hall  of  Fantasy.     We 

^^m  gaze  at  him  as  if  he  had  no  business  among  us,  and 

^^B  question  whether  he  is  fit  for  any  of  our  pursuits." 

^B        "Then  it  is  a  very  foolish  question,"  said  he.  "  Now 

here  are  a  class  of  men  whom  we  may  daily  meet  on 

Change,     Yet  what  poet  in  the  hall  is  more  a  fool  of 

^^  j  fancy  than  the  sagest  of  them  ?  " 

^^B       He  pointed  to  a  number  of  persons,  who,  manifest 

^H[  as  the  fact  was,  would  have  deemed  it  an  insult  to  be 

^H    told  that  they  stood  iu  the  Ilall  of  Fantasy,     Their 

\-i3age3  were  traced  into  wrinkles  and  furrows,  each  of 

irJu'ch  seemed  the  record  of  some  actnal  experience  in 

~      iife.     Their  t 
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i  tletects  so  quickly  and  so  eurely  all  tliat  it  coik" 
cems  a  man  of  business  to  know  about  the  cbaracters 
and  purpoBes  of  his  fellow-men.  Judging  them  as' 
tbey  stood,  tbey  might  be  honored  and  trusted  mem- 
bers of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce,  who  had  fomid 
the  genuine  secret  of  wealth,  and  whose  sagacity  gave 
them  the  command  of  fortune.  There  was  a  charac- 
ter of  detail  and  matter  of  fact  in  their  talk  which 
concealed  the  extravagance  of  its  purport,  insomuch 
that  the  wildest  schemes  had  the  aspect  of  every-day 
realities.  Thus  the  listener  was  not  staiiJed  at 
idea  of  cities  to  be  built,  as  if  by  magic,  in  the  he: 
of  pathless  forests ;  and  of  streets  to  be  laid  out  whei 
now  the  sea  was  tossing ;  and  of  mighty  rivers  to  be 
stayed  in  their  courses  in  order  to  turn  the  maclun- 
ery  of  a  cotton  mUL  It  was  only  by  an  effort,  and 
scarcely  tlien,  that  the  mind  convinced  itself  that  such 
speculations  were  as  much  matter  of  fantasy  as  the 
old  dream  of  Eldorado,  or  as  Mammon's  Cave,  or  any 
other  vision  of  gold  ever  conjured  up  by  the  imagini 
tion  of  needy  poet  or  romantic  adventurer. 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  I,  "  it  is  dangerous  to  listei 
to  such  dreamers  as  these.     Theii'  mailness  is  couta^ 
gious." 

"  Yes,"  said  my  friend,  "  because  they  mistake  th«  | 
Hall  of  Fantasy  for  actual  brick  and  mortar,  and  its  I 
paqtle  atmosphere  for  unsophisticated  sunshine.     But 
the  poet  knows  bis  whereabout,  and  therefore  is  less 
likely  to  make  a  fool  of  himself  in  real  life." 

"  Here  again,"  observed  I,  as  we  a<lvanced  a  little 
&rther,  "we  see  another  order  of  dreamers,  peculiarly 
icteristic,  too,  of  the  genius  of  our  country." 

the   inventors  of   fantastic  Bti»?Kvnes.. 
f  their  contrivanccB  were  placei  a.^ 
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of  the  pillars  of  the  hall,  and  afforded  good  e 
of  the  result  generally  to  be  anticipated  from  i 
tempt  to  reduce  daydreams  to  practice.  The  anala 
may  hold  in  morals  as  well  as  physics ;  for  instan 
here  was  the  model  of  a  railroad  through  the  air  & 
a  tunoel  under  the  sea.  Here  was  a  machine  — stol 
I  believe  —  for  the  distillation  of  heat  from  nio> 
shine ;  and  another  for  the  condensation  of  momi 
mist  into  square  blocks  of  granite,  wherewith  it  v 
proposed  to  rebuild  the  entire  Hall  of  Fantasy.  C 
man  exhibited  a  sort  of  lens  whereby  he  had  s 
ceeded  in  making  sunshine  out  of  a  lady's  smile ;  a 
it  was  his  purpose  wholly  to  irradiate  the  earth  ' 
means  of  this  wonderful  invention.  ^^M 

"  It  is  nothing  new,"  said  I ;  "  for  most  of  ^^| 
shine  comes  from  woman's  smile  already."        ^^| 

"  True,"  answered  the  inventor ;  "  but  my  mwjfi 
will  secure  a  constant  supply  for  domestic  use ;  wher 
hitherto  it  has  been  very  precarious." 

Another  person  had  a  scheme  for  fixing  the  refl 
tions  of  objects  in  a  pool  of  water,  and  thus  taki 
the  most  lifelike  portraits  imaginable ;  and  the  sa 
gentleman  demonstrated  the  practicability  of  givi 
a  permanent  dye  to  ladies'  dresses,  in  the  gorgei 
clouds  of  sunset.  There  were  at  least  fifty  kinds 
perpetual  motion,  one  of  which  was  applicable  to  i 
wits  of  newspaper  editors  and  writers  of  every  desci 
tion.  Professor  Espy  was  here,  with  a  tremend< 
storm  in  a  gum-elastic  bag.  I  could  enumerate  ma 
more  of  these  Utopian  inventions;  but,  after  all 
more  imaginative  collection  is  to  be  found  in  the  j 
ent  office  at  Washington. 

Turning  from  the  inventors  we  took  a  more  gene 
turvej^  o£  the  inmates  of  the  halL    lAaa.y  yswfiiBfcii 
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^^tesent  whose  right  of  entrance  appeared  to  consist  in 
some  crotchet  of  the  brain,  which,  so  long  as  it  might 
operate,  produced  a  change  in  their  relation  to  the  act- 
ual world.  It  is  singular  how  very  few  there  are  who 
do  not  ocGaBionally  gain  admittance  on  such  a  scoi 
eitlier  in  abstracted  musings,  or  momentary  thought 
or  bright  anticipations,  or  vivid  remembrances;  ft 
even  the  aetual  becomes  ideal,  whether  in  hope 
memory,  and  beguiles  the  dreamer  into  the  Hall 
Fantasy.  Some  unfortunates  make  their  whole  abode 
and  business  here,  and  contract  habits  which  unfit 
them  for  all  the  real  employments  of  life.  Others  — 
but  these  are  few  —  possess  the  faculty,  in  their  oc- 
casional visits,  of  discovering  a  purer  truth  than 
world  can  impart  among  the  lights  and  shadows 
these  pictured  windows. 

And  with  all  its  dangerous  influences,  we  have  rea- 
son to  thank  God  that  there  is  such  a  place  of  refuge 
from  the  gloom  and  chillness  of  actual  life.  Hither 
may  come  the  prisoner,  escaping  from  his  dark  and 
narrow  cell  and  cankerous  chain,  to  breathe  free  air 
in  this  enchanted  atmosphere.  The  sick  man  leaves 
his  weary  pillow,  and  finds  strength  to  wander  hither, 
though  his  wasted  limbs  might  not  support  him  even 
to  the  threshold  of  his  chamber.  The  exile  passes 
through  the  Hall  of  Fantasy  to  revisit  his  native  soil. 
The  burden  of  years  rolls  down  from  the  old  man's 
shoulders  the  moment  that  the  door  uncloses.    Moum- 

B  leave  their  heavy  sorrows  at  the  entrance,  and  here 

|oin  the  lost  Dnea  whose  faces  would  else  be  seen  no 

?e,  until  thought  shall  have  become  the  only  fact. 

t  maybe  said,  in  truth,  that  there  is  bvit  hali  a.  Vd^  — 

)  meaner  and  earthlier  half  —  ior  tViose  ^\\(*  "U^N^st 
rwar  into  the  halL     Nor  must  1  ^a-iV  ^  ^g 
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tion  that  in  the  observatory  of  the  edifice  is  kept  tliat 
t  wonderful  perspective  glass,  through  which  the  shep- 
I  herds  of  the  Delectable  Motmtains  showed  ChriBtiiHi 
I  the  far-off  gleam  of  the  Celestial  City.  The  eye  of 
'  faith  still  loves  to  gaze  through  it, 

"I  observe  some  men  here,"  said  I  to  my  friend, 
"  who  might  set  up  a,  strong  claim  to  be  reckoned 
among  the  most  real  personages  of  the  day." 

"  Certainly,"  he  replied.     "  If  a  man  he  in  advance 
of  his  age,  he  must  be  content  to  m^ke  his  a)K>de  in 
this  hall  until  the  lingering  generations  of  hia  fellow- 
men  come  up  with  him.     He  can  find  no  other  shelter 
I  in  the  universe.     But  the  fantasies  of  one  day  are  the 
'  deepest  realities  of  a  future  one." 

"  It  is  difficult  to  distinguish  them  apart  amid  the 
gorgeous  and  bewildering  light  of  tliis  hall,"  rejoined 
I.  "  The  white  sunshine  of  actual  life  is  necessary  in 
order  to  test  them.  I  am  rather  apt  to  doubt  both 
men  and  their  reasonings  till  I  meet  them  in  that 
truthful  medium." 

"Perhaps  your  faith  in  the  ideal  is  deeper  than  you 
are  aware,"  aaid  my  friend.  "  You  are  at  least  a  dem- 
ocrat ;  and  methinks  no  scanty  share  of  such  faith  is 
essential  to  the  adoption  of  that  creed." 

Among  the  characters  who  had  elicited  these  re- 
marks were  most  of  the  noted  reformers  of  the  day, 
whether  in  physics,  polities,  morals,  or  religion.  There 
is  no  surer  method  of  arriving  at  the  Hall  of  Fantasy 
than  to  throw  one's  self  into  the  current  of  a  theory ; 
for,  whatever  landmarks  of  fact  may  be  set  up  along 
the  stream,  there  is  a  law  of  nature  that  impels  it 
thither.  And  let  it  be  so;  for  here  the  wise  head  and 
&ipac}ous  heart  may  do  their  work ;  and  what  is  good 
and  trae  becomes  gradually  hasicnei  "vo-to  ^ 
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error  melts  away  and  vanishes  among  the  shadows  of 
tlie  hall.  Therefore  may  none  who  believe  and  rejoice 
in  the  progress  of  mankind  be  angry  with  me  because 
I  recognized  their  apostles  and  leaders  amid  the  fai 
taatic  radiance  of  those  pictured  windows.  I  love  a 
honor  such  men  aa  weil  as  they. 

It  woidd  be  endless  to  describe  the  herd  of  real  i 
self-styled  reformers  that  peopled  this  place  of  refuge. 
They  were  the  representatives  of  an  nnquiet  period, 
when  manldnd  is  seeking  to  east  off  the  whole  tissue 
of  ancient  custom  like  a  tattered  garment.  Many  of 
them  had  got  possession  of  some  crystal  fragment  of 
truth,  the  brightness  of  which  so  dazzled  them  that 
they  could  see  nothing  else  in  the  wide  universe.  Here 
were  men  whose  faith  had  embodied  itself  in  the  form 
of  a  potato ;  and  others  whose  long  lieai'ds  had  a 
deep  spiritual  significance.  Here  was  the  abolitionist, 
brandishing  bis  one  idea  like  an  iron  flail.  In  a  word, 
there  were  a  thousand  shapes  of  good  and  evil,  faith 
and  infidelity,  wisdom  and  nonsense — a  most  incoi 
gruous  throng. 

Tet,  withal,  the  heart  of  the  stanchest  conservative^  1 
he  abjured   his   fellowship   with   man,   could 
ily  have  helped  throbbing  in  sympathy  with  the 
rit  that  pervaded  these  innumerable  theorists.     It 

B  good  for  the  man  of  unquickened  heart  to  listen 
1  to  their  folly.     Far  down  beyond  the  fathom  of 

B  intellect  the  soul  acknowledged  that  all  these  vary- 
ing and  conflicting  developments  of  humanity  were 
united  in  one  sentiment,  lie  the  individual  theory  as 
wild  as  fancy  could  make  it,  stUl  the  wiser  spirit  would 
recognize  the  struggle  of  the  race  after  a  better  awA. 
purer  life  than  bad  yet  been  realized  oii  eaitftv.  ^^^ 
lutb  revived  even  wJiila  J  rejected  aSl  liieii  wAiK^^_ 


faith 
.tive^  V 
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It  could  not  be  that  the  world  should  continue  forever 
what  it  has  been ;  a  soil  where  Happiness  is  so  rare  a 
flower  and  Virtue  so  often  a,  blighted  fruit ;  a  battle- 
field where  the  good  principle,  with  its  shield  flung 
above  its  head,  can  hardly  save  itself  amid  the  rush 
of  adverse  influences.  In  the  enthusiasm  of  such 
thoughts  I  gazed  through  one  of  the  pictured  win- 
dows, and,  behold !  the  whole  external  world  was 
tinged  with  the  dimly  glorious  aspect  that  is  peculiar 
to  the  Hall  of  Fantasy,  insomuch  that  it  seemed  prac- 
ticable at  that  very  instant  to  realize  some  plan  for 
tlie  perfection  of  mankind.  But,  alas!  if  i-eformers 
would  understand  the  sphere  in  which  their  lot  ia  cast 
they  miist  cease  to  look  throngh  pictured  windows. 
Vet  they  not  only  use  this  medium,  but  mistake  it  for 
the  whitest  sunshine. 

"  Come,"  said  I  to  my  friend,  starting  from  a  deep 
reverie,  "  let  us  hasten  hence  or  I  shall  be  tempted  to 
make  a  theory,  after  which  there  is  little  hope  of  any 
man." 

"  Come  hither,  then,"  answered  he.  "  Here  is  one 
theory  that  swallows  up  and  annihilates  all  otliers." 

He  led  me  to  a  distant  part  of  the  hall  where  a 
crowd  of  deeply  attentive  auditors  were  assembled 
round  an  elderly  man  of  plain,  honest,  trustworthy 
aspect.  With  an  earnestness  that  betokened  the  sin- 
cerest  faith  in  his  own  doctrine,  he  annoimced  that  flie 
destruction  of  the  world  was  close  at  hand. 

"  It  is  Father  Miller  himself  \ "  exclaimed  I. 

"  No  less  a  man,"  said  my  fiiend ;  "  and  observe 
how  picturesque  a  contrast  between  his  dogma  and 
those  of  the  reformers  whom  we  have  just  glanced  at 
They  look  for  the  earthly  perfection  of  mankind,  and 
are  forming  schemes  which  imply  that  the  i 
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will  be  connected  with  a  physical  natrn-e  for  in-.  ^^H 
numerable  ages  of  futurity.     On  the  other  hand,  here 
comes  good  Father  Miller,  and  with  one  puff  of  hia 
relentless  theory  scattera  all  their  dreaina  like  so  many   ^^Jj 
withered  leaves  upon  the  blaat."  ^^H 

"  It  is,  perhapB,  the  only  method  of  getting  man-  ^^H 
kind  out  of  the  various  perplexities  into  which  they  ^^H 
have  fallen,"  I  replied.     "  Yet  I  could  wish  that  the 
world  might  be  permitted  to  endure  until  some  great 
moral   shall   have   been   evolved.     A   riddle   is   pro- 
pounded.    Where  is  the  solution?     The  sphinx  did 
not  slay  herself  until  her  liddle  had  been  guessed. 
Will  it  not  be  so  with  the  world  ?     Now,  if  it  should 
be  burned  to-morrow  morning,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  know 
what  pui'pose  will  have  been  accomplished,  or  how  tlie 
universe  will  be  wiser  or  better  for  our  existence  wid   ^^J 
destruction."  ^^M 

"  We  cannot  tell  what  mighty  truths  may  have  been  ^^H 
embodied  in  act  through  the  existence  of  the  globe  and  ^^H 
its  inhabitants,"  rejoined  my  companion.  "  Perhaps 
it  may  be  revealed  to  us  after  the  fall  of  the  curtain 
over  our  catastrophe;  or  not  impossibly,  the  whole 
drama,  in  which  we  are  involuntary  actors,  may  have 
been  performed  for  the  instruction  of  another  set  of 
spectators.  I  cannot  perceive  that  our  own  compre- 
hension of  it  is  at  all  essential  to  the  matter.  At  any 
rate,  while  our  view  is  so  ridiculously  narrow  and  su- 
perficial it  would  be  absurd  to  argue  the  continuance 
of  the  world  from  the  fact  that  it  seems  to  have  ex- 
isted hitherto  in  vain," 

"The  poor  old   earth,"  murmured  I.     "She  haa 
faults  enough,  in  all  conscience,  but  I  cannot 
bave  her  perish." 
^*'It  is  no  great  matter,"  said  mj  £nea.^. 


She  haa   ^^ 
-,  bear  to  ^^M 
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happiest  of  as  has  been  weary  of  her  many  a  tinK^HP 


I 

I 


oft." 

"I  doubt  it,"  answered  I,  pertinaciously  ;  "  the  root 
of  human  nature  strikes  down  deep  into  this  earthly 
soil,  and  it  is  but  reluctantly  that  we  submit  to  be 
transplanted,  even  for  a  higher  cultivation  in  heaven. 
I  query  whether  the  destruction  of  the  earth  would 
gratify  any  one  individual,  except  perhaps  some  em- 
barrassed man  of  business  whose  notes  fall  due  a  day 
after  the  day  of  doom." 

Then  methought  I  heard  the  expostulating  cry  of 
a  multitude  against  the  consummation  prophesied  by 
Father  MOler.  The  lover  wrestled  with  Providence 
for  his  foreshadowed  bliss.  Parents  entreated  that 
the  earth's  span  of  endurance  might  be  prolonged  by 
some  seventy  years,  so  that  their  new-bom  infant 
should  not  be  defrauded  of  his  lifetime.  A  youthful 
poet  murmured  because  there  would  be  no  posteri^  to 
recognize  the  inspiration  of  his  song.  The  reformers, 
one  and  all,  demanded  a  few  thousand  years  to  test 
their  theories,  after  which  the  universe  might  go  to 
wreck.  A  mechanician,  who  was  busied  witli  an  im- 
provement of  tlie  steam-engine,  asked  merely  time  ta 
perfect  his  model.  A  miser  insisted  that  the  world's 
destruction  would  be  a  personal  wrong  to  himself,  un- 
less he  should  first  he  permitted  to  add  a  specified  sum 
to  his  enormous  heap  of  gold.  A  little  boy  made  dol- 
prous  inquiry  whether  the  last  day  would  come  before 
Christmas,  and  thus  deprive  him  of  his  anticipated 
dainties.  In  short,  nobody  seemed  satisfied  that  this 
mortal  scene  of  things  should  have  its  close  just  now> 
Ifet,  it  must  be  confessed,  the  motives  of  the  crowd  for 
desiring  its  continuance  were  mostly  so  absurd  that 
tmlesa  infinite  Wisdom  had  been  awaie  of  muci^i^ 
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ler  reasons,  the  solid  eartli  must  have  melted  away  at 
once. 

For  my  own  part,  not  to  speak  of  a  few  private 
persoiial  ends,  I  really  desired  our  old  mother's  pro- 
longed existence  for  her  own  dear  aake. 

"  The  poor  old  earth ! "  I  repeated,  "  What  I  should 
chiefly  regret  in  her  destruction  would  be  that  very 
earthliness  which  no  other  sphere  or  state  of  existence 
can  renew  or  compensate.  The  fragrance  of  flowers 
and  of  new-mown  hay;  the  genial  warmth  of  sunsliine 
and  the  beauty  of  a  sunset  among  clouds ;  the  comfort 
and  cheerful  glow  of  the  fireside ;  the  delieiouaness 
of  fruits  and  of  all  good  cheer ;  the  magnificence  of 
mountains  and  seas  ami  cataracts,  and  the  softer 
charm  of  rural  scenery ;  even  the  fast  falling  snow  and 
the  gray  atmosphei'c  through  which  it  descends,  — all 
these  and  innumerable  other  enjoyable  things  of  earth 
must  perish  with  her.  Then  the  country  frolics  ;  the 
homely  humor ;  the  broad,  open-mouthed  roar  of 
laughter,  in  which  body  and  soul  conjoin  so  heartUy ! 
I  fear  that  no  other  world  can  show  lis  anything  just 
like  this.  As  for  purely  moral  enjoyments,  the  good 
will  find  tliem  in  every  state  of  being.  But  where  the 
material  and  the  moral  exist  together,  what  is  to  hap- 
pen tlien  ?  And  then  our  mute  four-footed  friends  and 
the  winged  songsters  of  our  woods !  Might  it  not 
lawful  to  regret  them,  even  in  the  hallowed  groves 
paradise  ?  " 

"You  apeak  like  the  very  spirit  of  earth,  imhi 
~t  ft  scent   of   freshly  turned   soil,"  exclaimed  mj 

lend. 
1**  It  is  not  that  I  so  much  object  to  giving  up  tl 

foymenta  on  my  own  accoimt,"  continued  I,  "  but 
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hate  to  think  that  they  will  ha-e  been  eternally  ^ 
nihilated  from  the  list  of  joys." 

"  Nor  need  they  be,"  he  replied.  "  1  see  no  real 
force  in  what  you  say.  Standing  in  this  Hall  of  Fan- 
tasy, we  perceive  what  even  the  earth-clogged  intellect 
of  man  can  do  in  creating  circumstances  which,  though 
we  call  them  shadowy  and  visionary,  are  scarcely  more 
HO  than  those  that  suiTound  us  in  actual  life.  Doubt 
not  then  tliat  man's  disembodied  spirit  may  recreate 
time  and  the  world  for  itself,  with  all  their  peculiar 
enjoyments,  should  there  still  be  human  yeaminga 
amid  life  eternal  and  infinite.  But  I  doubt  whether 
we  shall  be  inclined  to  play  such  a  poor  scene  over 

"  Oh,  you  are  ungrateful  to  our  mother  earth  I  "  re- 
joined I.  "  Come  what  may,  I  never  will  forget  her ! 
Neither  will  it  satisfy  me  to  have  her  exist  merely  in 
idea.  I  want  her  great,  round,  solid  self  to  endure 
interminably,  and  still  to  be  peopled  with  the  Idndly 
race  of  man,  whom  I  uphold  to  be  much  better  than  he 
thinks  himself.  Nevertheless,  I  confide  the  whole  mat- 
ter to  Providence,  and  shall  endeavor  so  t«  live  that 
the  world  may  come  to  an  end  at  any  moment  without 
leaving  me  at  a  loss  to  find  foothold  somewhere  else." 

"It  is  an  excellent  resolve,"  said  my  companion, 
looking  at  his  watch.  "But  come;  it  is  the  dinner 
hour.     Will  you  partake  of  my  vegetable  diet  ?  " 

A  thing  so  matter-of-fact  as  an  invitation  to  dinner, 
even  when  the  fare  was  to  be  nothing  more  substantial 
than  vegetables  and  fruit,  compelled  us  forthwith  to 
remove  from  the  Hall  of  Fantasy.  As  we  passed  out 
of  the  portal  we  met  the  spirits  of  several  persons  who 
bad  been  sent  thither  in  magnetic  sleep.  I  looked 
back  among  the  sculptured  pillars  and  at  the  tranafin 
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Hbations  of  the  gleam&g  fountain,  and  almost  desired  j 
that  the  whole  of  life  might  be  spent  in  that  yisionary 
scene  where  the  actual  world,  with  its  hard  angles, 
should  never  rub  a^inst  me,  and  only  be  viewed 
through  the  medium  of  pictured  windows.  But  for 
those  who  waste  all  their  days  in  the  Hall  of  Fantasy, 
good  Father  Miller's  prophecy  is  already  accomplished, 
and  the  solid  earth  has  come  to  an  mitimely  end.  Let 
113  be  content,  therefore,  with  merely  an  occasional 
visit,  for  the  sake  of  spiritualizing  the  grossness  of  this 
actual  life,  and  preiiguriug  to  ourselves  a  state  i 
which  the  Idea  shall  be  all  in  alL 
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Not  a  great  while  ago,  passing  through  the  gate  of 
dreams,  I  visited  that  region  of  the  earth  in  which  liea 
the  famous  Citj  of  Destruction.  It  interested  me  much 
to  leam  that  by  the  public  spirit  of  some  of  the  inhab- 
itants a  railroad  has  recently  been  established  between 
this  populous  and  flourishing  town  and  the  Celeslial 
City.  Having  a  little  time  upon  my  hands,  I  resolved 
to  gratify  a  liberal  curiosity  by  making  a  trip  thither. 
Accordingly,  one  6ne  morning  after  paying  my  bill  at 
the  hotel,  and  directing  the  porter  to  stow  my  luggage 
behind  a  coach,  I  took  my  seat  in  the  vehiule  and  set 
out  for  the  station-house.  It  was  my  good  fortime  to 
enjoy  the  company  of  a  gentleman  —  one  Mr.  Smooth- 
it^away  —  who,  though  he  had  never  actually  visited 
the  Celestial  City,  yet  seemed  as  well  acquainted  with 
its  laws,  customs,  policy,  and  statistics,  as  with  those 
of  the  City  of  Destruction,  of  which  he  was  a  native 
townsman.  Being,  moreover,  a  director  of  the  railroad 
corporation  and  one  of  its  largest  stockholders,  he  had 
it  in  his  power  to  give  me  all  desirable  information  re- 
specting that  praiseworthy  enterprise. 

Our  coach  rattled  out  of  the  city,  and  at  a  short  dis- 
tance from  its  outskirts  passed  over  a  bridge  of  elegant 
construction,  but  somewhat  too  slight,  as  I  imagined, 
to  sustain  any  considerable  weight.  On  both  sides  lay 
an  extensive  quagmire,  which  could  not  have  been 
more  disagreeable,  either  to  sight  or  smell,  had  all  the 
kennels  of  the  earth  emptied  their  pollution  there. 
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"  This,"  remarked  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  "  is  the  far 
mou9  Slough  of  Deapond  —  a  disgrace  to  all  the  neigh- 
l>orhood ;  and  the  greater  that  it  might  so  easily  be 
converted  into  firm  ground." 

"  I  hare  understood,"  said  I, "  that  efforts  have  been 
made  for  that  purpose  from  time  immemorial.  Bun- 
yan  mentions  that  above  twenty  thousand  cartloads  of 
wholesome  instructions  had  been  thrown  in  here  wil 
out  effect," 

"  Very  probably  !  And  what  effect  could 
anticipated  from  such  unsubstantial  stuff  ? "  cried 
Mr.  Smooth-it-away.  "  You  observe  this  convenient 
bridge.  We  obtained  a  sufficient  foundation  for  it  by 
throwing  into  the  slough  some  editions  of  books  of 
morality ;  volumes  of  French  philosophy  and  German 
rationalism ;  tracts,  sermons,  and  essaya  of  modem 
clergymen  ;  extracts  from  Plato,  Confucius,  and  vari- 
ous Hindoo  sages,  together  with  a  few  ingenious  com- 
mentaries upon  texts  of  Scripture,  —  all  of  which  by 
some  scientific  process,  have  been  converted  into  a 
mass  like  granite.  The  whole  bog  might  be  filled  up 
with  similar  matter." 

It  really  seemed  to  me,  however,  that  the  bridge  vi- 
brated and  heaved  up  and  down  in  a  very  formidable 
manner  ;  and,  spite  of  Mr,  Smooth-it-away 'a  teatimony 
to  the  solidity  of  its  foundation,  I  should  be  loath  to 
cross  it  in  a  crowded  omnibus,  especially  if  each  pas- 
senger were  encumbered  with  as  heavy  luggage  as  that 
gentleman  and  myself.  Nevertheless  we  got  over  with- 
out accident,  and  soon  found  ourselves  at  the  station- 
house.  This  very  neat  and  spacious  edifice  is  erected 
on  the  site  of  the  little  wicket  gate,  which  formerly,  as 
all  old  pilgrims  will  recollect,  stood  directly  across  the 

;bway,  and,  by  its  inconvenient  nairEo^rass&^^^v  %■ 
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great  obstruction  to  the  traveller  of  liberal  mind  and 
expansive  3t»ma«b.  The  reader  of  John  Bunyan  will 
be  glad  to  know  that  Christian's  old  friend  Evangel- 
ist, who  was  accustomed  to  supply  each  pilgrim  witli  a 
mystic  roll,  now  presides  at  the  ticket  office.  Some 
malicious  persons  it  is  true  deny  the  identity  of  this 
reputable  character  with  the  Evangelist  of  old  times, 
and  even  pretend  to  bring  competent  evidence  of  an 
imposture.  Without  involving  myself  in  a  dtsputa  I 
shall  merely  observe  that,  so  far  as  my  experience 
goes,  the  square  pieces  of  pasteboard  now  delivered  to 
passengers  are  much  more  convenient  and  useful  along 
the  road  than  the  antique  roll  of  parchment.  Whether 
they  will  be  as  readily  received  at  the  gate  of  the  Ce- 
lestial City  I  decline  giving  an  opinion. 

A  large  number  of  passengers  were  already  at  the 
station-house  awaiting  the  departure  of  the  cars.  By 
the  aspect  and-  demeanor  of  these  persons  it  was  easy 
to  judge  that  the  feelings  of  the  community  had  under- 
gone a  very  favorable  change  in  reference  to  the  celes- 
tial pilgrimage.  It  would  have  done  Bunyan's  heart 
good  to  see  it.  Instead  of  a  lonely  and  ragged  man 
with  a  huge  burden  on  his  back,  plodding  along  sor- 
rowfully on  foot  while  the  whole  city  hooted  after  him, 
here  were  parties  of  the  first  gentry  and  most  respect- 
able people  in  the  neighborhood  setting  forth  towards 
die  Celestial  City  as  cheerfully  as  if  the  pUgrimage 
were  merely  a  summer  tour.  Among  the  gentlemen 
were  characters  of  deserved  eminence  —  ma^trates, 
politicians,  and  men  of  wealth,  by  whose  example  re- 
ligion could  not  but  be  greatly  recommended  to  their 
meaner  brethren.  In  the  ladies'  apartment,  too,  I  re- 
joiced to  distinguish  some  of  those  flowers  of  f  ashioo- 
ftble  Bode^  who  are  so  well  fitted  to  adorn  the  mo^ 
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^Bbrated  cirelea  of  the  Celeatial  City.  There 
much  pleasaat  conversation  about  the  news  of  the  day, 
topics  of  business  and  politics,  or  the  lighter  matters 
of  amusement ;  while  religion,  though  indiibitably  the 
main  thing  at  heart,  was  thrown  tastefully  into  the 
background.  Even  an  infidel  would  have  heard  little 
or  nothing  ia  shock  his  sensibility. 

One  great  convenience  of  the  new  method  of  going 
on  pilgrimage  I  must  not  forget  to  mention.  Our 
enormous  burdens,  instead  of  being  carried  on  our 
shoulders  as  had  been  the  custom  of  old,  were  aH^ 
snugly  deposited  in  the  baggage  car,  and,  as  I  was 
sured,  would  be  delivered  to  their  respective  owners 
the  journey's  end.  Another  thing,  likewise,  the  bat] 
nevolent  reader  will  be  delighted  to  understand.  Ml 
may  be  remembered  that  there  was  an  ancient  feud  Ije* 
tween  Prince  Beelzebub  and  the  keeper  of  the  wicket 
gate,  and  that  the  adherents  of  the  former  distinguished 
personage  were  accustomed  to  shoot  deadly  arrows  at 
honest  pilgrims  while  knocking  at  the  door.  This  dis- 
pute, much  to  the  credit  as  well  of  the  illustrious  po- 
tentate above  mentioned  as  of  the  worthy  and  enlight- 
^^nwd  directors  of  the  railroad,  has  been  pacifically 
^■^(ranged  on  the  principle  of  mutual  compromise.  The 
Bl  "prince's  subjects  are  now  pretty  numerously  employed 
about  the  station-house,  some  in  taking  care  of  the  bag^ 
gage,  others  in  collecting  fuel,  feeding  the  engines,  and 
sacli  congenial  occupations ;  and  I  can  conscientiously 
afBrm  that  persons  more  attentive  to  their  business, 
more  willing  to  accommodate,  or  more  generally  agree- 
able to  the  passengers,  are  not  to  be  found  on  any  rail- 
Every  good  heart  must  surely  exult  at  so  satia- 
bory  an  arrangement  of  an  immemorial  difficulty. 

e  is  Mr.  Greatheart  ?  "  inqoiied  1.  "fte^o^ 
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a  doubt  ilie  directors  have  engaged  that  famous  < 
champion  to  he  chief  conductor  on  the  railroad?  " 
"  Why,  no,"  said  Mr,  Smooth-it-away,  with  a  dry 
cough,  "  He  was  offered  the  situation  of  brakeman ; 
but,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  our  friend  Greatheart  has 
grown  preposterously  stiff  and  narrow  in  his  old  age. 
He  haa  so  often  guided  pilgrims  over  the  road  on  foot 
that  he  considers  it  a  sin  to  travel  in  any  other  fashion. 
Besides,  the  old  fellow  had  entered  so  heartily  into  the 
ancient  feud  with  Prince  Beelzebub  that  he  would  have 
been  perpetually  at  blows  or  ill  language  with  some  of 
the  prince's  subjects,  and  thus  have  embroiled  us  anew. 
So,  on  the  whole,  we  were  not  sorry  when  honest  Great- 
heart  went  off  to  the  Celestial  City  in  a  huff  and  left 
us  at  liberty  to  choose  a  more  suitable  and  accommo- 

»  dating  man.  Yonder  comes  the  engineer  of  the  train. 
You  will  probably  recognize  liim  at  once." 
The  engine  at  this  moment  took  its  station  in  ad- 
vance of  the  cars,  looking,  I  must  confess,  much  more 
like  a  sort  of  mechanical  demon  that  would  hurry  us 
to  the  infernal  regions  than  a  laudable  contrivance 
for  smoothing  our  way  to  the  Celestial  City.  On  ita 
-top  sat  a  personage  almost  enveloped  in  smoke  and 
flame,  which,  not  to  startle  the  reader,  appeared  to 

fgush  from  his  own  mouth  and  stomach  as  well  as  from 
the  engine's  brazen  abdomen. 
"  Do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ?  "  cried  I.     "  What  on 
earth  is  this  I     A  living  creature  ?     If  so,  he  is  own 
brother  to  the  engine  he  rides  upon  1 " 
"  Poh,  poh,  you  are  obtuse  1 "  said  Mr.  Smooth-it- 
away,  with  a  hearty  laugh.     "  Don't  you  know  Apol- 
lyon,  Christian's  old  enemy,  with  whom  he  fought  so 
Berce  a,  battle  in  the  Valley  of  Humiliation  ?     He  was 
J       i&e  very  fellow  to  manage  the  endive',  aoi.'ao  "«fc^w%_ 


HEboi 


THE  CELESTIAL  RAILROAD. 


nciled  him  to  the  custom  of  going  on  pilgrimaf 
and  engaged  him  as  chief  engineer." 

"Bravo,  bravo!  "exclaimed  I,  with  irrepressible 
tbiisiasm ;  "  this  shows  the  liberality  of  the  age ; 
proves,  if  anything  can,  that  all  musty  prejudicea  a 
in  a  fair  way  to  be  obliterated.     And  how  will  Chi 
tian  rejoice  to  hear  of  this  happy  transformation  of  Ii 
old  antagonist!     I  promise  myself  great  pleasure  i 
informing   him   of   it  when  we  reach   the  Celestial 
City." 

The  passengers  being  aU  comfortably  seated,  we  now 
rattled  away  merrily,  accomplishing  a  greater  distance 
iu  t*^n  minutes  than  Christian  probably  trudged  over 
in  a  day.  It  was  laughable,  while  we  glanced  along, 
as  it  were,  at  the  tail  of  a  thunderbolt,  to  observe 
two  dusty  foot  travellers  in  the  old  pilgrim  guise,  with 
cockle  shell  and  staff,  their  mystic  rolls  of  parchment 
in  their  hands  and  their  intolerable  burdens  on  their 
backs.  The  preposterous  obstinaey  of  these  honest 
people  in  persisting  to  groan  and  stumble  along  the 
difficult  pathway  rather  than  take  advantage  of  mod- 
em improvements,  excited  great  mirth  among  our 
brotherhood.  We  greeted  the  two  pilgrimfl 
many  pleasant  gibes  and  a  roar  of  laughter; 
whereupon  they  gazed  at  us  with  such  woful  and  ab- 
Burdly  compassionate  visages  that  our  merriment  grew 
tenfold  more  obstreperous.  Apollyon  also  entered 
heai-tily  into  tlie  fun,  and  contrived  to  flirt  the  smoke 
and  flame  of  the  engine,  or  of  his  own  breath.  Into  their 
faces,  and  envelop  them  in  an  atmosphere  of  scalding 
steam.  These  hltle  practical  jokes  amused  us  might- 
ily, and_  doubtless  afforded  the  pilgrims  the  gcat\6aar 
tion  of  consider/no^  themselves  maxtyrs. 

At  some  distance  from  the  rcultoaA  M.X.  ?siq»o'^*» 
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away  pointed  to  a,  large,  antique  edifice,  which,  I 
served,  was  a  tavern  of  long  standing,  and  had  for- 
merly been  a  noted  stopping-place  for  pilgrims.  In 
Bunyan's  road-book  it  ia  mentioned  as  the  Interpret- 
er's House. 

"  I  have  long  had  a  curiosity  to  visit  that  old  man- 
eion,"  remarked  I. 

"  It  is  not  one  of  our  stations,  as  you  perceive,"  said 
my  companion.  "  The  keeper  was  violently  opposed 
to  the  railroad ;  and  well  he  might  be,  as  the  track  left 
his  bouse  of  entertainment  on  one  side,  and  thus  was 
pretty  certain  to  deprive  him  of  all  hia  reputable  cus- 
tomers. But  the  footpath  still  passes  his  door ,  and 
the  old  gentleman  now  and  then  receives  a  call  from 
some  simple  traveller,  and  entertains  him  with  fare  aa 
old'fasliioned  as  himself." 

Before  our  talk  on  this  subject  came  to  a  conclusion 
we  were  rushing  by  the  place  where  Christian's  burden 
fell  from  his  shoulders  at  the  sight  of  the  Cross,  Thia 
served  as  a  theme  for  Mr.  Smooth-itaway,  Mr.  Live- 
for-the-world,  Mr.  Ilide-ain-in-the-heart,  Mr.  Scaly- 
conscience,  and  a  knot  of  gentlemen  from  the  town 
of  Shun-repentance,  to  descant  upon  the  inestimable 
advantages  resulting  from  the  safety  of  our  baggage. 
Myself,  and  all  the  passengers  indeed.  Joined  with 
great  unanimity  in  this  view  of  the  matter ;  for  onr 
burdens  were  rich  in  many  things  esteemed  precious 
throughout  the  world  ;  and,  especially,  we  each  of  ub 
possessed  a  great  variety  of  favorite  Habits,  which  we 
trusted  woidd  not  be  out  of  fashion  even  in  the  polite 
circles  of  the  Celestial  City.  It  would  have  been  a 
sad  spectacle  to  see  such  an  assortment  of  valuable 
articles  tumbling  into  the  sepidchre.  Thus  pleasantly 
conversing  on  the  favorable  circumstances  of  our  d 
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as  compared  with  those  of  past  pilgrims  and  of 
oarrow-minded  ones  at  the  present  day,  we  soon  found 
ouraelves  at  the  foot  of  the  Ilill  Difficulty.  Through 
the  very  heart  of  this  rocky  mountain  a  tunnel  has  been 
constructed  of  most  admirable  architecture,  with  a  lofty 
arch  and  a  spacious  double  track ;  so  that,  unless  the 
earth  and  rocks  should  chance  to  crumble  down,  it  will 
remain  an  eternal  monument  of  the  builder's  skill  and 
enterjirise.  It  is  a  great  though  incidental  advantage 
that  the  materials  from  the  heart  of  the  Hill  Difficulty 
have  been  employed  in  filling  up  the  Valley  of  Hui 
iation,  thus  obviating  the  necessity  of  descending 
that  disagreeable  and  unwholesome  hollow. 

"  This  is  a  wonderful  improvement,  indeed,"  said  I, 
*'  Yet  I  should  have  been  glad  of  an  opportunity  to 
visit  the  Palace  Beautiful  and  be  introduced  to  the 
(^harming  young  ladies  —  Miss  Prudence,  Miss  Pie! 
Miss  Charity,  and  the  rest  —  who  have  the  tdndness 
entertain  pilgrims  there." 

"  Yoimg  ladies'"  cried  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  as  soon 
as  be  could  speak  for  laughing.  "  And  charming 
yotuig  ladies  I  Why,  my  dear  fellow,  they  are  old 
maids,  every  soul  of  them  —  prim,  starched,  dry,  and 
angular ;  and  not  one  of  tliem,  I  will  venture  to  say, 
has  altered  so  much  as  the  fashion  of  her  gown  since 
the  days  of  Christian's  pilgrimage." 

"Ah,  well,"  sajd  I,  much  comforted,  "then  I  cailj 
very  readily  dispense  with  their  acquaintance." 

The  respectable  Apollyon  was  now  putting  on  the 
fit«am  at  a  prodigious  rate,  anxious,  perhaps,  \o  get  rid 
of  the  unpleasant  reminiscences  connected  with  the 
epot  where  he  had  so  disastrously  encountered  Christ- 
ian. Consulting  Mr.  Bunyan's  road-book,  I  perceived 
Uiat  we  must  now  be  within  a  few  miles  of  tb&  YaUsij 
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of  tlie  Shadow  o£  Death,  into  which  doleful  re^on,  al 
our  present  speed,  we  should  plunge  much  sooner  thai 
seemed  at  all  desirable.  In  truth,  I  expected  uothin| 
better  than  to  find  myself  in  the  ditch  on  one  side  oi 
tiie  quag  on  the  other ;  but  on  comniimi eating  my  ap 
prehensions  to  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  he  assured  me  thai 
the  difBc.ulties  of  this  passage,  even  in  its  worst  condi 
tion,  had  been  vastly  exaggerated,  and  that,  in  its  pres 
ent  state  of  improvement,  I  might  consider  myself  ai 
safe  as  on  any  railroad  in  Christendom. 

Even  while  we  were  speaMng  the  train  shot  inh 
the  entrance  of  this  droaded  Valley.  Though  I  pleat 
guilty  to  some  foolish  palpitations  of  the  heart  durinf 
our  headlong  rash  over  the  causeway  here  constructed 
yet  it  were  unjust  to  withhold  the  highest  encomiumi 
on  the  boldness  of  its  original  conception  and  the  inge 
nuity  of  those  who  executed  it.  It  was  gratifying,  like 
wise,  to  observe  how  much  care  had  been  taken  b 
dispel  the  everlasting  gloom  and  supply  the  defect  « 
cheerful  sunshine,  not  a  ray  of  wMeb  has  ever  pene 
trated  among  these  awful  shadows.  For  this  purpose 
the  inflammable  gas  which  exudes  plentifully  from  tlu 
soil  is  collected  by  means  of  pipes,  and  thence  com 
municated  to  a  quadruple  row  of  lamps  along  thi 
whole  extent  of  the  passage.  Thus  a  radiance  haj 
been  created  even  out  of  the  fiery  and  sulphuroui 
curse  that  rests  forever  upon  the  valley  —  a  radianci 
hurtful,  however,  to  the  eyes,  and  somewhat  bewilder 
ing,  as  I  discovered  by  the  changes  which  it  wrough 
in  the  visages  of  my  companions.  In  this  respect,  ai 
compared  with  natural  daylight,  there  is  the  same  dif 
ferenee  as  between  truth  and  falsehood :  but  if  thi 
reader  have  ever  travelled  through  the  dark  Valley 
lie  will  have  learned  to  be  thankful  for  any  light  tto 
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■  could  gat — if  not  from  the  sky  above,  then  from 

6  blasted  soil  beneath.     Such  was  the  red  brilliancy 

rthese  lamps  that  they  appeared  to  build  walla  of  fire 

I  both  aides  of  the  track,  between  which  we  held  our 

e  at  lightning  speed,  while  a  reverberating  thun- 

r  filled  the  Valley  with  its  echoes.     Had  the  engine 

:  the  track,  — a  catastrophe,  it  is  whispered,  by 

I  no  means  unprecedented,  —  the  hottondess  pit,  if  thera, 

be  any  such  place,  woiUd  undoubtedly  have  received! 

Just  as  some  dismal  fooleries  of  this  nature  had" 

made  my  heart  quake  there  came  a  tremendous  shriek, 

careering  along  the  valley  as  if  a  thousand  devils  had 

burst  their  lungs  to  utter  it,  but  which  proved  to  be 

merely  the  whistle  of  the  engine  on  arrivuig  at  a  stopr. 

ping-plaee. 

The  spot  where  we  had  now  paused  is  the  same  that 
our  friend  Bnnyau —  a  truthful  man,  but  infected  with 
many  fantastic  notions  —  has  designated,  in  terms 
plainer  than  I  like  to  repeat,  as  the  mouth  of  the 
infernal  region.  This,  however,  must  be  a  mistaki 
inasmuch  as  Mr,  Smooth-it-away,  while  we  remaini 
in  the  smoky  and  lurid  cavern,  took  occasion  to  prova 
that  Tophet  has  not  even  a  metaphorical  existence. 
Thit  place,  he  assured  us,  is  no  other  than  the  crater 
of  a  half-extinct  volcano,  in  which  the  directors  had 
i-aused  forges  to  be  set  up  for  the  manufacture  of  rail- 
road iron.  Hence,  also,  is  obtained  a  plentiful  sup- 
ply of  fuel  for  the  use  of  tlie  engines.  Whoever  had 
gazed  into  the  dismal  obscuiity  of  the  broad  cavern 
mouth,  whence  ever  and  anon  darted  huge  tongues  of 
dusky  flame,  and  had  seen  the  strange,  half-shaped 
monsters,  and  visions  of  faces  horribly  grotesque,  into 
which  the  smoke  seemed  to  wreathe  itself,  and  had 
&S^tfa$-  ■wfnl  murmurs,  and   shrieks,  8,Q.d.  liue^, 
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shuddermg  whispers  of  the  hhi^t,  sometimes  fon 
themselves  into  worda  almost  articulate,  would  ] 
seized  upou  Mr.  Smooth-it-away's  comfortable  ei 
nation  as  greedily  as  we  did.  The  inhabitants  of 
cavern,  moreover,  were  unlovely  personages,  d 
smoke-begrimed,  generally  defonned,  with  misshi 
feet,  and  a  glow  of  dusky  redness  in  their  eyes  i 
their  hearts  had  caught  fire  and  were  blazing  ov 
the  upper  windows.  It  struck  me  as  a  peeulii 
that  the  laborers  at  the  forge  and  those  who  broi 
fuel  to  the  engine,  when  they  began  to  draw  b 
breath,  positively  emitted  smoke  from  their  mouth 
nostrils. 

Among  the  idlers  about  the  train,  most  of  w 
were  puffing  cigars  which  they  had  lighted  at 
flame  of  the  crater,  I  was  perplexed  to  notice  sei 
who,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  ha*!  heretofore  set  i 
by  railroad  for  the  Celestial  City.  They  looked  d 
wild,  and  smoky,  with  a  singular  resemblance,  ind 
to  the  native  inhabitants,  like  whom,  also,  tliey 
a  disagreeable  propensity  to  ill-natured  gibes 
sneers,  the  habit  of  which  had  wrought  a  settled 
tortion  of  their  visages.  Having  been  on  spea! 
terms  with  one  of  these  persons,  —  an  indolent,  g 
for-notbing  fellow,  who  went  by  tlie  name  of  Tal 
easy,  —  I  called  him,  and  inquired  what  was  his  1 
ness  there. 

"Did  you  not  start,"  said  I,  "for  the  Cele 
City?" 

"  That 's  a  fact,"  said  Mr,  Take-it-easy,  careh 
puffing  some  smoke  uito  my  eyes.  "  But  I  heard 
bad  accounts  that  I  never  took  pains  to  climb  the 
on  which  the  city  stands.  No  business  doing,  no 
ig  on,  nothing  to  drink,  and  no  smoking  bS0 
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a  thrumming  of  church  music  from  morning  till 
[ht.    I  -would  not  stay  in  such  a  place  if  they  offerg 
house  room  and  living  free." 
But,  my  good  Mr.  Take-it^asy,"  cried  I, 

up  your  residence   here,  of  all  places  in 
:ld?" 

Oh,"  said   the  loafer,  with  a  grin,  *'it  is  verj^ 
hereabouts,  and  I  meet  with  plenty  of  old  ac- 
tances,  and  altogether  the  place  suits  me.    I  hope 
Bee  you  back  again  some  day  soon.     A  pleasant 

ley  to  you." 
"WMIe  he  was  speaking  the  bell  of  the  engine  nuig^ 
'Sid  we  dashed  away  after  dropping  a  few  passengersin 
but  receiving  no  new  ones.  Rattling  onward  through 
Ae  Valley,  we  were  dajjzled  with  the  fiercely  gleam 
ii^  gas  lamps,  as  before.  But  sometimes,  in  the  dark 
of  intense  brightness,  grim  faces,  that  bore  the  aspect 
asd  expression  of  individual  sins,  or  evil  passions, 
seemed  to  thrust  themselves  through  the  veil  of  light, 
faring  upon  us,  and  stretching  forth  a  great,  dusky 
hand,  as  if  to  impede  our  pi'ogress.  I  almost  thought 
that  they  were  my  own  sins  that  appalled  me  there. 
lliese  were  freaks  of  imagination  —  nothing  more, 
eertainly — mere  delusions,  which  I  ought  to  be  heart- 
ily ashamed  of ;  but  all  through  the  Daik  Valley  I 
was  tormented,  and  pestered,  and  dolefully  hevrildered 
with  the  same  kind  of  waking  dreams.  The  mephitio 
gases  of  that  region  intoxicate  the  brain.  Aa  the 
light  of  natural  day,  however,  began  t«  struggle  with 
the  glow  of  the  lanterns,  these  vain  imaginations  lost 
their  vividness,  and  finally  vanished  with  the  first  ray 
of  sunshine  that  greeted  our  escape  from  the  Valley  of 
the  Shadow  of  Death.  Ere  we  had  gone  a  mUe  be- 
yond it  I  conld  wellnigh  have  taken  my  obAL  tlbab  *A:i^ 
vhole  giootny  pass^^  was  a  dream.  ^H 
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At  Gio  end  o£  the  valley,  as  John  Biinyan  meationa 
is  a  cavem,  where,  in  his  days,  dwelt  two  cruel  giauta 
Pope  and  Pagan,  who  had  strown  the  ground  abou 
their  residence  with  the  bones  of  slaughtered  pilgrinu 
These  vile  old  troglodytes  are  no  longer  there;  ba 
into  their  deserted  cave  another  terrible  giant  La 
thrust  himself,  and  makes  it  his  business  to  seize  npoi 
honest  travellers  and  fatten  them  for  his  table  witi 
plentiful  meals  of  smoke,  mist,  moonshine,  raw  pott 
toes,  and  sawdust.  He  is  a  German  by  birth,  and  i 
called  Giant  Transcendentalist ;  but  as  to  his  font 
his  features,  his  substance,  and  bis  nature  generallj 
it  is  the  chief  peculiarity  of  this  huge  miscreant  tba 
neither  he  for  himself,  nor  anybody  for  him,  has  eve 
been  able  to  describe  them.  As  we  rushed  by  th 
cavern's  mouth  we  caught  a  hasty  glimpse  of  hin 
looking  somewhat  lilte  an  ill-proportioned  figure,  bo 
considerably  more  like  a  heap  of  fog  and  dusldnesj 
He  shouted  after  us,  but  iu  so  strange  a  phraseolog 
that  we  knew  not  what  he  meant,  nor  whether  to  t 
encouraged  or  affrighted. 

It  was  late  in  the  day  when  the  tr^n  thundered  int 
the  ancient  city  of  Vanity,  where  Vanity  Fair  is  sti 
at  the  height  of  prosperity,  and  exhibits  an  epitome  c 
whatever  is  brilliant,  gay,  and  fascinating  beneath  tb 
Bun,  As  I  purposed  to  make  a  considerable  stay  hen 
it  gratified  me  to  learn  that  there  is  no  longer  ti 
want  of  harmony  between  the  town's-people  and  pi 
grims,  which  impelled  the  former  to  such  lamentabl 
mistaken  measiu^s  as  the  persecution  of  Christian  an 
the  fiery  martyrdom  of  Faithful.  On  the  contrary,  a 
the  new  railroad  brings  with  it  great  trade  and  a  cor 
etant  influx  of  strangers,  the  lord  of  Vanity  Fair  is  it 
thief  patron,  and  the  capitalists  of  the  city  are  aanift 
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''&e  lai^;eBt  stockholders.  Many  passengers  stop  to  take 
Qieir  pleasnre  or  make  tlieir  profit  in  the  Fair,  instead 
of  going  onward  to  the  Celestial  City.  Indeed,  such 
ace  the  charms  of  the  place  that  people  often  affirm 
it  to  be  the  true  and  only  heaven ;  stoutly  contending 
that  there  is  no  other,  that  those  who  seek  further  are 
mere  dreamers,  and  that,  if  the  fabled  brightness  of 
the  Celestial  City  lay  but  a  bare  mile  beyond  the  gates 
of  Vanity,  they  would  not  be  fooLs  enough  to  go  thither. 
Without  subscribing  to  these  perhaps  exaggerated  en. 
Mminms,  I  can  truly  say  that  my  abode  in  the  city  was 
mainly  ^reeable,  and  my  intercourse  with  the  inhabi- 
tants productive  of  much  amusement  and  instruction. 

Being  naturally  of  a  serious  turn,  my  attention  waj 
lUrected  to  the  solid  advantages  derivable  from  a  resi- 
dence here,  rather  than  to  the  effervescent  pleasures 
which  are  the  grand  object  with  too  many  visitants. 
The  Christaan  reader,  if  he  have  had  no  accounts  of 
the  city  later  than  Bimyan'a  time,  will  be  surprised  ta 
hear  tliat  almost  every  street  has  its  church,  and  that 
the  reverend  clergy  are  nowhere  held  in  higher  re- 
spect than  at  Vanity  Fair.  And  weU  do  they  deserve 
such  honorable  estimation ;  for  the  maxima  of  wisdi 
and  virtue  which  fall  from  their  lips  come  from 
deep  n  spiritual  source,  and  tend  to  as  lofty  a  religious 
aim,  as  those  of  the  sagest  philosophei-s  of  old.  In 
jostification  of  this  high  praise  I  need  only  mention  the 
names  of  the  Rev.  Mr,  Shallow-deep,  the  Kev.  Mp. 
Stumble-at^ truth,  that  fine  old  clerical  character  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Tliis-to-day,  who  expects  shortly  to  resign  his 
pulpit  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  That-to-morrow ;  together  with 
the  Rev.  Mr,  Bewilderment,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Clog-the- 
spirit,  and,  last  and  greatest,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wind-ot 
The  labors  of  tliese  eauneint  iVmaRa 
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aided  hy  those  of  iunumerable  le^iturera,  who  diffiise 
such  a  various  profundity,  in  all  subjects  of  human  or 
celestial  science,  that  any  man  may  act^uire  an  omnig- 
enous erudition  without  the  trouble  of  even  learning  to 
read.  Thus  literature  is  etherealized  by  assuming  for 
its  metUum  the  human  voice ;  and  knowledge,  depos- 
iting all  its  heavier  particles,  except,  doubtless,  its 
gold,  becomes  exhaled  into  a  sound,  which  forthwith 
steals  into  the  ever-open  ear  of  the  community.  These 
ingenious  methods  constitute  a  sort  of  machinery,  by 
which  thought  and  study  are  done  to  every  person's 
hand  without  his  putting  himself  to  the  slightest  incon- 
venience in  the  matter.  There  is  another  species  of 
machine  for  the  wholesale  manufacture  of  individual 
morality.  This  excellent  result  is  effected  by  societies 
for  all  manner  of  virtuous  purposes,  with  which  a  man 
has  merely  to  connect  himself,  throwing,  as  it  were,  his 
quota  of  virtue  into  the  common  stock,  and  the  presi- 
dent and  directors  will  take  care  that  the  aggregate 
amount  be  well  applied.  All  these,  and  other  won- 
derful improvements  in  ethics,  religion,  and  literature, 
being  made  plain  to  my  comprehension  by  tlie  in- 
genious Mr.  Smooth-itr^way,  inspired  me  with  a  vaat 
admiration  of  Vanity  Fair. 

It  would  fill  a  volume,  in  an  age  of  pamphlets, 
were  I  to  record  all  my  observiitions  in  this  great 
capital  of  human  business  and  pleasure.  There  was 
an  imlimited  range  of  society  —  the  powerful,  the 
wise,  the  witty,  and  the  famous  in  every  walk  of  life ; 
princes,  presidents,  poets,  generals,  artists,  actors,  and 
philanthropists,  —  all  maldng  their  own  market  at  tha 
fair,  and  deeming  no  price  too  exorbitant  for  such 
Bommudities  as  hit  their  iancy,  \t  waa  -vaU.  vrortb 
tae's  while,  even  if  he  had  no  iAea.  «1  'Wy*^  'jWJ'I^B 
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ring,  to  loiter  through   tlio  bazaars   and   obeen 
various  sorts  of  traffic  that  were  going  forward. 

Some  of  the  purchasers,  I  thought,  made  very  fool^ 
iah  bargains.  For  instance,  a  young  man  having  i 
herited  a  splendid  fortune,  laid  out  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  it  in  the  purchase  of  diseases,  and  finally  spent 
all  the  rest  for  a  heavy  lot  of  repentance  and  a  suit  of 
rags.  A  very  pretty  girl  bailered  a  heart  as  clear  sls 
crystal,  and  which  seemed  her  most  valuable  possea- 
Hon,  for  another  jewel  of  the  same  kind,  but  so  worn 
and  defaced  as  to  be  utterly  worthless.  In  one  shop 
there  were  a  great  many  crowns  of  laurel  and  myrtle, 
which  soldiers,  authors,  statesmen,  and  various  other 
people  pressed  eagerly  to  buy  ;  some  purchased  these 
paltry  wreaths  with  their  lives,  others  by  a  toilsome 
servitude  of  years,  and  many  sacrificed  whatever 
was  most  valuable,  yet  finally  slunk  away  without 
the  crown.  There  was  a  sort  of  stock  or  scrip,  called 
Conscience,  which  seemed  to  be  in  great  demand,  and 
would  purchase  almost  anything.  Indeed,  few  rich 
commodities  were  to  be  obtained  without  paying  a 
heavy  sum  in  this  particular  stock,  and  a  man's  bus- 
iness was  seldom  very  lucrative  unless  he  knew  pre- 
cisely when  and  how  to  throw  his  hoard  of  conscience 
into  the  market.  Yet  as  this  stock  was  the  only  thing 
of  permanent  value,  whoever  parted  with  it  was  sure  to 
find  himself  a  loser  in  the  long  run.  Several  of  the 
speculations  were  c>f  a  ipiestionable  character.  Occa- 
sionally a  member  of  Congress  recruited  his  pocket  by 
the  sale  of  his  constituents ;  and  I  was  assured  that 
public  officers  have  often  sold  their  country  at  vei-y 
iderate  prices.  Thousands  sold  tlieir  hap\)in,e8ft  fa^ 
jb'Vbim.  Gilded  cimius  were  in.  geeaX.  4fcmas^.\^  ws^ 
(  with  almost  any  mwrijfi^^^     ^'^  teqjQm^itoi— * 
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who  deeired,  according  to  the  ohl  adage,  to  sell  any- 
thing valimhle  for  a  song,  ought  find  customers  lUl 
over  the  Fair ;  and  there  were  innumerable  messes  al 
pott^^e,  piping  hot,  for  such  as  chose  to  buy  them 
with  their  birthrights.  A  few  articles,  however,  could 
not  be  found  genuine  at  Vanity  Fair.  If  a  customef 
wished  to  renew  his  stock  of  youth  the  dealers  offered 
hiiTi  a  set  of  false  teeth  and  aji  auburn  wig ;  if  he  de- 
manded peace  of  mind,  they  recommended  opium  oi  a 
,  brandy  bottle. 

Tracts  of  lajid  ajid  golden  mansions,  situate  in  the 
Celestial  City,  were  often  exchanged,  at  very  disadvsn* 
tageous  rates,  for  a  few  years'  lease  of  small,  dismal, 
inconvenient  tenements  in  Vanity  Fair.  Prince  Beet 
zehuh  himself  took  great  interest  in  this  sort  of  traffic, 
and  sometimes  condescended  to  meddle  with  smaller 
matters.  I  once  had  the  pleasure  to  see  him  bargain- 
ing with  a  miser  for  his  soul,  wliich,  after  much  in- 
genious skirmishing  on  both  sides,  his  highness  aito- 
eeeded  in  obtaining  at  about  the  value  of  aixpenue. 
'  The  prince  remarked  with  a  smile,  that  he  was  a  loser 
by  the  transaction. 

Day  after  day,  as  I  walked  tlie  streets  of  Vanity,  my 
manners  and  deportment  became  more  and  more  like 
those  of  the  inhabitants.  The  place  began  to  seem 
like  home;  the  idea  of  pursuing  my  travels  to  the 
Celestial  City  was  almost  obliterated  from  my  mind. 
I  was  reminded  of  it,  however,  by  the  sight  of  the  same 
pair  of  simple  pilgrims  at  whom  we  had  laughed  ar 
heartily  when  Apollyon  puffed  smoke  and  steam  into 
their  faces  at  the  commencement  of  our  journey. 
There  they  stood  amidst  the  densest  bustle  of  Vanity ; 
the  dealers  offering  them  their  purple  and  fine  linen 
and  jewels,  the  men  of  wit  and  hAnmot  ^ftnii%«h.>Q 
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^^ppaar  of  buxom  laiiies  ogling  them  askance,  while  the 
^Hcaievoleiit  Mr.  Smooth-it-away  whispered  some  of  his 
B^sdom  at  their  elbows,  and  pointed  to  a  newly-erected 
■    tonple ;  but  thore  were  these  worthy  simpletons,  ii 
ing  the  scene  look  wild  and  monstrous,  merely  by  tl 
sturdy  repudiation  of  all  part  in  its  business  or  plei 

One  of  them  —  his  name  was  Stick-to-the-right — 
perceived  in  my  face,  I  suppose,  a  species  of  sympathy 
and  almost  admiration,  which,  to  my  own  great 
prise,  I  cmdd  not  help  feeling  for  this  pragmatic  coup] 
It  prompted  him  to  address 

"  Sir,"  inquired  he,  with  a  sad,  yet  mild  and  kin{ 
voice,  "  do  you  call  yourself  a  pilgrim  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  replied,  "  my  right  to  that  appellation 
indubitable.     I  am  merely  a  sojourner  here  in  Vanil 
Fair,  being  bound  to  the  Celestial  City  by  the  new 
road.' 

"Alas,  friend,"  rejoined  Mr.  Stick-to-the-right, 
do  assure  you,  and  beseech  you  to  receive  the  truth  of 
my  words,  that  that  whole  concern  is  a  bubble.  You 
may  travel  on  it  all  your  lifetime,  were  you  te  live 
thousands  of  years,  and  yet  never  get  beyond  the 
limits  of  Vanity  Fair.  Yea,  though  you  should  deem 
yourself  entering  the  gates  of  the  blessed  city,  it  will  _ 
be  nothing  but  a  miserable  delusion. 

"  The  Lord  of  the  Celestial  City,"  began  the  otlw 
fiilgriiii,  whose  name  was  Mr.  FooUiHo-heaven, 
refused,  and  will  ever  refuse,  to  grant  an  act  of  in- 
corporation for  this  railroad ;  and  unless  that  be  ob- 
tjtined,  no  passenger  can  ever  hope  to  enter  his  domin- 
ions. Wherefore  every  man  who  buys  a  ticket  unn&V 
lay  his  a^m>ii7i(  with  losing  the  purc\i&ftB  wioTift'j ,  "W^k*^ 
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^H  *'  Poh,  nonsense ! "  said  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  taking 
^B  my  arm  and  leading  me  off,  "  these  fellows  ought  to 
^H  be  indicted  for  a.  libel.  If  the  law  Rtood  as  it  once  did 
^H  in  Vanity  Fair  we  should  see  them  grinning  through 
^H  the  iron  bara  of  the  prison  window." 
^H  This  incident  made  a  considerable  impression  on  my 
^H  mbid,  and  contributed  with  other  circumstances  to  in- 
^P  dispose  me  to  a  permanent  residence  in  the  city^  of 
H  Vanity ;  although,  of  course,  I  waa  not  simple  enough 
F  to  give  up  my  original  plan  of  gliding  along  easily  and 
oommodiously  by  railroad.  Still,  I  grew  anxious  to 
be  gone.     There  was  one  strange  thing  that  troubled 

I  me.  Amid  the  occupations  or  amusements  of  the 
Fair,  nothing  was  more  common  than  for  a  person — 
whether  at  feast,  theatre,  or  church,  or  trafficking  for 
wealth  and  honors,  or  whatever  he  might  be  doing, 
and  however  unseasonable  the  interruption — suddenly 
to  vanish  like  a  soap  bubble,  and  be  never  more  seen 
of  his  fellows ;  and  so  accustomed  were  the  latter  to 
such  little  accidents  that  they  went  on  with  their  bua- 
inesa  as  quietly  as  if  nothing  had  liappened.  But  it 
was  otherwise  with  me. 
Finally,  after  a  pretty  long  residence  at  the  Fair, 
I  resumed  my  joiuney  towards  the  Celestial  City,  Eitlll 
^^  with  Mr.  Smooth-it-away  at  my  side.  At  a  short  dia- 
^K  tance  beyond  the  suburbs  of  Vanity  we  passed  the  an- 
^^P  cient  silver  mine,  of  which  Demas  was  the  first  djscov- 
^H  erer,  and  which  is  now  wi-ought  to  great  advantage, 
'  supplying  nearly  all  the  coined  currency  of  tlie  world. 

A  little  further  onward  was  the  spot  where  Lot's  wi£o 
had  stood  forever  imder  the  semblance  of  a  pillar  of 
Bait.  Curioi^  travellers  have  long  since  carried  it 
awaj  pieeemesl.  Had  all  regrets  been  punished  as 
tJgoroualy  as  this  poor  dame's  ■«ete, "to; 
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^^p&  relinquished  delights  of  Vanity  Fair  might  hi 
^^Bodticed  s  similar  change  in  my  own  corporeal 
^^Bmce,  and  left  me  a  warning  to  fntiii'e  pilgrims. 
^^^  The  next  remarkahle  object  was  a  large  edifice, 
fitmcted  of  mossgrown  stone,  hnt  in  a  modem  and  ^i 
style  of  architecture.     The  engine  came  to  a  pause 
I     tts  vicinity,  with  the  usual  tremendous  shriek. 
^^  "This  was   formerly  the   castle  of  the   redoubted 
H^giaat  Despair,"  obaei'ved  Mr.  Smooth-it^way ;  "  but 
■    since  his  death  Mr.  Flimsy-faith  has  repaired  it, 
keeps  an  excelleut  house  of  entertainment  here.     It' 
one  of  our  stopping-places." 

"  It  seems  but  slightly  put  together,"  remarked 

koking  at  the  frail  yet  ponderous  walls.     "  I  do 

^Vy  Mr.  Flimsy-faith  his  habitation.     Some  day 

1  thunder  down  upon  the  heads  of  the  occupants." 

^  "We  Bh.all  escape  at  all  events,"  said  Mr.  Smooth- 

*way,  "  for  Apollyon  is  putting  on  the  steam  ^jun." 

^_The  roail  now  phmged  into  a  gorge  of  the  Deleeta- 

B  Mountains,  and  traversed  the  field  where  in  former 

^s  the  blind  men  wandered  and  stiunbled  among  the 

mhs.      One  of   these  ancient  tombstones  had  been 

ist  across  the  track  by  some  malicious  person,  and 

we  the  train  of   cars  a  tcmble   jolt.      Far  up  the 

1  side  of   a  moimtain  I  perceived  a  rasty  iroii    . 

Wtt  l>alf  overgrown  with  bushes  and  creeping  plantSid 

(  with  smoke  issuing  from  its  crevices.  '     H 

'*1fl  tiiat,"  inquired  1,  "the  very  door  in  the  hill-side    ■ 

ich  the  shepherds  assured  Christian  was  a  hy-way  to 

av" 

"  T\i&t  was  a  joke  on  the  part  of  the  shepherds," 

1  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  witli  a  smile.     "  It  ^^  ^wStvet 

\or  less  than  tlie  door  of  a  caxeTii.  ■»a\\\'ii.  '^^'3 

yamoke-house  for  the  prepara^Qii-  <A  "tos 
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My  recollections  of  the  journey  aro  now,  for  a  little 
space,  dim  and  confused,  inasiuiicli  as  a  singular  drow- 
BincHS  here  overcame  me,  owing  to  the  fact  that  we 
were  passing  over  the  enchanted  ground,  the  air  of 
vrhich  encourages  a  disposition  to  sleep.  I  awoke, 
however,  as  soon  as  we  crossed  the  borders  of  the 
pleH,sant  lajid  of  !Beulah.  AH  the  passengi^rs  were 
rubbing  their  eyes,  comparing  watches,  and  eongratii- 
lating  one  another  on  the  pTOSpect  of  aiTiving  bo  sea- 
sonably at  the  journey's  end.  The  aweet  breezes  of 
this  happy  clime  came  refreshingly  to  our  nostrils ; 
we  lieheld  the  glimmering  gush  of  sQver  fountains, 
overhung  by  trees  of  beautiful  foliage  and  delicious 
fruit,  which  were  propagated  by  grafts  from  the  celes- 
tial gardens.  Once,  as  we  dashed  onward  like  a  hur- 
ricane, there  was  a  flutter  of  wings  and  the  bright 
ap}iearance  of  an  angel  in  the  air,  speeding  forth  on 
some  heaveidy  mission.  The  engine  now  announced 
tlie  close  vicinity  of  the  final  station-house  by  one  last 
and  hon-ible  scream,  in  which  there  seemed  to  be  dlfr 
tinguishable  every  kind  of  wailing  and  woe,  and  bitter 
.  fierceness  of  wrath,  all  mixed  up  with  the  wild  laugh- 
ter of  a  devil  or  a  mailman.  Throughout  our  journey, 
at  every  stopping-place,  AixiUyon  had  exercisetl  has 
ingenuity  in  screwing  the  most  abominable  sounds  out 
of  the  whistle  of  the  steam-engine  ;  but  in  this  closing 
effort  he  outdid  himself  and  created  an  infernal  up- 
roar, which,  besides  disturbing  the  peaceful  inhabi- 
tants of  Beulah,  must  have  sent  its  discord ,  i 
through  tlie  celestial  gates. 

While  the  horrid  clamor  was  still  i-inging  inifii 
ears  we  heard  an  exulting  strain,  as  if  a  thousand  ia* 
sirumentM  o£  nmsii;,  with  Ivelght  and  depth  and  sweet 
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#eTe  struck  in  unisnn,  to  greet  the  approach  of  aome 
illustrious  hero,  who  had  fought  the  good  fight  and 
won  a  glorious  vietoiy,  and  was  come  to  lay  aaide  his 
imttered  arms  forever.  Looking  to  ascertain  what 
nkiglit  be  the  occasion  of  this  glad  harmony,  I  pei^ 
ei.'ived,  on  alighting  from  the  cars,  that  a  multitude  0 
shilling  ones  had  assembled  on  the  other  side  of  t 
river,  to  welcome  two  poor  pilgiinis,  who  were  jm 
emerging  from  its  depths.  They  were  the  same  whoi 
Apollyon  and  ourselves  hail  persecuted  with  tauntej 
and  gibes,  and  scalding  steam,  at  the  commencemei 
of  our  journey  —  the  same  whose  unworldly  aspc 
and  impressive  woi'ds  had  stirred  my  conscience  a 
the  wild  revellers  of  Vanity  Fair. 

"  How  amazingly  well  those  men  have  got  on," 
i  to  Mr.  Smooth-it-away.     "  I  wish  we  were  Beeure  i 
aa  good  a  reception." 

"  Nevev   fear,  never   fear ! "   answered  my  frienj 
"Come,  make  haste;   the  ferry  boat  will  be  off  c' 
tly,  and  in  three  minutes  you  will  be  on  the  oth< 
B  of  the  river.     No  doubt  you  will  find  coaches  tq  J 
f  you  up  to  the  city  gates." 

L  steam  ferry  boat,  the  last  improvement  on  this 
int  route,  lay  at  the  river  side,  puffing,  snorU 
;,  and  emitting  all  those  other  disagreeable  utter- 
ances which  betoken  the  departure  to  be  immediate. 
I  hurried  on  board  with  the  rest  of  the  passengers, 
most  of  whom  were  in  great  perturbation  :  some  bawl- 
ing out  for  their  ba^age ;  some  tearing  their  hair  and 
'  ^claiming  that  the  boat  would  explode  or  sink ;  some 
already  pale  with  the  heaving  of  the  stream ;  some  gaa- 
">'i  affiTghted  at  the  ugly  aspect  of  the  steetaman-,  Mvi 
■"''tae  still  dizzy  ifiCh  the  sliunberoua  inftuEntie;*  (A  "itoa 
^KimBtmt€hoanit    Jjooking  bacV  to  Oae  a\ioxe,A.wfc 
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amazed  to  discern  Mr.  Smooth-it^way  waring  hie  Ii 

token  o£  farewell. 

"  Don't  you  go  over  to   the   Celestial  City  1 
claimed  I. 

Oh,  no  1 "  answered  he  with  a  qneer  smile,  and 
that  same  disagreeable  contortion  of  visage  which  I 
had  remarked  in  the  inhabitants  of  the  Dark  Valley- 

Oh,  no  \  I  have  come  thus  far  only  for  the  sake  of 
your  pleasant  company.  Good-byl  We  shall  meet 
again." 

And  tlien  did  my  exceUent  friend  Mr.  Smooth-it- 
away  laugh  outright,  in  the  midst  of  which  cachinna- 
tion  a  smoke-wreath  issued  from  his  mouth  and  nos- 
trils, while  a  twinkle  of  lurid  ilame  darted  out  of 
either  eye,  proving  indubitalily  that  his  heart  was  all 
of  a  red  blaze.  The  impudent  fiend !  To  deny  the 
existence  of  Tophet,  when  he  felt  its  fiery  tortures  rag- 
ing within  his  brea'st.  I  rushed  to  the  side  of  the 
boat,  intending  to  fling  myself  on  shore ;  but  the 
■wheels,  as  they  began  their  revolutions,  threw  a  dash 
of  spray  over  me  so  cold  —  so  deatUy  cold,  with  the 
chill  that  will  never  leave  those  waters  until  Death  be 
drowned  in  his  own  river  —  that  with  a  shiver  and 
a  heartquake  I  awoke.  Thank  Heaven  it  waa  a 
Dreamt 
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^ures  itself  to  me  as  a  festal  or  funereal  p 
All  of  U3  have  our  places,  and  are  t 
onward    under  the   direetion   of   the  Chief  Marsh^. 
The  grand  difficulty  results  from  the  invariably  mia- 
taken  principles  on  which  the  deputy  marshals  seek  to 
arrange  thin  immense  concourse  of   people,  so  much 
more  numerous  than  those  that  traiii  their  intermin- 
able length  through  streets  and  highways  in  times  of 
tical  excitement.     Their  scheme  is  ancient,  far  be. 
id  the  memory  of  man  or  even  the  record  of  history, 
has  hitherto  been  very  little  modified  by  the  in- 
nate sense  of  something  wrong,  and  the  dim  percep- 
tion of   better  methods,  that  have   disquieted  all  the 
ages  through  which  the  procession  has  taken  its  march. 
Its  members  are  classified  by  the  merest  external  cir- 
cumstances, and  thus  are  more  certain  to  he  thrown 
out  of  their  true  positions  than  if  no  principle  of  ar- 
tgemcnt  were  attempted.     In  one  part  of  the  pro- 
ion  we  see  men  of  landed  estate  or  moneyed  ca,|>- 
gravely  keeping  each  other  company,  for  the  pre- 
posterous reaaon  that  they  chance  to  have  a  similar 
standing  in  the  tax-gatherer's  book.     Trades  and  pro- 
fessions march  together  with  scarcely  a  more  real  bond 
nnion.    In  this  manner,  it  cannot  be  denied,  people 
disentangled  from  the  mass  and  separated  into  va- 
lus  classes  according  to  certain  apparent  relations  ; 
have  some  artificial  badge  whict  VSjb  ■w»i'i\i,  »sA 
'res  a,mong  the  first,  learo  to  coia.si.ieT:  aa  ^  ^"a? 
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^^M  uine  characteristic.  Fixing  our  attention  on  sncb  out- 
^^R  side  shows  of  similarity  or  difference,  we  lose  sight  of 
^^H  those  realities  by  which  nature,  fortune,  fate,  or  Fror. 
^^n  ide.nce  has  constituted  for  every  man  a  brotherhood, 
^^1  wherein  it  is  one  gi'eat  office  of  human  wisdom  to 
^^K  classify  him.  When  the  mind  has  once  accustomed 
^^1  itself  to  &  proper  arrangement  of  the  Procession  of 
^H  Life,  or  a  true  classification  of  society,  even  though 
^H  merely  speculative,  there  is  thenceforth  a  satisfaction 
^^  vhich  pretty  welt  suffices  for  itself  without  the  aid  of 
any  actual  reformation  in  the  order  of  march. 

For  instance,  assimiing  to  myself  tile  power  of  mar- 
shalling  the  aforesaid  procession,  I  direct  a  trumpeter 
^^L  to  send  forth  a  blast  loud  enough  to  be  heard  from 
^^1  henco  to  China ;  and  a  herald,  with  world-pervading 
^^P  voice,  to  make  proclamation  for  a  certain  class  of  mor- 
■  tals  to  take  their  places.     What  shall  be  their  prin- 

ciple of  union  ?  After  all,  an  external  one,  in  com- 
parison with  many  that  might  be  found,  yet  far  more 
real  than  those  which  the  world  has  selected  for  a 
similar  purpose.  Let  all  who  are  afflicted  with  like 
physical  diseases  form  themselves  into  ranks. 

Our  first  attempt  at  classification  is  not  very  success- 
ful. It  may  gratify  the  pride  of  aristocracy  to  reflect 
that  disease,  more  than  any  other  circumstance  of  hu- 
man life,  pays  due  observance  to  tlie  distinctions  which 
rank  and  wealth,  and  poverty  and  lowliness,  have 
established  among  mankind.  Some  maladies  are  rich 
and  precious,  and  only  to  be  acquired  by  the  right  of 
inheritance  or  purchased  with  gold.  Of  this  kind  is 
the  gout,  which  serves  as  a  bond  of  brotherhood  to 
the  pui'ple-visaged  gentry,  who  obey  the  herald's  voioe, 
anil  painfully  hobble  from  all  civilized  re^ona  of  the 
gJobe  to  take  their  post  in  fee  gra»4.  ■^TOcrasaiwii    \%  ' 
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f  to  their  toes,  let  iia  hope  that  the  march 
t  be  loug.  The  Dyspeptics,  too,  are  people  of  g( 
mdiitg  m  the  world.  For  them  the  earliest  salini 
j:^  caught  in  our  eastern  rivers,  and  the  shy  woodci 
I  the  dry  leaves  with  his  blood  in  Ms  reniol 
iDts,  and  the  turtle  comes  from  the  far  Pacific  lei»] 
lu^  to  be  gobbled  up  in  soup.  They  can  affoi'd  te 
flavor  all  their  dishes  with  indolence,  which,  in  spita 
of  the  general  opinion,  is  a  sauce  more  exquisitely 
pic|nant  than  appetite  won  by  exercise.  Ajwplexy  is 
ler  highly  respectable  disease.  We  will  rank 
{ether  all  who  have  the  symptom  of  dizziuesa  in  the 
,  and  as  fast  aa  any  drop  by  the  way  supplj 
their  places  with  new  members  of  the  board  of  aldi 
men. 

On  the  other  hand,  here  come  whole  tribes  of  [leop] 
whose  physical  hves  are  but  a  deteriorated  variety  of 
life,  and  themselves  a  meaner  species  of  mankind ;  sa 
ssd  an  effect  has  been  wrought  by  the  taiutetl  breath 
:'  cities,  scanty  and  unwholesome  food,  dcstmctiva 
les  of  labor,  and  the  lack  of  those  moral  supports 
t  might  partially  have  counteracted  such  bad  in- 
BehoW  here  a  train  of  house  painters,  all 
ted  with  a  peculiar  sort  of  colic.  Nest  in  place 
B  will  marshal  those  workmen  in  cutlery,  wlio  have 
breathed  a  fatal  disorder  into  their  lungs  with  the  im- 
palpable dust  of  steel.  Tailors  and  shoemakers,  being 
sedentary  men,  will  chiefly  congregate  into  one  part 

Kfiie  prooesaion  and  march  under  similar  banners  of 
lose;  but  among  them  we  may  observe  here  and 
te  a  sickly  student,  who  has  left  his  health  between 
the  leaves  of  classic  vohuuei^ ;  and  clerks,  likewise^  who 
have  caught  their  deaths  on  high  offic\ai  stw^  •,  «^^ 
aina  too,  who  have  written  a\ieet  u&Xct  ■^:>arifc 
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^^B  uins  cJiaractoristic.  Fixiing  our  attention  on  such  out- 
^^M  I  Bide  showB  of  sinuliu-ity  or  differeuce,  we  lose  sight  of 
^^1  those  realities  by  which  nature,  fortune,  fate,  or  Prov- 
^H  '  ideuce  has  constituted  for  every  man  a  brotherhood, 
^H  wherein  it  is  one  great  office  of  human  \risdom  tn 
^H  classify  him.  Wlien  the  mind  has  once  accustomed 
^H  itself  to  a  proper  arrangement  of  the  Procession  of 
^H  Life,  or  a  true  classification  of  society,  even  thou^ 
^H  merely  speculative,  there  is  thenceforth  a  satisfaction 
^V  which  pretty  well  suffices  for  itself  without  the  aid  of 
any  actual  reformation  in  the  order  of  march. 

For  instance,  assuming  to  myself  the  power  of  mar- 
\  shalling  the  aforesaid  procession,  I  direct  a  trumpeter 
^^L     to  send  forth  a  blast  loud  enough  to  be  heard  from 
^H     hence  to  China ;  and  a  herald,  with  world-pervadii^ 
^^     voice,  to  make  proclamation  for  a  certain  class  of  mor- 
■          tals  to  take  their  places.     What  shall  be  their  prin- 
ciple of  union  ?     After  all,  an  external  one,  in  com- 
parison with  many  that  might  be  foimd,  yet  far  moro 
L        real  than   those  which  the  world   has  selected  for  a 
H        similar  purpose.     Let  all  who  are  afflicted  with  like 
^^h     physical  diseases  form  themselves  into  ranks. 
^H         Our  first  attempt  at  classification  is  not  very  success- 
^^U   ful.     It  may  gratify  the  pride  of  aristocracy  to  refieiet 
^H|  that  disease,  more  than  any  other  circumstance  of  hu- 
^^H  man  life,  pays  due  observance  to  the  distinctions  which 
^^B  rank   and  wealth,  and   poverty'  and   lowliness,  have 
^^p*  established  among  mankind.     Some  maladies  are  rich 
and  precious,  and  only  to  be  acquired  by  the  right  of 
inheritance  or  purchased  with  gold.     Of  this  kind  is 
the  gout,  which  serves  as  a  bond  of  brotherhood  to 
the  purple-visaged  gentry,  who  obey  the  herald's  voice, 
and  pamtaHy  hobble  from  all  civilized  regions  of  tha 
g'iobe  to  take  their  post  in  tVe  grani  ^TowHaaai  -^^ 
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^^p^y  to  thtiir  toes,  let  us  hoj>e  that  the  march 
not  be  long.  The  Dyspeptioa,  too,  are  people  of 
standing  in  the  world.  For  them  the  earliest  salmi 
is  caught  in  our  eastern  rivers,  and  the  aliy  woodci 
stains  the  dry  leaves  with  his  blood  in  his  remol 
haunts,  and  the  turtle  comes  fi-om  the  far  Pacific  It 
ands  to  be  gobbled  up  in  soup.  They  can  afford 
flavor  all  their  dishes  with  indolence,  which,  in  spitoi 
of  the  general  opinion,  ia  a  sauce  more  exquisiteljf 
piquant  than  appetite  won  by  exercise.  Apoplexy 
another  highly  respectable  disease.  We  will 
together  all  who  have  the  symptom  of  dizziness 
brain,  and  as  fast  as  any  drop  by  the  way  supp] 
their  places  with  new  members  of  the  board  of  aldei 
men. 

On  the  other  hand,  here  come  whole  tribes  of  peopli 
whose  physical  lives  are  but  a  deteriorated  variety  ot 
life,  and  themselves  a  meaner  species  of  mankind ;  so 
sad  an  effect  has  been  wrought  by  the  tainted  breath 

Kdtdes,  scanty  and  imwholesome  food,  destructive 
68  of  labor,  and  the  lack  of  those  moral  supports 
might  partMlly  have  counteracted  such  bad  in- 
flitenees.  Behold  here  a  train  of  house  painters,  all 
afflicted  with  a  pectdiar  sort  of  colic.  Next  in  place 
We  will  marshal  those  workmen  in  cutlery,  who  have 
thed  a  fatal  disorder  into  their  bmgs  with  the  ii 
3  dust  of  steel.  Tailors  and  shoeniakers,  beii 
ry  men,  will  chiefly  conjugate  into  one  pari 
e  procession  and  mai'ch  imder  similar  banners  of 
;  but  among  them  we  may  observe  here  and 
i  sickly  student,  who  has  left  his  health  between 
llllAves  of  classic  volumes;  and  clerks,  likewise., wba 
t  their  deatlig  on  high  offic\a\  a\»i^  •,  w.\\.\ 
s  too,  ffho  have  written  aheafc  aSSjcs  ^QR«i 
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man,  who  has  caught;  a  wild  power  of  language  from 
the  breeze  among  bin  native  forest  boughs.  But  we 
may  safely  leave  these  brethren  and  sisterhood  to  settle 
their  own  eougenialities.  Our  ordinary  distinctions 
beeome  so  trIQing',  so  impalpable,  so  ridiculously  vis- 
ionary, in  comparison  with  a  classification  founded  on 
truth,  that  all  talk  about  the  matter  is  immediately 
a  common  place. 

Yet  the  longer  I  reflect  the  leas  am  I  satisfied  with 
the  idea  of  forming  a  separate  class  of  mankind  on 
the  basis  of  high  intellectual  power.  At  best  it  is 
but  a  higher  development  of  innate  gifts  common  to 
all.  Perhaps,  moreover,  he  whose  genius  apj)eaiD 
deepest  and  truest  excels  his  fellows  in  nothing  save 
the  knack  of  expression  ;  he  throws  out  occasionally  a 
lucky  hint  at  truths  of  which  every  hiiman  soul  is  prO' 
foundly,  though  onuttei-ably,  conscious.  Therefore, 
though  we  suffer  the  brotherhood  of  intellect  to  march 
onward  together,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  their  pe- 
isuliar  relation  will  not  begin  to  vanish  as  -soon  as  the 
procession  shall  have  passed  beyond  the  circle  of  this 
present  world.     But  we  do  not  classify  for  etemi^. 

And  next,  let  the  trumpet  pour  forth  a  funereal 
wail,  and  the  herald's  voice  give  breatli  in  one  vast 
try  to  all  the  groans  and  grievous  utterances  that  are 
audible  throughout  the  earth.  We  appeal  now  to  the 
sacred  bond  of  sorrow,  and  smnnion  the  great  malti- 
tude  who  labor  under  similar  a£9ictiou3  to  take  their 
places  in  the  marcli. 

Uow  many  a  heart  that  woidd  have  been  insensible 
to  any  other  call  has  responded  to  the  doleful  accents 
of  that  voice !  It  has  gone  far  and  wide,  and  high  and 
Jow,  and  left  scarcely  a  mortal  vaoi  \mvisit«d 
ipie  is  only  too  uiuvetaai  loi:  ows  y'*^ 
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unless  we  limit  it,  will  quite  break  up  ixar  classificatioi 
of  mankind,  and  convert  the  whole  proeesslon  into  | 
funeral  train.  We  will  therefore  be  at  some  pains  tdim 
discriminate.  Here  comes  a  lonely  rich  man  :  he  hat 
built  a  noble  fabric  for  his  dwelling-house,  with  a  froiri 
of  stately  architecture  and  marble  floors  and  doors  c 
precious  woods ;  the  whole  structure  is  as  beautiful  a»:l 
a  dream  and  as  substaatdal  as  the  native  rock.  But  the 
visioimry  shapes  of  a  long  posterity,  for  whose  home 
this  mansion  was  intended,  have  faded  into  nothingness 
since  the  death  of  the  founder's  only  son.  The  rid 
man  gives  a  glance  at  hia  sable  garb  in  one  of  t 
splendid  mirroi'S  of  his  drawing-roonL,  and  descending  I 
a  flight  of  lofty  steps  iustinc'tively  offers  his  arm  to 
yonder  poverty  stiicken  widow  in  the  rusty  black  bon- 
net, and  with  a  check  apron  over  her  patched  gown. 
The  sailor  boy,  who  was  her  sole  eailUy  stay,  wm 
washed  overboard  in  a  late  tempest.  This  couplafl 
from  the  palace  and  the  almshouse  are  but  the  typesT 
of  thousands  more  who  represent  the  dark  tragedy  of 
life  and  seldom  quarrel  for  the  upper  parts.  Grief  is 
such  a  leveller,  with  its  own  dignity  and  ite  own  hu- 
mility, that  the  noble  and  the  peasant,  the  beggar  and 
the  monarch,  will  waive  their  pretensions  to  external 
rank  without  the  ofBciousness  of  interference  on  our 
part.  If  pride  —  tlie  influence  of  the  world's  false  dis- 
tinctions —  remain  in  the  heart,  tlien  sorrow  lacks  the 
earnestness  wbii-h  makes  it  holy  and  reverend.  It 
loses  its  reality  and  becomes  a  miserable  sliadow.  On 
this  ground  we  have  an  opportunity  to  assign  over 
multitudes  who  would  willingly  claim  places  here  to 
other  parts  of  the  procession.  If  the  mourner  hase. 
miyihing  dearer  than  his  grief  he  must  ^ei^Vv?.  *it"a». 

tiabewbere.     There  are  so  maa^  MasvJoa^asi^^^ 
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biunan  existence,  save  among  those  most  wretched 
ones.  Many,  however,  will  be  astonished  at  the  fatal 
impulse  that  drags  tliein  thitherward.  Nothing  is 
more  remarkable  than  the  various  deeeptiona  by  which 
guilt  conceals  itself  fi-om  the  perpetrator's  conscience, 
and  ofteuest,  perhaps,  by  the  splendor  of  its  gaimenta. 
Statesmen,  rulers,  generals,  and  all  men  who  act  over 
an  extensive  sphere,  are  most  liable  to  be  deluded  in 
this  way ;  they  commit  wrong,  devastation,  and  mur- 
der, on  so  grand  a  scale,  that  it  impresses  them  as 
speculative  rather  than  actual :  but  in  our  processltm 
we  find  them  linked  in  detestable  conjunction  with  the 
meanest  criminals  whose  deeds  have  the  vulgarity  of 
petty  details.  Here  the  effect  of  circumstance  and  ae- 
cident  is  done  away,  and  a  man  finds  his  rank  accord- 
ing to  Uie  spirit  of  his  crime,  in  whatever  shape  it  may 
have  been  developed. 

We  have  called  tiie  Evil ;  now  let  us  call  the  Good. 
The  trumpet's  brazen  throat  should  pour  heavenly 
music  over  the  eartli,  and  the  herald's  voice  go  forth 
v/ith  the  sweetness  of  an  angel's  accents,  as  if  to  sum- 
mon each  upright  man  to  his  i-eward.  But  how  is 
this  ?  Does  none  answer  to  the  call  ?  Not  one  :  for 
the  just,  the  pure,  the  true,  and  all  who  might  most 
worthily  obey  it,  shrink  sadly  back,  as  most  conscious 
of  error  and  imperfection.  Then  let  the  summons  be 
to  those  whose  pervading  princijjle  is  Love.  This 
classification  will  embrace  all  the  truly  good,  and 
none  in  whose  souls  there  exists  not  something  tliat 
may  expand  itself  into  a  heaven,  both  of  well-doing 
and  felicity. 

The  first  that  presents  himself  is  a  man  of  we.alth, 
who  has  bequeathed  the  bulk  of  hi&  \t'''<i9^''t'y  to  a  ho» 
fja/,-  bis  ghost,  mothinks,  wouiA  W"je  ^^ 
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here  than  his  living  body.     But  here  they  o( 
genuine  benefactors  of  their  race.     Some  have  wai&fl 
ilered  about  the  earth  with  piutures  of  bliss  in  their] 
imagination,  antt  with  hearts  that  shrank  sensitively* 
from  the  idea  of  paui  and  woe,  yet  have  studied  all4 
varieties  of  misery  that   human  nature  can   endurei.fl 
The  prison,  the  insane  asylum,  the  squalid  chambc 
of  the  almshouse,  the  manid'actory  where  the  demon  a 
machinei^  annihilates  the  human  soul,  and  the  cotb 
field  where  God's'  image  becomes  a  beast  of  burdei 
to  these  and  every  other  scene  where  man  wrongs  or  i 
neglects  his  brother,  the  apostles  of  humanity  hare 
penetrated.    This  missionary,  black  with  India's  burn- 
ing sunshine,  shall  give  his  arm  to  a  pale-faced  brotlier 
who  has  made  hunself  familiar  with  the  infected  al- 
leys and  loathsome  haunts  of  vice  in  one  of  our  own 
cities.     The  generous  founder  of  a  college  shall  be  the 
pai-tner  of  a  maiden  lady  of  narrow  substance,  one  of 
whose  good  deeds  it  has  been  to  gather  a  little  school 
of  orphan  children.     If  the  mighty  merchant  whose 
benefactions  are    reckoned    by    thousands    of    dollars 
deem  himself  worthy,  let  him  join  the  procession  with 
her  whose  love  has  proved  itself  by  watchings  at  the 
siek-bed,  and  all  those  lowly  offices  which  bring  her 
into   actual  contact  with   disease    and  wretcliednesa. 
And  with  those  whose  impulses  have  guided  them  to 
l>enevoIent  actions,  we  will  rank  others  to  whom  Prov- 
idence has  assigned  a  different  tendency  and  different 
I>ower8.     Men  who  have  spent  their  lives  in  generous 
and   holy  contemplation  for  the   hiunan  race ;   those 
ivho,  by  a  certain  heavenliness  of  spirit,  have  purified 
Ihe  atmosphere  ai'ound  them,  and  thus  sup^ilied  a.\'Q»- 
liiuDi  in  wMab  good  and  high  things  roa^  \i«  Y^o\'e^A«A. 
me^^five  to    these  a  \otty  ^\ac«  a 
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the  benefactors  of  mankind,  although  no  deed,  saeb  id 
the  world  calls  deeds,  may  be  recorded  of  them.  There 
are  some  mdividuiila  of  ^I'hom  we  cannot  conceive  H 
proper  that  they  shotdd  apply  their  hands  to  any 
earthly  instrument,  or  work  out  any  detinite  act ;  and 
others,  perhaps  not  less  high,  to  whom  it  is  an  e^en- 
tial  attribute  to  labor  in  body  as  well  as  spirit  for  ths 
welfare  of  their  brethren.  Thus,  if  we  find  a  spiritual 
sage  whose  unseen,  inestimable  iuliueuce  has  exalted 
the  moral  standard  of  mankind,  we  will  choose  for  his 
companion  some  poor  laborer  who  has  wrought  for  love 
in  the  potato  field  of  a  neighbor  poorer  than  himself. 

We  have  summoned  this  various  multitude  —  and, 
to  the  credit  of  our  nature,  it  is  a  large  one  —  on  the 
principle  of  Love.     It  is  singular,  nevertheless,  to  re- 

hmark  the  shyness  that  exists  among  many  members  of 
the  present  class,  all  of  whom  we  might  expect  to  rec- 
ognize one  another  by  the  freemasonry  of  mutual 
goodness,  and  to  embrace  like  brethren,  giving  God 
thanks  for  such  various  specimens  of  human  excel- 
lence. But  it  is  far  otherwise.  Each  sect  surrounds  its 
own  righteousness  with  a  hedge  of  thomsi     It  is  dilB- 

^cldt  for  the  good  Christian  to  acknowledge  the  good 
(  Pagan ;  almost  impossible  for  the  good  Orthodox  to 
'  grasp  the  haaid  of  the  good  Unitarian,  leaving  to  thcdr 
Creator  to  settle  the  matters  in  dispute,  and  giving 
,their  mutual  efforts  strongly  and  trustingly  to  what- 
ever right  thing  is  too  evident  to  be  mistaken.  Then 
again,  though  the  heart  be  lai^,  yet  the  mind  is  often 
of  such  modeiute  dimeueions  as  to  be  exclusively  filled 
up  with  one  idea.  AVhen  a  good  man  has  long  devoted 
himself  to  a  particular  kind  of  beneficence  —  to  one 
species  o{  reform  —  he  is  apt  to  become  narrowed  into 
the  Jimits  of  the  path  wherein.  "Ub  ttesA%,  ani  to  % 
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i  thei'e  is  no  other  good  to  be  done  on  earUi  bit) 
that  selfsame  good  to  whicli  he  has  put  his  hand,  aafl 
in  the  very  mode  that  best  suits  his  own  conceptio 
All  else  is  worthless.      His  selieme  must  be  wroughj 
out  by  the  united  strength  of  the  whole  world's  s 
of  love,  or  the  world  is  no  longer  worthy  of  a  posititq 
in  the  universe.     Moreover,  powerful  Truth,  being  t' 
rich  grape  juice  expressed  from  the  vineyard  of  1 
ages,  has  an  uitoxicating  quality,  when  imbibed  by  anfl 
save  a  powerful  intellect,  and  often,  as  it  were,  impel 
the  quaffer  to  quarrel  in  his  cups.     For  such  reason^ 
strange  to  say,  it  is  harder  to  contrive  a  friendly  aw 
rangement  of  these  brethren  of  love  and  right£ousnesm 
in  the  procession  of  life,  than  to  unite  even  the  wiekec 
who,  indeed,   are   ehained   together   by  their  crimee 
The  fact  is  too  preposterous  for  tears,  too  lugubrii 
for  laughter. 

But.  let  good  men  push  and  elbow  one  another  a 
tliey  may  during  their  earthly  march,  all  will  be  peace 
among  them  when  the  honorable  array  of  their  proceji 
eiim  shall  tread  on  heavenly  ground.     There  they  wil 
iltiubtless  find  that  they  have  been  working  each  tot 
tlie  other's  cause,  and  that  every  well-delivered  stroku 
*hieh,  with  an  honest  purpose  any  mortal  struck,  eval 
for  a  narrow  object,  was  indeed  stricken  for  the  univei^a 
*iJ  pause  of  good.     Their  own  view  may  be  hounded 
'ly  wuntry.  creed,  profession,  the  diversities  of  indi- 
'i'iiial  character  —  but  above  them  all  is  the  breadth  ^^^ 
of  Providence.      Ilow  many  who  have  deemed  them-r^^l 
8flvt!g  antagonists  will  smile  hereafter,  when  they  loolc^^| 
Iiack  upon  the  world's  wule  harvest  field,  and  perceive  ^^| 
'liiit,  in  unconscious  brotherhood,  they  were  he.l^«i^\ft 
'■'i"il  the  sdlaaniK  sAeaf .' 
.ftt^ioamfl/     The  stui  is  hasteamg  "«eatvj*cA^  ^i**^^*^ 
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^H   the  march  of  htmiaQ  life,  that  never  p&nsed  before,  is 

^^M  ilelayed  by  our  attempt  to  rearrange  its  order.     It  b 

^^^  desirable  to  find  some  comprehensive  principle,  that 

^^f  shall  render  our  task  easier  by  bring;ing  thousands  into 

^H    the  ranks  where  hitherto  we  have  brought  one.     There- 

^^B    fore  let  the  trumpet,  if  possible,  split  its  brazen  throat 

^H  with  1  louder  note  than  ever,  and  the  herald  summon 

^P|    all  mortals,  who,  from  whatever  eause,  have  lost,  ot 

H  J    never  found,  their  proper  pla«ea  in  the  world. 

F  Obedient  to   this  call,  a  great  multitude  oome  to* 

gether,  most  of  them  with  a  listless  gait,  betokening 

weariness  of  soid,  yet  with  a  gleam  of  satisfaction  in 

their  faces,  at  a  prospect  of  at  length  reaching  those 

positions  which,   hitherto,   they  have  vainly  sou^b 

But  here  will  be  another  disappointment ;  for  we  can 

^^    attempt  no  more  tlian  merely  to  associate  in  one  frater 

^^K   nity  all  who  are  afHicted  witli  the  same  vague  trouble. 

^^M   Some  great  mistake  in  life  is  the  chief  oontlition  of  ad- 

^^m  raittance  into  this  class.     Here  are  members  of  tho 

^^1    learned  professions,  whom  Providence  endowed  with 

^H    special  gifts  for  the  plough,  the  foi^,  and  the  wheel- 

^^^   barrow,  or  for  the  routine  of  unintelleetual  business. 

^^H    We  will  assign  to  them,  as   partners  in  the  march, 

^^H   those  lowly  laborers   and   handicraftsmen,  who  have 

^^B    pined,  as  with  a  dyin^'  thirst,  after  the  unattainable 

B         foimtiuns  of  knowledge.     The   latter  have   lost   less 

tlian  their  companions ;  yet  more,  because  they  deem 

it  infinite.     Perchance  the  two  species  of  unfortimates 

may  comfort  one  another.      Here  are   Quakers  with 

the  instinct  of  battle  in  them ;  and  men  of  war  who 

should  have  worn  the  broad  brim.     Authors  shall  be 

ranked    here  whom    some    freak    of    Nature,  making 

gTune  of  her  poor  children,  bad  imbaed  with  the  oon> 

-    £deace  ot  genius  and  strong  Aesvte  oi  iKin&^\»ah'\WL 
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rfevored  with   n«  corresponding  power;   and   otti 
whose  lofty  gifts  were  unaccompanied  with  the  facull 
of  eYpreBsion,  or  any  of   that  earthly  machinery 
wliich  ethereal  endowments   must  he  manifested 
mankind.     All  these,  therefore,  are  melancholy  latigl 
ing-stocks.    Next,  here  are  honest  and  well  intention! 
persons,  who  hy  a  want  of  tact  —  by  inaecurate  pe*> 
ceptiuns  —  by  a  distorting  imagination  —  have  been 
kept  continually  at  cross  purposes  with  the  world  and 
bewildered  u^xin  the  path  of  life.     Let  ns  see  if  they 
can  confine  themselves  within  the  line  of  our  proces- 
sion.    In  tliis  class,  likewise,  we  must  assign  places 
to  those  who  have  eneountered  that  worst  of  ill  snceesa, 
a  higher  fortune  than  their  abilities  could  vindicate; 
writers,  actors,  painters,  the  peta  of  a  day,  but  whose 
laurels   wither    imrenewed    amid   their   hoary   hair ; 
politicians,  whom  some  malicious  contingency  of  affaira 
has  thrust  into  conspicuous  station,  where,  while  the 
world  stands  gazing  at  them,  the  dreary  consciousness 
of  imbecility  m^es  them  curse  their  birth  honr.     To 
such  men,  we  give  for  a  companion  him  whose  rare 
talents,  which  perhaps  require  a  Revolution  for  theii 
exercise,  are  buried  in  the  tomb  of  sluggish  circi 


l>o4« 


Not  far  from  these,  we  must  find  room  for  one  whoa 
success  has  been  of  tlie  wrong  kind ;  the  man  who  ' 
shonld  have  lingered  in  the  cloisters  of  a  university, 
digging  new  treasures  out  of  the  Hereiilanetun  of  an- 
tique lore,  diffusing  depth  and  aeciu-aoy  of  literature 
throughout  his  country,  and  thus  making  for  himself 
8  great  and  quiet  fame.  But  the  outward  tendencies 
around  him  have  proved  too  powerfid  for  his  inward 
Bature,  and  have  drawn  him  into  t\\e  awiia  o^  -^Oi^^w^ 
^eauit,  there  to  contend  at  di8ai\Eait»ge>i'«^'^'JE*''^  ^^te 
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to  front,  or  side  by  side,  with  the  brawny  giants  of  ae^ 
Hal  life.  He  becomes,  it  may  be,  a  name  for  brawling 
parties  to  bandy  to  and  fro,  a  legislator  of  the  Union ; 
a.  governor  of  hia  native  state ;  an  ambassador  tp  the 
courts  of  kings  or  queens ;  and  the  world  may  deem  I 
him  a  man  of  happy  stars,  But  not  so  the  wise ;  and 
not  so  himself,  when  he  looks  through  his  experience, 
and  sighs  to  miss  that  fitness,  the  one  invaluable  touch 
which  inakes'  all  things  true  and  reaL  So  much 
achieved,  yet  how  abortive  is  his  life !  Whom  shaU 
we  choose  for  bis  companion?  Some  weak  framed 
blacksmith,  perhaps,  whoee  delicacy  of  muscle  might 
have  suited  a  tailor's  shopboard  better  than  the  anvil. 
Shall  we  bid  the  trumpet  sound  again?  It  is  hardly 
worth  the  while.  There  remain  a  few  idle  men  of 
fortune,  tavern  and  grog-shop  loimgers,  lazzaronl,  old 
bachelors,  decaying  maidens,  and  people  of  crooked 
intellect  or  temper,  all  of  whom  may  find  their  like, 
or  some  tolerable  approach  to  it,  in  the  plentiful  diver- 
sity of  our  latter  class.  There  too,  as  his  idtimate  des- 
tiny, must  we  rank  the  dreamer,  who,  all  his  life  long, 
has  cherished  the  idea  that  he  was  peculiarly  apt  for 
something,  but  never  could  determine  what  it  was ; 
and  there  the  most  mifortunate  of  men,  whose  purpose 
it  has  been  to  enjoy  life's  pleasures,  but  to  avtnd  a 
manful  struggle  with  its  toil  and  sorrow.  The  re- 
mainder, if  any,  may  connect  themselves  with  whatever 
rank  of  the  procession  they  shall  Rnd  best  adapted  to 
tlieir  tastes  and  consciences.  The  worst  possible  £ale 
would  be  to  remain  behind,  shivering  in  the  solitodeof 
time,  while  all  the  world  is  on  the  move  towards  eter- 
nity. Our  attempt  to  classify  society  is  now  complete. 
The  result  may  be  anything  but  perfect ;  yet  better  — 
to  give  it  the  very  lowest  "praiae  —  'liiKa  "iMi 
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Pof  the  berald'a  office,  or  the  modem  ona  of  the  ! 
tax^therer,  whereby  the  nceidents  and  superficial  at- 
tributes, with  which  the  real  nature  of  individuals  haa  I 
leatit  to  do,  are  acted  upoo  as  the  deepest  character-  1 
istics  of  maukind.  Oiu'  task  Is  done  I  Now  let  the  | 
grand  procession  move ! 

Yet  pause  a  while!     We  had  foi^tten  the  Chief  I 
Mai'Hhal. 

Hark  I    That  world-wide  swell  of  solemn  music,  with  J 
lise  clang  of  a  mighty  bell  breaking  forth  through  its  I 
regulated  uproar,  announces  his  approach.    He  com 
k  severe,  sedate,  immovable,  dark  rider,  waving  hia  I 
irancheon  of  universal  sway,  as  he  passes  along  the 
engthened  line,  on  the  pale  horse  of  the  Revelation. 
It  is  Death  1     Who  else  could  assume  the  guidance  of  : 
t  procession  that  comprehends  all  humanity  ?     And  if  ^ 
ome,  among  these  many  millions,  should  deem  them-  |H 
elves  classed  amiss,  yet  let  them  take  to  their  hearts  IH 
he  comfortable  truth,  that  Death  levels  na  all  into  one  1^ 
^at  brotherhood,  and  that  another  state  of  being  will 
opely  rectify  the  wrong  of  this.       Then  breathe  thy 
I'ail  upon  the  earth's  wailing  wind,  thou  band  of  mel- 
noholy  music,  made  up  of  every  sigh  that  the  human 
i(;ivt,  imsatiafied,  has  uttered!     There  is  yet  triumph 
II  thy  tones.      And  now  we  move !     Beggars  in  theii    _ 
■A'^H.  and  Kings  trading  the  regal  purple  in  the  dust ;  '^| 
\if  Warrior's  gleaming  helmet ;  the  Priest  in  hia  sable  ^M 
■lit!  ;  the  hoary  Grandsire,  who  has  run  life's  circle  ^M 

1  come  back  to  childhood;  the  ruddy  School-boy  H 

'li  his  golden  curls,  frisking  along  the  march  ;  the  H 
v^iisaa's  stuff  jacket;  the  Noble's  star-decorated  coat ;    ~ 
—  the  whole  presenting  a  motley  spectacle,  ^et  wfOa  *. 
[  \iak^'  ffrandear  brooding  over  it.     Onwaii,  owRKii, 
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blazed  along  the  proeesBion,  are  flickerin^l 
sockets !  Aod  whither  I  We  know  not;  and  ©i 
hitherto  our  leader,  deserts  ua  by  the  wayaide,  as 
tramp  of  oiir  iimumerable  footsteps  echoes  beyom 
sphere.  Ho  knows  not,  more  than  we,  our  desi 
goal.  But  God,  who  made  lis,  knows,  and  will 
leave  ua  on  our  toilBome  and  doubtful  march,  eitJl 
wander  in  infinite  uncertainty,  or  perish  by  t 
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"Dickon,"  cried  Mother  Rigby,   "a  coal  for  ^^^^ 
""      pipe ! " 

The  pipe  was  in  the  old  dame's  moul^  when  she  said 
these  words.     She  had  thrust  it  there  after  filling  it  ^ 
with  tobacco,  but  without  stooping  to  light  it  at  t]w|fl 
hearth,  where  indeed  there  was  no  appearaiic«  of  '.'|^^| 
fire  having  been  kincUed  that  morning.      Forthwiti^H 
however,  as  booh  as  the  order  was  given,  there  was  an 
intense  red  glow  out  of  the  bowl  of  the  pipe,  and  a 
^^hiff  of  smoke  from  Mother  Rigby's  lips.     Whence 
le  coal  came,  and  how  brought  thither  by  an  invisible 
ind,  I  have  never  been  able  to  discover, 
"  Oood !  "  quoth  Mother  Rigby,  with  a  nod  of  her 
id.     "Thank  ye,  Dickon!     And  now  for  making 
B  scarecrow.     Be  within  call,  Dickon,  in  case  I  need 
Bou  again." 
I  The  good  woman  had  risen  thus  early  (for  as  yet  it 
\B  scarcely  sunrise)  in  order  to  set  about  making  a 
tteurow,  which  she  intended  to  put  in  the  middle  of 
her  eora-patch.     It  was  now  the  latter  week  of  May, 
and  the  crows  and  blackbirds  had  already  discovered 
KElittle,  green,  rolled-up  leaf  of  the  Indian  com  just 
ing  out  of  tlio  soil.    She  was  determined,  therefore, 
Vitrive  as  lifelike  a  scarecrow  as  ever  was  se«n« 
1  to  finish  it  immediately,  fi-om  fijp  to  toe,  so  that 
'  ft  iih<(dd  begin  its  sentinel's  duty  that  very  raornini^, 

Istiw  Modier  Rigby  (as  everybody  must  Va.^&  \i!i^^S^ 
W^^^e^tbe  most  cunning  ami  poteiA  "tiiXjc^iea  W^ 
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England,  and  might,  with  very  little  troable,! 
a  scarecrow  ugly  enough  to  frighten  the  minister 
self.  But  on  this  occasion,  as  she  had  a'wakened 
uncomraoiJy  pleasant  humor,  and  was  further  dul 
by  her  pipe  of  tobaeco,  she  resolved  to  produce  i 
thing  fine,  beautiful,  and  splendid,  rather  than  hii 
and  horrible. 

"  I  dcn't  want  to  set  up  a  hobgoblin  ui  my  own 
liatch,  and  almost  at  my  own  doorstep,"  said  M 
Eigby  to  herself,  puffing  out  a  whiff  of  smoke 
could  do  it  if  I  pleased,  but  I  'm  tired  of  doing 
vellouB  things,  and  so  I  'I!  keep  within  the  bom; 

■  every-day  business  just  for  variety's  sake.  Be 
there  is  no  use  in  scaring  the  little  children  for  s 
roundabout,  though  't  is  true  I  'm  a  witoh." 

It  was  settled,  therefore,  in  her  own  mind,  thj 
scarecrow  should  represent  a  fine  gentleman  of  d 
nod,  so  far  as  the  materials  at  hand  woidd  allow, 
haps  it  may  be  as  well  to  enumerate  the  chief  c 
articles  that  went  to  the  composition  of  this  Ggat 
The  most  important  item  of  all,  probably,  althoi 
made  so  little  show,  was  a  certain  broomstick,  on  ^ 
Mother  Rigby  had  taken  many  an  airy  gallop  at 
night,  and  which  now  served  the  scarecrow  by  w 
a  spinal  colimm,  or,  as  the  unlearned  phrase  it,  a 
bone.  One  of  its  anna  was  a  disabled  flail  which 
to  be  wielded  by  Goodman  'Ugby,  before  his  a 
worried  him  out  of  this  troublesome  world ;  the  t 
if  I  mistake  not,  was  composed  of  the  pudding 
and  a  broken  rung  of  a  chair,  tied  loosely  togetj 
the  elbow.  As  for  its  legs,  the  right  was  a  hoe 
die,  and  the  left  an  undistinguished  and  misce 
9aa  stick  from  the  woodpiie.     Ite  \.\\u^%,  %^»nuuKl 

Dtber  affairs  of  that  kind  weie  uo^kaa^  'WAuy 
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meal  bag  stuffed  witli  straw.  Thus  we  IiaVe  mude  out 
tko  skeleton  ajid  entire  corporoaity  of  tits  Bcareomw, 
nitli  tlie  exception  of  its  head ;  and  tbU  vn&  iulmir- 
ably  supplied  by  a  somewhat  withered  and  ahriTelled 
I  pumpkin,  in  which  Mother  Rigby  cut  two  holes  for] 
flie  eyes,  and  a  slit  for  the  mouth,  leaving  a  bluislb-i 
colored  knob  in  the  middle  to  pass  for  a,  nose.  It 
was  really  cjtiite  'a  respectable  face. 

"  I  've  seen  worse  ones  on  human  shoulders,  at  any 
rate,"  said  Mother  Kigby.  "  And  many  a  fine  gentle> 
man  has  a  pumpkin  head,  as  well  as  my 

But  the  clothes,  in  this  case,  were  to  be  the  makln] 
of  the  man.     So  tlie  good  old  woman  took  down  fro] 
a  peg  an  ancient  plum-colored  coat  of  London  make;' 
and  with  relics  of  embroidery  on  its  seams,  cuffs,  pock- 
et-flaps, and  button-holes,  but  lamentably 
farled,  patched  at  the  elbows,  tattered  at  the  skirts,  ant 
threadbare  all  over.     On  the  left  breast  was  a  round.] 
liole,  whence  either  a  star  of  nobility  had  been  rent 
away,  or  else  the  hot  heart  of  some  former  wearer  had 
scorched  it  through  and  through.     The  neighbors  said 
that  this  rich  garment  belonged  to  the  Black  Man'a 
wardrobe,  and  tliat  he  kept  it  at  Mother  Bighy's  cot  J 
tage  for  the  convenience  of  slipping  it  on  whenever  he  I 
wished  to  make  a  grand  appearance  at  the  governor's  | 
table.    To  match  the  coat  there  was  a  velvet  waastooat 
of  very  ample  size,  and  formerly  embroidered  with 
foliage  that  had  been  as.  brightly  golden  aa  the  maple 
leaves  iji  October,  but  which  liatl  now  quite  vanished 
out  of  tbe  substance  of  the  velvet.     Next  came  a  pair 
at  ne»r\fi,  breeches,  once  worn  by  the  French  governor 
of  Ijonisbourg,  and  the  knees  of  which  ha*!  touched 
Ui«  Iiiwcr  step  of  the  throne  of  Lonis  \e  tVra.^i..    '^Nis 
1  had  given  these  smaUcVotbea  to  lo^ 
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powwow,  who  parted  witli  them  to  the  old  v 
gill  of  strfJiig  waters,  at  one  of  their  daaces  in  tfes^ 
eat.  Furthermore,  Mother  Kigby  produced  a  pai 
silk  Btockiugs  aii<I  put  them  on  the  figure's  legs,  wl 
they  showed  as  unsubstantial  tta  a  dream,  with 
wooden  reality  of  the  two  sticks  making  itself  mi 
ably  apparent  through  the  holes.  Lastly,  she  put 
dead  husband's  wig  on  the  bare  scalp'of  the  pumpi 
and  surmoimted  the  whole  with  a  dusty  three-conu 
hat,  in  which  was  stuck  the  longest  tail  feather  ( 
rooster. 

Then  the  old  tlame  stood  the  figure  up  in  a  ooi 
of  her  cottage  and  chuckled  to  behold  its  yellow  h 
blance  of  a  visage,  with  its  nobby  little  nose  th 
into  the  air.  It  had  a  strangely  self-satisfied  asp 
and  seemed  to  say,  "  Come  look  at  me  I  " 

"  And  you  are  well  worth  looking  at,  that  'fl  a  fao 
quoth  Mother  Rigby,  in  admiration  at  her  own  luil 
work.  "  I  've  made  many  a  puppet  since  I  've  b« 
witch,  but  methinks  this  is  the  finest  of  them  all.  " 
almost  too  good  for  a  scarecrow.  And,  by  the  by, 
just  fill  a  fresh  pipe  of  tobacco  and  then  take  him 
to  the  corn-patch." 

While  filling  her  pipe  the  old  woman  contiiiaed 
gaze  with  almost  motherly  affection  at  the  figure  in 
comer.  To  say  the  truth,  whether  it  were  chance 
skill,  or  downright  witchcraft,  there  wa'i  sometfa 
wonderfully  hmnaii  in  this  ridiculous  shape,  liedize: 
with  its  tattered  finery ;  and  as  for  the  count£nanC4 
appeared  to  shrivel  its  yellow  surface  into  a  glsn  -^ 
funny  kind  of  exjiression  betwixt  acorn  and  meninA 
as  if  it  understooil  itself  to  be  a  jest  at  mniiluiid.  ' 
more  Tllother  Kigby  looked  the  better  slie  was  plo^ 
"XlicJcon,"  cried  she  ahatpVy, "  antf^MWPi 
pipe  I"  "^^^ 
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lUy  hsA  she  epoken,  tlian,  just  as  before,  there  I 
1  red-glowing  coal  on  the  top  of  tJie  toliatrco.    She  | 
rew  in  a  long  whiff  and  puffed  it  forth  again  into  tlxn 
i»r  of  morning  sunshiDB  which  struggled  through  tlie  ' 
ne  dusty  pane  of  her  cottage  window.    Mother  Rigby 
Iways  liked  to  flavor  her  pipe  with  a  coal  of  Are  fron? 
he  particular  chimney  comer  whence  this  had  been 
ironght.     But  where  that  chimney  coi-ner  might  be,  < 
fho  brought  tlie  coai  fx-om  it,  —  further  than  that  the    I 
nvisible  mesaenger  seemed  to  reapond  to  the  name  of  I 
)iekon,  —  I  eannot  tell. 

"  That  puppet  yonder,''  thought  Mother  Kigby,  still  I 
rith  her  eyea  fixed  on  the  scareerow.  "  is  too  good  a  | 
I n?  of  work  to  stand  all  summer  in  a  corn-patch,  J 
^ijteniug  away  the  crows  and  blackbirtls.     He's  ca-  ] 
<lc  of  better  things.    Why,  I  've  danced  w4th  a  worse 
' ,  when  partners  happened  to  be  scarce,  at  our  witch 
I  iingsin  the  forest  1     What  if  I  shoidd  let  him  take 
;hanee  among  the  other  men  of  straw  and  empty 
.'■wg  who  go  bustling  about  the  world?" 
Tlie  old  witch  took  three  or  four  more  whiffs  of  her  | 

■  :■•■  and  smiled. 

He  "11  meet  plenty  of  his  brethren  at  every  street  I 

■  iierl"  continued  she.     "Well;   I  did  n't  mean  to  \ 
ulible  in  witchcraft  to-day,  further  than  the  lighting  of 
jf  pipe  ,  but  a  witch  I  am,  and  a  witch  I  'm  likely  to 
L  and  there  'a  no  use  trying  to  shirk  it.     I  '11  make ' 

L  of  my  scarecrow,  were  it  only  for  the  joke's 

[le  muttering  these  wm-ds.  Mother  R^l>y  took  | 
e  from  her  own  month  and  thrust  it  into  the  cre- 
bich  represented  the  same  leature  in  the  piun^ 
9  of  the  scarecrow. 
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"Puff,  darling,  puff!"  siud  she.     "Pu£E  awi 
fine  fellow  !  your  life  dupeiids  on  it  I" 

This  was  a  strange  exhortation,  undoubtedly,  to  bfl 
addressed  to  a  mere  thing  of  sticka,  atraw,  and  old 
clothes,  witli  nothing  better  than  a  shrivelled  pumpkin 
(or  a  head,  —  as  we  know  to  have  been  the  scarecrow'^ 
case.  Neverthelesa,  as  we  muat  carefully  hold  in  re- 
membrance. Mother  Rigby  was  a  witch  of  singnlai 
power  and  dexterity ;  and,  keeping  this  fact  duly  he- 
fore  our  minds,  we  shall  see  nothing  beyond  ci-edibility 
in  the  remarkable  incidents  of  our  story.  Indeed,  the 
great  difficulty  will  he  at  once  got  over,  if  we  can  only 
bring  oiuselves  to  believe  that,  as  soon  as  the  old  dame 
bade  him  puff,  there  came  a  whiff  of  smoke  from  the 
scarecrow's  mouth.  It  was  the  very  feeblest  of  whiffs, 
to  be  sure  ;  but  it  was  followed  by  another  and  anotlier, 
each  more  decided  than  the  preceding  one. 

"  Puff  away,  my  pet !  puff  away,  my  pretty  one  1 " 
Mother  Kigby  kept  repeating,  with  her  pleasantest 
smile.  "  It  is  the  breath  of  life  to  ye ;  and  that  you 
may  take  my  word  for." 

Beyond  all  question  the  pipe  was  bewitched,  There 
must  have  been  a  spell  either  in  the  tobacco  or  in  the 
fiercely-glowing  coal  that  so  mysteriously  burned  on 
top  of  it,  or  in  the  pungently-aromatic  smoke  whicb 
exhaled  from  the  kindled  weed.  The  figure,  after  a 
few  doubtful  attempts,  at  length  blew  foi-th  a  volley  of 
smoke  extending  all  tlie  way  from  the  obscure  comet 
into  the  bar  of  sunshine.  There  it  eddied  and  melted 
away  among  the  motes  of  dust.  It  seemed  a  convul- 
sive effort ;  for  the  two  or  three  next  whiffa  wer£ 
fainter,  although  the  coal  still  glowed  and  threw  e 
gleam  over  the  scawicrow's  visage.  The  old  witct 
clapped  her  skinny  handa   togeOiife'c, 
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tragingly  upon  her  handiwork.     She  saw  that 

worked  well.    The  shrivelle<],  yellow  face,  which 
itofore  had  been  no  face  at  all,  had  already  a  thin, 

itaafdc  haae,  as  it  were  of  human  likeness,  shifting' 
to  and  fro  across  it ;  sometimes  vanishing  entirely,  hut 
growing  more  perceptible  than  ever  with  the  next  whiff 
&om  the  pipe.  The  whole  figure,  in  like  manner,  as- 
eamed  a  show  of  life,  such  as  we  impart  to  ill-defined 
shapes  among  the  clouds,  and  half  deceive  ourselves 
with  the  pastime  of  our  own  fancy, 

If  we  must  needs  pry  closely  into  the  matter,  it  may 
be  doubted  whether  there  was  any  real  change,  after 
dll,  in  the  sordid,  womout,  worthless,  and  ill-jointed 
substance  of  the  scarecrow  ;  but  merely  a  spectral  illu- 
sion, anil  a  cunning  effect  of  light  and  shade  so  colored 
&nd  contrived  as  to  delude  the  eyes  of  most  men.  Th* 
miracles  of  witchcraft  seeni  always  to  have  had  a  very 
shallow  subtlety ;  and,  at  least,  if  the  above  eiplana 
tion  do  not  liit  the  truth  of  the  process,  I  can  sug 
no  better. 

"  Well  puffed,  my  pretty  lad  I  "  still  crie<l  _ 
Mother  Rigby.  "  Come,  another  good  stout  whif^ 
and  let  it  be  with  might  and  main.  Puff  for  tBy  Hfe, 
I  tell  the* !  Puff  out  of  the  very  bottom  of  thy  heart, 
if  any  heart  thou  hast,  or  any  bottom  to  it  I  Well 
done,  again!  Thou  didst  suck  in  that  mouthful  a^ 
for  the  pure  love  of  it." 

And  then  the  witeh  beckoned  to  the  scapecrow**' 
thniwing  so  mtich  magnetic  potency  into  her  gesture 
that  it  seemed  as  if  it  must  inevitably  be  obeyed,  like 
the  mystic  call  of  the  loadstone  when  it  summons  the 
iittn. 

Whylurkest  tJiou  in  the  comet,  Xaa^j  oneV^  %«A 
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I  upon  my  word,  if  the  legend  were  not  one  w 
^leard  on  my  grandmother's  knee,  and  whicli  had  estab- 
Hshed  its  place  among  tilings  credible  befoi-e  my  duld- 
feb  judgment  could  analyze  its  probability,  I  question 
^liether  I  should  have  the  face  to  tell  it  now. 
In  obedience  to  Mother  Kigby's  word,  and  extend- 
ing its  arm  as  if  to  reach  her  ontstretched  hand,  the 
figure  made  a  step  forward  —  a,  kind  of  hiteh  and  jerk, 
however,  rather  than  a  step —  then  totttred  and  almost 
lost  its  balance.  What  could  the  witch  expect  ?  It 
was  nothing,  after  all,  but  a  scarecrow  stuck  upon  two 
sticks.  But  the  strong-willed  old  beldam  scowled,  and 
beckoned,  and  flung  the  energy  of  her  purpose  so  for- 
cibly at  this  poor  combination  of  rotten  wood,  and 
musty  straw,  and  ragged  garments,  that  it  was  com- 
pelled to  show  itself  a  man,  in  spite  of  the  reality  of 
things.  So  it  stepped  into  the  bar  of  sunshine.  Tlienj 
it  stood — poor  devil  of  a  conti'ivance  timt  it  was!  — 
with  only  the  thinnest  vesture  of  human  iiimilitucte 
about  it,  through  which  was  evident  tlie  stiff,  rickety, 
incongruous,  faded,  tattered,  good-for-nothing  patch- 
work of  its  substance,  ready  to  sink  in  a  heap  upon 
the  flosr,  as  conscious  of  its  own  unworthiness  to  be 
erect.  Shall  I  confess  the  truth?  At  it£  present  point 
of  vivification,  the  scarecrow  reminds  me  of  some  of 
the  lukewann  and  abortive  characters,  composed  of 
heterogeneous  materials,  used  for  the  thousandth  time, 
and  never  worth  using,  with  which  romance  writers 
(and  myself,  no  doubt,  among  the  rest)  have  so  over- 
peopled  the  world  of  fiction. 

But  the  fierce  old  hag  began  to  get  angry  and  show 

a  glimpse  of  her  iliabolie  nature  Qlike  a.  snake's  heaal, 

peeping  with  a  hisa  out  of  hct  bosom),  at  this  pusil* 

lanimotia  heh&viot  of  the  tbipg  vi\ii«\i  ftius  VaA  \ " 

die  trouble  to  put  together. 
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'■  ''■"'  Qwaf,  wrctcli!"  cried  sbs,  wrathfuUy.    "Pi^ 
'.  tluti  fchingaf  straw  and  emptiueas  I  I 
■-'  >  I  tlioii  meal  bag '.  thou  pumpkin  head  \  Xhm 
'     Where  shall  I  find  a  name  vile  enough  f 

hy?  Puff,  I  say,  and  suck  in  thy  fantaa 
:;  with  the  smoke !  else  I  snatch  the  pipe  fra 
iiili  and  hurl  thee  where  that  red  coal  > 


lireatened,  the  unhappy  scarecrow  had  notliii 
:'.  to  puff  away  for  dear  life. 

it  applied  itself  lustily  to  tlie  pipe,  and  senn 

'i  abundant  volleys  of  tobauco  smoke  that  tJ 

tiige  kitchen  became  all  vaporous.     The  ou8 

,■^tTug^led  mistily  through,  and  could  but  im- 

ilefine  the  image  of  tlie  cracked  and  dusty 

'  '"  ■■"'  the  opposite  wall.      Mother  lligby, 

"lie  brown  arm  akimbo  and  the  other 

-  the  figure,  loomed  grimly  amid  tha 

I'll  port  and  expression  as  when  she 

.!■  a  ponderous  nightmare  on  her  vie- 

■  llio  bedside  to  enjoy  their  agony.  In 
I  Li  did  this  poor  scarecrow  puff.     But 

(  lie  acknowledged,  served  an  excellent 
i  li  each  successive  whiff,  the  figure  lost 
if  its  dizzy  and  perplexing  tenuity  and 

■  iciiset  substance.  Its  very  garments, 
k  of  the  magical  change,  and  shone 
i  novelty  and  glistened  with  the  skit 

I  gold  that  had  long  ago  been  i 
i I  tevoalcd  among  the  ainoke,  a  yeUi 
i-troless  eyes  on  Mother  Rigby. 
I  NUtoh  clinched  her  fiat  a\A\\  %ViwiV\V 

■  ■>t  that  sliewaa  poaitiveV^  w.vi'gc^  ^^s^*■ 
the  pi-iuciple  —  ^erVvapa  \ 


'.  skit  ^_ 
1  reidtjfl 
relloV^H 
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not  the  only  truth,  though  as  high  a  one  as  Mothiji 
Rigby  could  be  expected  to  attain  —  tliat  feeble  am 
torpid  natures,  being  incapable  of  better  inspiration 
must  be  stirred  up  by  fear.  But  here  waa  the  criais 
Should  she  fail  in  what  she  now  sought  to  effect,  il 
was  her  ruthless  purpose  to  scatter  the  misei'ahle  Mint 
ula<?re  into  its  original  elenients, 

"  Thou  hast  a  man's  aspect,"  said  she,  sternly. 
"  Have  also  the  echo  and  mockery  of  a  voice  \  I  hid 
thee  speak ! " 

The  scarecrow  gasped,  struggled,  and  at  lengtl: 
emitted  a  muruiur,  which  was  so  incorporatei  witi 
ita  smoky  breath  that  you  could  scarcely  tell  whetliei 
it  were  indeed  a  voice  or  only  a  whiff  of  tobacco 
Borne  narrators  of  this  legend  hold  the  opiaion  thai 
Mother  Rigby's  conjurations  and  the  fierceness  of  liej 
will  had  compelled  a  familiar  spirit  into  the  Ggasa 
and  that  the  voice  was  his. 

"  Mother,"  mumbletl  tlie  poor  stified  vo'ae,  "be  not 
BO  awful  with  me  I  I  woidd  fain  speak ;  but  being 
without  wits,  what  can  I  say  ?  " 

"  Thou  canst  speak,  darling,  canst  thoa  ?  "  cried 
Mother  Rigby,  relaxing  her  grim  countenauoe  into  B 
Bmile.  "  And  what  shalt  thou  say,  quotha !  Say,  ill) 
deed !  Art  thou  of  the  brotherhood  of  tho  emjty  skuQj 
and  demandest  of  me  what  thou  shalt  say  ?  Thoil 
shalt  say  a  thousand  tilings,  and  saying  tlicm  a  thouj 
saud  times  over,  then  shalt  still  have  said  n>thing| 
Be  not  afraid,  I  toll  thee !  When  thou  comest  into  tn 
world  (whither  I  purpose  sending  Uiee  forthvatD'^M 
shalt  not  lack  the  wherewithal  to  talk.  9\tlk'l  ■  Vli^ 
thou  shall  babble  like  a  mill-stream,  if  thou  wilt.  1^0^ 
last  brains  enough  for  that,  1  tro^  \" 
**^C  jour  service,  motJiev,"  seai^ivis 


ioslmll^JI^I^M 


^^EATBEHTOP !   A   MORALIZED  LEGEND.    269 

^"■And  that  was  well  said,  my  pretty  one,"  answerem 
Mother  Rigby.  "Then  thou  speakest  like  thyself,  aiiiE 
muant  nothing,  Thon  shalt  have  a  huDdred  such  sett 
plivases,  ami  five  hundred  to  the  boot  of  them.  Aii<L 
uii'A',  darling,  I  have  taken  so  miieh  pains  with  then 
■iiiil  thou  art  so  beautiful,  that,  by  my  troth,  I  love  theoj 
lii'tUir  than  any  witoh's  puppet  in  the  world  ;  and  I  'va 
mailc  them  of  all  sorts  —  clay,  wax,  straw,  sticks,  nighfi 
ii'<;,  morning  mist,  sea  foam,  and  chimney  smoke,  Buw 
tKi>u  art  the  very  best.  So  give  heed  to  what  I  Bay."i 
"  Yes,  kind  mother,"  said  the  figure,  "  with  all  myn 
heart  I  "  ■( 

"  With  all  thy  heart  I  "  cried  the  old  witch,  setting 
hiT  hands  to  her  sidea  and  laughing  loudly.  "  Thoa 
ha;tt  such  a  pretty  way  of  speaking.  With  all  thy 
liuai-t !  And  thou  didst  put  thy  hand  to  the  left 
uf  tliy  waistcoat  as  if  tliou  really  hadst  one  I " 

So  now,  iu  high  good  humor  with  this  fantastic 

tiivance  of  hers.  Mother  Rigby  told  the  scarecrow 

:  niiiat  go  and  play  its  part  in  the  great  world,  where 

t  one  man  in  a  hundred,  she  affirmed,  was  gifted 

ilh  more  real  subst^mce  than  itself.     And,  that  ho 

.'i<;ht  hold  up  his  head  with  the  best  of  tliem,  she 

■  wed  him,  on  the  spot,  with  an  unieckonable  amouni 

,  jf  wealth.    It  consisted  partly  of  a  gold  mine  in  Eldt 

>,  and  of  ten  thousand  shares  in  a  broken  bubblt 

nd  of  half  a  million  acres  of  vineyard  at  the  NortI 

jtole,  and  of  a  castle  in  the  air,  and  a  chateau  in  Spain,'! 

Hgether  witli  all  the  rents  and  income  therefrom  accru*; 

She  further  made  over  to  lihn  the  cargo  of 

1  ship,  Imlen  with  salt  of  Cadiz,  which  she  herself, 

ler  necromantic  arts,  ha^l  caused  to  {oaniiCT .  \*sa 

s  before,  in  the  deepest  part  o£  nu4-oceau.     ^^  '^^^ 

^H^^mt  dissolved,  and  could  be  \iioag)it  ^ 
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feet,  it  would  fetch  a  pretty  penny  among  the  i 
men.  That  he  might  not  laok  ready  money,  she  gft#  ' 
him  a  copper  fartlilng  of  liiiJiiiiigham  manufacture,  be- 
ing all  the  (.■()!□  she  ha^l  about  her,  and  likewise  a  great 
deal  of  brass,  which  slie  applied  to  his  forehead,  thn! 
mailing  it  yellower  than  ever. 

"  With   that    brass  alone,"  quoth   Motlier  Righj; 
thou  canst  pay  thy  way  all  over  the  earth.      Kis9 
me,  pretty  darling !    1  have  done  my  best  for  thee.'" 

Furthennore,  that  the  adventurer  might  lack  no  pos 
sible  advantage  towarda  a  fair  stai-t  in  life,  this  excel- 
lent old  dame  gave  him  a  token  by  which  he  was  to  in- 
troduce himself  to  a  certain  magistrate,  member  of  the 
Ieoun(.'il,  merchant,  and  elder  of  the  church  {ibs  four 
capacities  constituting  but  one  man),  who  stood  at  the 
h^d  of  society  in  the  neighboring  metropolis.  The 
token  was  neitlicr  more  nor  less  than  a  single  word, 
which  Mother  Eigby  whispered  to  the  scarecrow,  and 
which  the  scarecrow  was  to  wMsper  to  the  merchant. 
"  Gouty  as  the  old  fellow  is,  he  '11  ran  thy  erriuida 
for  thee,  when  once  thou  hast  given  him  that  word  in 
his  ear,"  said  the  old  witch.  "  Mother  Rigby  knows 
the  worshipful  Justice  Gookin,  and  the  worshipful 
Justice  knows  Mother  Righy  !  " 
Here  the  witch  thrust  her  wrinkled  face  close  to  the 
puppet's,  chuckling  irrepressibly,  and  fidgeting  all 
through  her  system,  witli  delight  at  the  idea  which  sbs 
meant  to  commimicate. 

»"The  worshipful  Master  Gookin,"  whispered  she, 
"  hath  a  comely  maiden  to  his  daughter.  And  liark 
ye,  my  pet  1  Thou  hast  a  fair  outside,  and  a  pretty 
wit  enough  of  thine  own.  Yea,  a  pretty  wit  enough  I 
Tiou  ivjlt  thinU  better  of  it  when  thou  bust  seen  mora 
ef  other  people's  wita.     Ko'«,Vi.liiX\i'^j  o-a'ra\ia« 


w 


•ATHERTOP:  A  MORALIZED  lEQEND.     26! 


thou  art  the  veiy  man  to  win  a  joung  ^I'tl 
heart.  Never  doubt  it  I  I  tell  thoe  it  shall  be  so. 
but  a  bolil  face  on  the  niatter,  aigh,  smile,  flom-Lsh  thjrl 
liat,  thrust  forth  thy  leg  like  a  daneing-maater,  put  thy  ■ 
right  hand  to  the  left  sidii  of  thy  waistcoat,  and  pre 
Polly  Gooldii  is  thine  own  1  " 

All  this  wlule  the  new  creature  had  been  suekin^l 
in  and  exhaling  the  vapory  frag^rance  of  his  pipe,  and! 
seemed  now  to  continue  this  occupation  as  much  fot  I 
the  enjoyment  it  aft'orded  as  because  it  was  an  essen- 1 
dal  condition  of  his  existence.  It  was  wonderful  to  I 
eee  how  exceedingly  like  a  human  being  it  behaved.  I 
Its  eyes  ^f or  it  appeared  to  possess  a  pair)  were  bent  fl 
aa  Mother  Kigby,  and  at  suitable  junctures  it  nodded  I 
Neither  did  it  lack  words  proper  I 
Really  1  Indeed  1  Pray  tell  me  1 1 
By  no  means  I  Oh  1 1 
'eighty  utterances  a»  J 


-  shook  its  bead, 
for  tlie  occasion 
Is  it  possible !    Upon  my  word 
All  1     Hem !  "  ajid  other  such 


imply  attention,  inquiiy,  acquiescence,  or  dissent  on  tha 
part  of  the  auditor.  Even  had  you  stood  by  and  seen 
the  acarecrow  made,  you  coidd  scarcely  have  resisted 
the  conviction  that  it  perfectly  understood  the  eunuing 
counsels  which  the  old  witch  poured  into  its  coimter- 
feit  of  an  ear.  The  more  earnestly  it  applied  its  Kpa 
to  the  pipe,  the  more  distinctly  ivas  its  human  likeness 
stamped  among  visible  realities,  the  more  sagacious 
grew  its  expression,  the  more  lifehke  its  gestures  and 
movements,  and  the  more  intelligibly  audible  its  voice. 
Its  garments,  too,  glistened  so  muuh  tlie  brighter  with 
an  illusoiy  magniUcence.  The  very  pijie,  in  wHch 
burned  the  spell  of  all  this  wonderwork,  ceased  to  ap- 
pear as  a  a  moke- blackened  earthen  stump,  and  became 
a  meerschaum,  with  painted  bowl  aan^  a.Q^;)«£E  "n^t; 
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^H  •  It  might  be  apprdiended,  however,  that  as  the  Hfa 
^H  of  the  illusioD  seemed  ulontieal  with  the  vapor  of  the 
^^B  pipe,  it  would  terminate  simuitiincouBly  with  the  reduo- 
^^B  tion  of  the  tobacco  to  ashea.  But  the  beldam  foresaw 
^H  the  diffiuulty. 

^^M  "Hold  thou  the  pipe,  my  precious  oue,"  said  flhe, 
^^1  "  while  I  fill  it  for  thee  again." 

^^1  It  was  sorrowful  to  behold  how  the  fine  gentleman 
^^1  began  to  fade  back  into  a  scarecrow  while  Mother 
^^^  iR^by  shook  the  aahes  out  of  the  pipe  and  proceeded 
^^B  to  replenish  it  from  her  tobacco-box. 
^^M  "  Dickon,"  cried  she,  in  her  high,  sharp  tone,  "  am- 
^^f  other  coal  for  this  pipe !  " 

•  No  sooner  said  thau  the4ntensely  red  speek  of  fin 

was  glowing  within  the  pipe-bowl :  and  the  scarecrow, 
without  waiting  for  the  witch's  Iiidding,  applied  tha 
tube  to  his  lips  and  drew  in  a  few  short,  convidBire 
whiffs,  which  soon,  however,  became  regular  and  eqna- 
ble. 

"  Now,  mine  own  heart's  darling,"  quoth  Mother 
Bigby,  "  whatever  may  happen  to  thee,  thou  must 
stick  to  thy  pipe.  Thy  life  is  in  it ;  anil  that,  at  leaat, 
thou  knowest  well,  if  thou  knowest  nought  besides. 
Stick  to  thy  pipe,  I  say !  Smoke,  puff,  blow  thy  cloud ; 
^        and  tell  the  people,  if  any  question  be  made,  that  it  is 

I  for  thy  health,  and  that  so  the  physician  orders  thee  to 
do.  And,  sweet  one,  when  thou  shalt  find  thy  pipe 
getting  low,  go  apart  into  some  comer,  and  (first  fill- 
ing thyself  with  smoke)  cry  sharply,  '  Dickon,  a  fresh 
pipe  of  tobacco  I '  and,  '  Dickon,  another  coal  for  my 
pipe  I '  and  have  it  into  thy  pretty  mouth  as  apeetlily  aa 
may  be.  Else,  instead  of  a  gallant  gentleman  in  a 
fi-old-laced  coat,  thou  wilt  be  but  a  jumble  of  sticks  and 
^      tatteretl  clothes,  and  a  bag  oi  straw, waft.  a. 


^\flM^ 


Ppl 


ATRERTOP:  A    MORALIZED  LEGEND.    267 

^kial     Now  depart,  my  treasure,  and  good  lack 
go  with  thee !  " 

"  Never  fear,  mother  \ "  aaid  the  figure,  in  a  stent 
voice,  and  sendiiig  forth  a  courageous  whifE  of  smoke, 
''  1  will  thrive,  if  an  honest  man  and  a  gentleman 
may :  '■ 

"  Oh,  thou  wilt  be  the  death  of  me  I  "  cried  the  old 
witch,  convulsud  with  laughter.  "  That  was  well  said. 
If  an  honest  man  and  a  geutleman  may  I  Thou  play- 
est  thy  part  to  perfection.  Get  along  with  thee  for  a 
smart  fellow ;  and  I  will  wager  on  thy  head,  as  a  man 
of  pith  and  substance,  with  a  brain  ami  what  they  call 
a  heart,  and  all  else  that  a  man  should  have,  ag^st 
(my  other  tiling  on  two  legs.  I  hold  myself  a  better 
witch  than  yesterday,  for  thy  sake.  Did  not  1  make 
thee?  And  1  defy  any  wit<?.h  in  New  England  to 
make  such  another !  Here ;  take  my  staff  along  with 
iliee ! " 

The  staff,  though  it  was  but  a  plain  oaken  stick,  im- 
mediately took  the  aspect  of  a  gold-headed  cane. 

"  That  gold  head  has  as  much  sense  in  it  as  thim 
own,"  said  Mother  Rigby,  "  and  it  will  guide  thee 
straight  to  worshipfid  Master  Gookin's  door.  Get 
thee  gone,  my  pretty  pet,  my  darhng,  my  precious  one, 
my  treasure ;  and  if  any  ask  thy  name,  it  is  Feathertop. 
For  thou  hast  a  feather  in  thy  hat,  and  I  have  thrust  a 
handful  of  feathers  into  the  hoUow  of  thy  head,  and 
thy  wig,  too,  is  of  the  fashion  they  call  Feathertop,  — 
eo  be  Feathertop  thy  name  1 " 

And,  issuing   from  the  cottage,  Feathertop  strode 
manfully  towards  town.     Mother  Righy  stood  at  the 
threshold,  well  pleased  to  see  how  the  suubeam»  %U«- 
tuned  on  him,  as  if  aJJ  his  magm&eeTice  -weie  T:ft«\,  m^^ 
milf  and  lovingly  he  amokeOi  "toa  ■giV'i  »*^ 
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main,  and  comes  to  make  investigation  about  the  pimp 
iwex  which  our  government  ia  thought  to  coDoive  at. 
Those  ststtlers  in  Peru  and  Mexico  have  skins  as  yel- 
low as  the  gold  which  they  Jig  out  of  their  mines." 

"Yellow  or  not,"  cried  a  lady,  "he  is  a  beautiful 
man  !  —  BO  tall,  so  slender  !  such  a  fine,  noble  f  at*, 
with  so  well-shai>ed  a  nose,  and  all  that  delicacy  ot 
expression  about  the  mouth  1  And,  bless  me,  how 
bright  his  star  is  1     It  positively  shoots  out  flames  I " 

"So  do  your  eyes,  fair  lady,"  said  the  stranger, widt 

bow  and  a  :Qoiirish  of  bis  pipe ;  for  he  was  just  paw- 
ing at  the  instant.  '*  Upon  my  honor,  they  have  qmM 
dazzled  me." 

Was  ever  so  ori^nal  and  exquisite  a  comjdiment?" 
murmured  the  laJy,  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight. 

Amid  the  general  admiration  excited  by  the  Btru> 
ger's  appearance,  there  were  only  two  dissenting  voice*. 
One  was  that  of  an  impertinent  cur,  which,  after  snuff- 
ing at  the  heels  of  the  glistening  figiire,  put  its  tail  be- 
tween its  legs  and  skulked  into  its  master's  back  yard, 
vociferating  an  execrable  howl.  The  other  dissentient 
was  a.  young  child,  who  squalled  at  the  fullest  stretch 
of  his  lungs,  and  babbled  some  unintelligible  nonsense 
about  a  piraipkin. 

Feathertop  meanwhile  pursued  bis  way  along  the 
street.  Except  for  the  few  complimentary  words  to 
the  lady,  and  now  aud  then  a  slight  inclination  of  the 
head  in  requital  of  the  profound  reverences  of  the 
bystanders,  be  seemed  wholly  absorbed  in  his  pipe- 
There  necdetl  no  other  proof  of  his  rank  and  coiis& 
quenee  than  the  perfect  equanimity  with  which  lie  com- 
ported himself,  while  the  cimosity  aud  admiration  of 
the  tovrn  swelled  aluiot^l  mto  tXii-n^OT  abound  him, 
iVitb  a  crowd  ^tberiug  Wlund  \mi  ioo\ 
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1  the  mansion-house  of  the  worshipful  Justices 
■Gookin.  entered  the  gate,  aseended  the  steps  of  thel 
front  door,  and  knocked.  In  the  interim,  before  Mai 
eumnions  was  answered,  the  stranger  was  observed  to  | 
shake  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe. 

"  What  did  he  say  in  that  sharp  voiee  ?  "  inquired,! 
one  of  the  spectators. 

"Nay,  I  know  not,"  answered  his  friend.  "  But  the  I 
Bun  dazzles  my  eyes  strangely.  How  dim  and  faded^ 
jJLiordship  looks  all  of  a  sudden  I  Bless  my  witsj f 
^Hft  is  the  matter  with  n 

^^■3?he  wonder  is,"  said   the   other,  "that  his  pipeil 
M^feh  was  out  only  an  instant  ago,  should  be  all  alight  < 
again,  and  with  the  reddest  coal  I  ever  saw.     Tliere  i» 
something  mysterious  about  this  stranger.      What  a 
whiff  of  smoke  was  that !    Dim  and  faded  did  you  call 
hun  ?     Why,  aa  he  turns  about  the  star  on  his  breaat  J 
is  all  ablaze." 

"  It  is,  indeed,"  said  his  companion ;  "  and  it  will  g 
near  to  dazzle  pretty  Polly  Gookin,  whom  I  see  peepl 
ing  at  it  out  of  the  chamber  window," 

The  door  being  now  opened,  Featlierixjp  turned  1 
the  crowd,  made  a  stately  bend  of  his  body  like  a  g 
man  acknowledging  the  reverence  of  the  meaner  sort 
and  vanished  mto  the  house.  There  was  a  n 
kind  of  a  smile,  if  it  might  not  better  be  called  a  grin 
or  grimace,  upon  his  visage;  l)ut,  of  all  the  thi 
;  beheld  him,  not  an  individual  appears  to  1 

ied  insight  enough  to  detent  the  illusive  charaotl 
\  the  stranger  except  a  little  child  and  a  cur  dog^T 
:  legend  here  loses  somewhat  of  its  contantiityJ 
using  over  the  preliminary  explanatwxv  VvA.-«' 
I   and  the  merchant,  goes  to    o^eaX  'A  ' 
'  Gookiii.     She  ■ 
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^H  Touod  6gure,  with  light  haif  aiiil  blue  eyes,  and  a  fair, 
^^K  rosy  face,  which  seemetl  neither  very  shrewd  nor  veij' 
^^1  uiinple.  This  young  lady  ha,d  caught  a  glimpse  of  tbe 
^^M  glistening  stranger  while  standing  at  the  threshold,  and 
^^B  had  forthwith  put  on  a  laced  cap,  a  string  of  beads, 
^^1  her  finest  kerchief,  and  her  stifEest  damask  petticoat 
^^B-in  preparation  for  the  interview.  Huriyiug  from  ber 
^^B  chamber  to  the  parlor,  she  had  ever  since  been  viewing 
^^B  herself  in  the  large  louldng-glass  and  pratitising  preUf 
^^r  airs  —  now  a  Smile,  now  a  ceremonious  dignity  of  a^ 
—  pect,  and  now  a  softer  smile  than  the  former,  Irianing 
her  hand  likewise,  tossing  her  head,  and  managing  her 

I  fan ;  while  within  the  mirror  an  unsubstantial  little 
jnaid  repeated  every  gestme  and  did  all  the  fooli&h 
things  that  Polly  did,  but  without  making  her  ashamed 
of  them.  In  short,  it  was  the  fault  of  pretty  Polly's 
sbility  rather  than  her  will  lE  she  failed  to  be  as  com^ 
plete  an  artifice  as  the  Uliiati'ious  Feathertop  himself; 
and,  when  she  thus  tampered  with  her  own  simplicity, 
the  witch's  phantom  might  well  hope  to  win  her. 
No  sooner  did  Polly  hear  her  father's  gouty  foot^ 
pteps  approaching  the  parlor  door,  accompanied  with 
the  stifE  clatter  of  Feathertop 's  high-heeled  shoes,  tban 
she  seated  herself  bolt  upright  and  innocently  began 
warbling  a  song. 

1  "Polly!  daughter  Polly !  "  cried  the  old  mei-chaut 

"  Come  hitlier,  child." 
]         Master  Gookin's  aspect,  as  he  opened  the  door,  was 
doubtful  and  troubled. 

"  This  gentleman,"   continued   he,   presenting   the 

Btrauger,  "is  the  Chevalier  Feathertop,  —  nay,  I  beg 

his  pardon,  my  Lord  Feathertop,  — ^  who  hatb  brought 

mc  a  token  of  remembrance  iiora  an  aiieiaiit  friend  ol 

tniue.     Pay  your  duty  to  liis  loxda^ 

bw  as  his  qualitj'  desei've'i, ' 
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Aiter  these  few  words  of  introduction,  the  worship- 
ful ma^trate  immediately  quitted  the  room.  But^ 
even  in  that  brief  moment,  had  the  fair  Pollj  glanced 
aside  at  her  father  instead  of  devoting  herself  wholly 
to  the  brilliaDt  guest,  sho  might  have  taken  warning  ^ 
some  mischief  nigh  at  hand.  Tho  old  man  was  nervq^ 
fidgety,  and  very  pale.  Purposing  a  smile  o£  com 
he  had  deformed  Ms  face  with  a  sort  of  galvanic  grin,  ' 
whioh,  when  Fcathertop's  back  was  turned,  he  ex- 
changed for  a  scowl,  at  the  same  time  shaking  hia 
fist  and  stamping  his  gouty  foot  —  an  incivility  which 
brought  its  retributiou  along  with  it.  The  trutli  ap> 
pears  to  have  been  that  Mother  Rigby's  word  of  intro 
duction,  whatever  it  might  be,  had  operated  far  mor* 
on  the  rich  merchant's  fears  than  on  his  good  wilL 
Moreover,  being  a  man  of  wonderfully  acute  observst 
tion,  he  had  noticed  that  these  painted  figures  on  thv 
bowl  of  Featbertop'a  pipe  were  in  motion.  Looking 
more  closely,  he  became  convinced  that  these  figures 
were  a  party  of  little  demons,  each  duly  providi 
with  horns  and  a  tail,  and  dancing  hand  in  hand,  i 
gestures  of  diaboUcal  merriment,  round  the  eircai 
ferenoe  of  tie  pipe  bowl.  As  if  to  confii'm  his  siu 
cions.  while  Master  Gookin  ushered  liis  guest  j 
a  dusky  passage  from  his  private  room  to  the  parla 
the  star  on  Feathei-top's  breast  had  scintillated  aetu 
flames,  and  threw  a  flickering  gleam  upon  the  i 
the  ceiling,  and  the  floor. 

BWiti  such  winiatei'  pivDgnosties  manifesting  them- 
ves  on  all  hands,  it  is  not  to  be  marvelled  at  that 
(  merchant  should  have  felt  that  he  was  committing 
hilt  daiighter  to  a  veiy  questionable  acquaintance.  Hs. 
fursetJ,  hi  Ida  secret  soul,  the  inamua,^m^  Ae'gJ»R*a 
af  .fegrtertgp'fl  mannera,  as  this  \axfi^'a.\.  ^m*sw^^ 
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boved,  Bmiled,  put  las  hand  on  his  heart,  inhaled  a 
long  whiff  from  his  pipe,  and  enricthed  the  atmosphen 
with  the  smoky  vapor  of  a  fragrant  and  visible  si^ 
Gladly  would  poor  Master  Gookin  have  thrtist  his 
dangerous  guest  into  the  street ;  but  there  was  a  con- 
straint and  terror  within  him.  This  respectable  old 
^ntleman,  we  fear,  at  an  earlier  period  of  life,  had 
given  some  pledge  or  other  to  the  evil  principle,  and 
perhaps  was  now  to  redeem  it  by  the  sacrifice  of  his 
daughter. 

It  so  happened  that  the  parlor  door  was  partly  of 
glass,  shaded  by  a  silken  curtain,  the  folds  of  whieh 
hung  a  little  awry.  So  strong  was  the  merchant's  in- 
terest in  witnessing  what  was  to  ensue  between  the  fur 
Polly  and  the  gallant  Feathertop  that,  after  quiti^ 
the  room,  he  could  by  no  means  refrain  from  peeping 
through  the  crevice  of  the  curtain. 

But  there  was  nothing  very  miraculous  to  be  seen; 
nothing  —  except  the  trifles  previously  noticed  — to 
confirm  the  idea  of  a  supernatural  peril  environing 
the  pretty  Polly.  The  stranger  it  ia  true  was  evi- 
dently a  thorough  and  practised  man  of  the  world,  sys- 
tematic and  self-possessed,  and  therefore  the  sort  of  a 
person  to  whom  a  pai'cnt  ought  not  ia  confide  a  sim- 
ple, young  girl  without  due  watehfulness  for  the  result. 
The  worthy  magistrate,  who  had  been  conversant  ynHa 
oil  degrees  and  qualities  of  mankind,  could  not  but 
pereeive  every  motion  and  gesture  of  the  distinguished 
Feathertop  name  in  its  proper  place ;  nothing  had 
■  been  left  rude  or  native  in  him ;  a  well-digested  con- 
ventionalism had  incorporated  itself  thoroughly  with 
his  substance  and  transformed  b-im  into  a  work  of  art 
Perhaps  it  was  this  pecuEaiitj  ftivA  msfcstoi  tim  with 
«  apeeiea   of  ghaatlineaa   aad  awe.     \V.  Ha  ^?*  *~ 
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laything  completely  and  consummately  artifieial,  b 
tmmaii  shape,  that  the  perHon  impresses  us  as  an  c 
reality  and    as  having  hardly  pith  enough  to  cast  I 
shadow  upon  the  floor.     As  regarded  Feathertop,  all^ 
tliifl  resnlttd  in   a  w-ild,  extravagant,  and    fantastical  1 
impression,  as  if  his  life  and  being  were  akin  to  the 
^anoke  that  curled  upward  from  his  pipe. 
■■ifiat  pretty  Polly  Gookin  felt  not  thus.     The  pair 
^^ne  now  promenading  the  room :  Feathertop  with  liis 
•^Srinty  stride  and  no  less  dainty  grimace ;  the  girl  witli' J 
a  native  maidenly  grace,  just  touched,  not  spoiled,  ^yy\ 
a  slightly  affected  manner,  which  seemed  caught  fronj 
the  perfect  artifice   of  her  companion.     The  longt 
the  interview  continued,  the  more  charmed  was  pret* 
Polly,  until,  within  the  first  quarter  of  an  hour  (ai 
the  old  magistrate  noted  by  his  watch),  she  was  evi-' 
dently  beginning  to  be  in   love.     Nor  need  it  have 
been  witchcraft  that  subdued   her  in  such  a  hurry ; 
the  poor  child's  heart,  it  may  be,  was  so  very  fervent 
that  it  melted  her  with  its  own  warmth  as  reflected 
from  the  hollow  semblance   of   a  lover.     No   matter 
what  Feathertop  said,  his  words  found  depth  and  re- 
verberation in  her  ear ;  uo  matter  what  he  did,  his 
action  was  heroic  to  her  eye.     And  by  this  time  it  is 
to  be  supposed  there  was  a  blush  on  Polly's  cheek,  a 
tender  smile  about  her  mouth,  and  a  liquid  softness  in 
her  glance ;  while  the  star  kept  coruscating  on  Feath- 
top'fl   breast,  and   the  little   demons  careered  with 
)  frantic  merrimput  than  ever  about  the  cireum- 
ice  of   his  pipe   bowl.      O  pretty  Polly  Gookin,  > 
'  should  these  imps  rejoice  so  madly  that  a  silly 
maiden's  heart  was  about  to  be  given  to  a  ^'kwS.wwV 
Is'tt  so  nnasual  a  misfortune,  so  tare  a  t^vixvv^'*. 
tiJ'J^'&Uheitop  pai 
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^^P  into  an  imposing  attitude,  seemed  to  Bummon  the  f  lui 
^^M  girl  to  survey  his  figure  and  resist  Um  longer  if  she 
^H  could.  His  star,  his  embroidery,  his  buckles  glowed 
^H  at  that  instant  with  unutterable  splendor ;  the  pictuc- 
^H  esque  hues  of  bis  attire  took  a  riuher  depth  o£  color 
^^M  |ng ;  there  waa  a  gleam  and  polish  over  his  whole  ptefr 
^V  ence  betokening  the  perfect  witchery  of  weU-ordered 
'  manners.  The  nmiden  raised  her  eyes  and  suffered 
them  to  linger  upon  her  companion  with  a  bashful 

I  and  admiring  gaze.  Then,  as  if  desirous  of  judging 
what  value  her  own  simple  comeliness  might  have  side 
by  aide  with  so  much  brilliancy,  she  cast  a  glance 
towards  the  full-length  looking-glass  in  front  of  which 
they  happened  to  be  standing.  It  waa  one  of  the  tru- 
est plattis  in  the  world  and  incapable  of  flattery.  No 
sooner  did  the  images  therein  reflected  meet  Polly's 
eye  than  she  shrieked,  shrank  from  the  stranger's  aide, 
gazed  at  him  for  a  moment  in  tlie  wildest  dismay,  and 
Bank  insensible  upon  the  floor.  Feathertoj)  likewise 
had  looked  towards  the  mirror,  and  there  beheld,  not 
the  glittering  mockery  of  his  outside  show,  but  a  pict- 
ure of  the  sordid  patchwork  of  his  real  eompoeidon. 
Btripped  of  all  witehcraft. 

The  wi'etehed  simulacrum  I  We  almost  pity 
He  threw  up  his  arms  with  an  expression  of  di 
that  went  further  than  any  of  his  previous  mamfes> 
tations  towards  vindicating  hia  claims  to  be  reckoned 
human  ;  for,  perchance  the  only  time  since  thifl  ao 
often  empty  and  deceptive  life  of  mortals  began  its 
\  course,  an  illusion  had  seen  and  fully  recognized  itself. 
Mother  Kigby  was  seated  by  her  kitchen  hearth  in 
the  twilight  of  this  eventful  day,  and  had  just  shaken 
/Ae  ashes  out  of  a  new  pipe,  w\\en  a\i6  \ieaii  a.  Wctie^ 
tratnp  along  the  road.    Yet  it  diA  not 


Kwirion. 


•hoort. 


■        FEATHERTOF:  A    MORALIZED  LEC 

.tile  tramp  of  human  footsteps  as  the  clatter  of  stitfl 
or  the  rattling  of  dry  hunes, 

"  Ha !  "  tliought  the  olil  witch,  "  what  step  is  thi 
Whose  skeleton  is  out  of  its  grave  now,  I  wonder  ?  " 

A  figure  burst  headlong  iuto  the  cottage  door, 
was  Feathertop  I     Hia  pipe  was  still  alight ;  the  sts; 
Ktill   flamed   upon   hia   hreasti   the   embroidery 
glowed  upon  his  gannents ;  nor  had  he  lost,  in  any  de- 
geee  or  manner  that  could   be  estimated,  the  asppct 
that   assimilated  him  with  our   mortal   brotherhood. 
But  yet,  in  some  indeaeribahle  way  (as  is  the  t 
with  all  tliat  has  deluded  us  when  ouce  found  out),  ( 
poor  reality  was  felt  beneath  the  cunning  artifice. 

"  \V  liat  \i?is  gone  wrong  ?  "  demanded  the  witch. 
"  Did  yonder  sniffling  hypocrite  thrust  my  darling 
from  hia  door  ?  The  villain  !  I  '11  set  twenty  fiends 
to  torment  hini  till  he  offer  thee  his  daughter  on  ]  ~ 
bended  knees  I " 

"  No,  mother,"  said  Feathertop  despondingly ; 
was  not  that." 

"Did  the   girl   scorn   my   precious 
Motlier  Kigby,  her  fierce  eyes  glowing  like  two  coals"! 
of  Tophet,     *'  I  '11  cover  her  face  with  pimples  I     Her 
nose  shall  be  as  i-ed  as  the  coal  in  thy  pipe  I     llei 
front  teeth  shall  drop  out!     In  a  week -hence  she  shall 
not  be  worth  Uiy  having  \  " 

"  Let  her  alone,  mother,"  answered  poor  Feath 
top ;  "  the  girl  was  half  won ;   and   methinka  a  I 
from  her  sweet  bps  might  have  made  me  altogethel 
human.     But,"  be  added,  after  a  brief  pause  and  t 
a  bowl  of  self-contempt.  "  I  've  seen  myself,  motherl 
[  'vi*   seen    myself    for  the    wretelied,   ragged,  *i"Kv^^ 
thing'  I  am!    I  'U  exist  no  longer '." 

ige  from  hia  moutt,  \ie  ^xR^-'Wi'ifc 


a  shall 

^athei^l 
a  \ai^M 
getb€^H 
dtbgdH 
utherl^l 
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■f.n  hix  might  gainst  the  chimney,  and  at  the  same  iif 
Btant  sank  upon  tlie  floor,  a  medley  of  straw  and  tat 
tered  garmenta,  with  some  uticka  protruding  from  tho 
heap,  and  a  Bhrivelled  pumpkin  in  the  midst.  The 
eyeholes  were  now  lustreless ;  but  the  rudely-oarved 
gap,  that  just  before  had  been  a  mouth,  stiU  seemed 
to  twist  itself  into  a  despairing  grin,  and  was  bo  ftr 
liuman. 

Poor  fellow  I "  quoth  Mother  Rigby,  with  a  mefpl 
glance  at  the  rehoa  of  her  ill-fated  contrivance.  "  My 
poor,  dear,  pretty  Feathertop  I  There  &re  thousands 
■npon  thousands  of  coxcombs  and  charlatans  in  1^ 
■world,  made  up  of  just  such  a  jumble  of  womout,  iat- 
gotten,  and  good-for-nothing  trash  as  he  waal  Tet 
^ey  live  in  fair  repute,  and  never  see  themaelveB  for 
what  they  are.  And  why  should  my  poor  pu]q>et  Iw 
the  only  one  to  know  himself  and  perish  for  it  ?  " 

While  thus  muttering,  the  witch  had  filled  a  treA 
pipe  of  tobacco,  and  held  the  stem  between  her  fingers, 
Bs  doubtful  whether  to  thrust  it  into  her  own  mouth  or 
Feathertop's. 

"  Poor  Feathertop  I  "  she  continued.  "  I  could  ea^ly 
give  him  another  chance  and  send  him  forth  again  to- 
morrow. But  no ;  hia  feelings  are  too  tender,  his  sen- 
sibilities too  defep.  He  seems  to  have  too  mach  heart 
to  bustle  for  his  own  advantage  in  such  an  empty  and 
heartless  world.  Well !  well  1  I  '11  make  a  scarecrow 
of  him  after  all.  'T  is  an  innocent  and  useful  voca- 
tion,  and  will  suit  my  darling  well ;  and,  if  each  of 
Jua  human  brethren  had  as  fit  a  one,  't  would  be  the 
better  for  mankind ;  and  as  for  this  pipe  of  tobacco, 
I  need  it  more  than  he." 
So  saying.  Mother  Rigby  pnt  t\»e  ftWm  Vietweeii  het 
Diokon  1  "  cried  a\ie,  ua  Vet  Wi^Bv^««^ 

'tber  ooal  for  my  pil^e  I " 


THE  NEW  ADAM  AND  EVE. 

Fe  who  are  bom  into  the  world's  artificial  eyst 
t  never  adequately  know  how  little  in  our  presenl^ 
state  and  circumstances  is  natural,  and  how  much  is 
merely  tlie  interpolatioD  of  the  perverted  mind  and 
heart  of  man.     Art  has  become  a  second  and  stronger  J 
nature ;  she  ia  a  stepmother,  whose  crafty  tendemea 
has  taught  us  to  despise  the  bountiful  and  wholesom 
ministrations  of  our  true  parent.     It  is  only  through  1 
the  medium  of   the   imagination   that  we  can   lessen 
those  iron  fetters,  which  we  call  truth  aud  reality,  and 
make  ourselves  even  partially  sensible  what  prisoners 
we  are.    For  instance,  let  us  conceive  good  Father  Mil 
ler'a  interpretation  of  the  prophecies  to  have  proves 
true.     The  Day  of   Doom  has  burst  upon  the  { 
and  swept  away  the  whole  race  of  men.     From  ciUei 
and  fields,  sea-shore  and  midland  mountain  region, ' 
continents,  and  even  tJie  remotest  islands  of  the  oceai 
ea^h  living  thing  is  gone.     No  breath  of  a  create  b 
ing  disturbs  this  earthly  atmosphere.     But  the  abodol 
of  man,  and  alt  that  he  has  accomplished,  the  foe 
prints  of  his  wandei-ings  and  the  results  of   his  toil, 
the  visible  symbols  of  his  intellectual  cultivation  and  - 1 
moral  progress  —  in    short,  everything   physical  that 
can  give  evidence  of  his  present  position  —  shall  re- 
main untouched    by  the  hand  of  destiny.      Then,  to 
inherit   and  repeople  this  waste  and  deserted  earth, 
we  will  suppose  a  new  Adam  and  a  oe^  ^Ne  \»\a:M% 
been  crea^,  ia  tlie    full   development  oi   mvB&.  mA 
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heart,  bat  with  no  knowledge  of  their  predt 
nor  of  the  diseased  circumstances  that  had  become  en- 
crusted around  them.  Such  a  pair  would  at  once  dis- 
tinguish between  art  and  nature.  Their  instincts  and 
intuitions  wotdd  immediately  recognize  the  wisdom 
and  simplicity  o£  the  latter  ;  while  the  former  with  its 
elaborate  perversities,  would  offer  them  a  contiinul 
succession  of  puzzles. 

Let  U9  attempt  in  a  mood  half  sportive  and  half 
thoughtful,  to  track  these  imaginary  heirs  of  our  nio> 
tality  through  their  first  day's  experience.  No  longer 
ago  than  yesterday  the  flame  of  human  life  was  extin- 
guinhcd  ;  there  has  been  a  breathless  night ;  and  now 
another  mom  approaches  expecting  to  find  the  enrti 
no  less  desolate  than  at  eventhle. 

It  is  dawn.  The  east  putH  on  its  immemorial  hlnah. 
Although  no  human  eye  is  gazing  at  it ;  for  all  llie 
phenomena  of  the  natural  world  renew  themselves,  in 
spite  of  the  solitude  that  now  brood.'i  around  the  globe. 
There  is  still  beauty  of  earth,  sea,  and  sky  for  beauty's 
sake.  But  soon  there  ai-e  to  be  spectators.  Just 
when  the  earliest  sunshine  gilds  earth's  mountain 
tops,  two  beings  have  come  into  life,  not  in  such  on 
Edeu  as  bloomed  to  welcome  our  first  parents,  but  in 
the  heart  of  a  modem  city.  They  find  themselves  in 
existence,  and  gazing  into  one  another's  eyes.  Their 
emotion  is  not  astonishment;  nor  do  they  perplex 
themselves  with  efforts  to  discover  what,  and  whence, 
and  why  they  ai-e.  Each  is  satisfied  to  be,  because 
the  other  exists  likewise ;  and  their  first  consoiousneM 
is  of  calm  and  mutual  enjoyment,  which  seems  not 
to  have  been  the  birth  of  that  very  moment,  but  pro- 
longed  fi'Dia  a  past  eternity.  Thus  content  with  au 
iaoer  sphere  which   the5  inWovt  togaiiax, "A  S&n^ 
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idiately  that  the  outward  world  can  obtrude  itself  ■ 
upon  their  notice. 

Soon,  however,  they  feel  the  invincible  necessity  of  ■ 
this  eartldy  lif€>,  and  begin  to  make  acquaintance  witbf 
the  objects  and  circumstances  that  surround  thein.T 
Perhaps  no  other  stride  so  vast  remains  to  be  takes  I 
as  when  they  first  turn  from  the  reality  of  their  mu-  fl 
tital  glance  to  the  dreams  and  shadows  that  perplei^l 
them  everywhere  else. 

"  Sweetest  Eve,  where  are  we  ?  "  exclaims  the  new  1 
Adam ;  for  speech,  or  some  equivalent  mode  of  ex- 1 
pression,  is  bom  with  them,  and  comes  just  a 
nral  as  breath.  '*  Methinka  I  do  not  recognize  this  J 
place." 

"  Nor  I,  dear  Adam,"  replies  the  new  Eve.  "  And! 
what  a  strange  place  too  1  Let  me  come  closer  to  thy  I 
side  and  behold  thee  only ;  for  all  other  sights  trouble  I 
and  perplex  my  spirit." 

"Nay,  Eve,"  replies  Adam,  who  appears  to  have  I 
the  stronger  tendency  towards  the  material  world ;  I 
"  it  were  well  tliat  we  gain  some  insight  into  theae  \ 
matters.  We  are  in  an  odd  situation  here.  Let  uaj 
look  about  U3." 

Assuredly  there  are  sights  enough  to  throw  the  nefpl 
inheritors  of  earth  into  a  state  of  hopeless  perplexity.  T 
The  long  lines  of  edifices,  their  windows  glittering  in  I 
the  yellow  sunrise,  and   the    narrow    street   between,! 
with    its  barren  pavement    tracked    and    battered  by  " 
wheels  that  have  now  rattled  into  an  irrevoeable  past  t 
The    signs,    with    their    unintelligible    hieroglyphica  I 
The  squareness  and  ugliness,  and  regnlar  or  irregidat 
defonnity  of   everything  that  meets  the   cyal      Tha 
marks  of  iv^ar  and  tear,  and  unrenewaA  iVe*^,'**'^^^^. 
I  the  works  of  man  irom  ^e  gtcw^  "A.  "WW 


"582  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 

tare  I     What  is  thero  in  all  this  capable  o£  the  di^ifr 

I  est  significance  to  minds  that  know  nothing  of  the  a^ 

I  tificial  system  which  is  implied  iii  every  lamp  poet  and 

I  each  brick  of  the  bouses  ?     Moreover,  the  utter  loneli- 

I  ness  and  silence,  in  a  soeue  that  originally  grew  out  «f 

noise  and  bustle,  must  needs  impress  a  feeling  of  de^ 

olation  even   upon  Adam   and   Eve,  imsuspicioos  u 

they  are  of  the  recent  extinction  of  hmuan  existffiiW. 

I  In   a  forest,  solitude  would  be   life;  in  a  city,  i6  Ib 

I  death. 

The  new  Eve  looks  round  with  a  sensation  of  doabt 
[  and  distrust,  such  as  a  city  dajue,  the  daughter  of  nuib 
]  berless  generations  of  citizens,  niigbt  exjierienoe  if  mt 
I  denly  transported  to  the  garden  of  Eden.  At  length 
I  her  downcast  eye  discovers  a  small  tuft  of  grass,  just 
I  beginning  to  sprout  among  the  stones  of  the  pave- 
I  ment ;  she  eagerly  grasps  it,  and  is  sensible  that  this 
I  little  herb  awakens  some  response  within  her  heart. 
,  Nature  finds  nothing  else  to  offer  her.  Adam,  after 
I  staring  up  and  down  the  street  without  detecting  a 
j  single  object  that  his  comprehension  can  lay  hold 
^  of,  finally  turns  his  forehead  to  the  sky.  There,  in- 
b  deed,  is  something  which  tlie  soul  within  him  rscog- 
f  nizes. 

"Tjook  up  yonder,  mine  own  Eve,"'  he  cries;  "surdy 
I  we  ought  to  dwell  among  those  gold-tinged  clouds  or 
the  blue  depths  beyond  them,  I  know  not  how 
L  nor  when,  but  evidently  we  have  strayed  away  from 
I  oar  liome ;  for  I  see  nothing  hereabouts  that  seemB 
I  to  belong  to  us." 

"  Can  we  not  ascend  thither  ?  "  inquires  Eve. 
'■  Why  not?  "  answers  Ailam  hopefully.     "  But  no; 
something  drags  us  down  in  apite  of  our  best  effoitHi 
■Pejvhaace  we  may  find  a  patli  teteaitat."  « 
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Hb-  the  energy  of  new  life  it  appears  no  such  impmo- 
Heablo  feat  to  climb  into  the  sky.  But  they  have  al- 
ready received  a  woful  leason,  whicli  may  finally  go 
far  towards  reducing  them  to  the  level  of  the  departed 
race,  when  they  acknowledge  the  necessity  of  keeping 
the  beaten  track  of  earth.  They  now  set  forth  on  a 
ramble  through  the  city,  in  the  hope  of  making  their 
escape  from  this  uncongenial  sphere.  Already  in  the 
fresh  elasticity  of  their  spirits  they  have  found  the 
idea  of  weariness.  We  will  watch  them  as  they  enter 
some  of  the  shops  and  public  or  private  edlficeB ;  for 
every  door,  whether  of  alderman  or  beggar,  church  or 
hall  of  state,  has  been  flung  wide  open  by  the  sains 
agency  that  swept  away  the  inmates. 

It  so  happens  —  and   not  unluckily  for  an  Adam 
and  Eve  who  are  still  in  the  costume  that  might  bet- 
ter have  befitted  Eden —  it  so  happens  that  their  first 
visit  is   to  a  fasliionable  dry  goods  store.     No  cour* 
t«ous  and   importunate   attendants   hasten  to  receive 
their  orders;   no  throng  of  ladies   are   tossing   over 
the    rich  Fai'isian    fabrics.      All   is   deserted;  trade 
is  at  a  stand-still,  and  not  even  an  eciio  of  the  na 
tional  watchword,  "  Go   ahead !  "   disturbs   the   quiet 
of  the  new  customers.      But  specimens  of  the  latest 
earthly  fashions,  silks  of  eveiy  shade,  and  whatever 
ia  most   debcate  or   splendid   for   the   decoration   of 
the  human  form,  lie   scattered   around,  profusely  as 
bright  autumnal  leaves  in  a  forest.     Adam  looks  at  a 
few  of  the  articles  but  throws  them  carelessly  aside  J 
witih  wliatever  exclamation  may  correspond  to  "  Pish ! "  H 
or  "'  Pshaw  I  "  in  the  new  vocabulary  of  nature.     Eve,  ^ 
however, —  be  it  said  without  offence  to  her  natwa 
modesty,  — examines  tJiese  treasures  ot  \i!m  %es."*t\'Ca 
t  Urelier  interest.     A  pair  *A  cow»^a  <3i»»s<* 
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to  lie  apoQ  tlie  (tminter ;  she  mBpeets  them  curiously, 
but  knows  not  what  to  make  of  them.  Then  she 
handles  a  fashionable  silk  with  dJin  yearnings,  thoughts 
that  wander  hither  and  tliitlier,  mstincts  groping  in  the 
dark. 

"  On  the  whole,  I  do  not  like  it,"  she  ohserves,  lay- 
ing the  glossy  fabric  upon  the  counter.  "  But,  Adam, 
it  13  very  strange.  What  can  these  things  mean! 
Surely  I  ought  to  know ;  yet  they  put  me  in  a  pe^ 
feet  maze," 

"  Poh !  my  dear  Eve,  why  trouble  thy  little  head 
tibout  such  nonsense  ?  "  cries  Adam,  in  a  fit  of  impa- 
tjence,  "  Let  us  go  somewhere  else.  But  stay  ;  how 
veiy  beautiful !  My  loveliest  Eve,  what  a  charm  you 
have  imparted  to  that  robe  by  merely  tlu-owing  it  over 
your  shoulders ! " 

For  Eve,  with  the  taste  that  nature  moulded  into 
her  composition,  has  taken  a  remnant  of  exquisite  sit 
ver  gauze  and  drawn  it  around  her  form,  with  an  effect 
that  gives  Adam  his  first  idea  of  the  witchery  of  dreae. 
He  beholds  his  spouse  in  a  new  light  and  vrith  re- 
newed admiration ;  yet  is  hardly  reconciled  to  any 
other  attire  than  her  own  golden  locks.  However, 
I  emulating  Eve's  example,  he  makes  free  with  a  man- 
tle of  blue  velvet,  and  puts  it  on  so  picturesquely  that 
it  might  seem  to  have  fallen  from  heaven  upon  his 
stateiy  figure.  Thus  garbed  they  go  in  search  of 
new  discoveries. 

They  next  wander  into  a  church,  not  to  make  a  dis- 
play of  their  fine  clothes,  but  attracted  by  its  spite, 
pointing  upwards  to  the  sky,  whither  they  have  al- 
ready yearned  to  climb.  As  they  enter  tlie  portal,  a 
cloak,  wiu'eh  it  was  the  last  eavthly  ajtt  of  the  sexton 
to  wind  up,  repeats  t^he  tout  m  i6fc"e  wiv«i*Q< 


THE  NEW  ADAM  AND  EVE, 

toaea ;  for  Time  lias  survived  hia  fonaer  progenytJ 
nni),  with  the  iron  tongue  that  man  gave  him, :' 
sjwaking  to  his  two  grainlcliildrtm.  They  liat«n,  butfl 
iLiiilt^i-stantl  hiiu  not.  Nature  would  measure  i 
ly  the  succession  of  thoughtis  and  acts  wliieh  constijra 
iiiU'  real  life,  and  not  by  hours  of  emptiness.  ThsyV 
px-is  up  the  church  aisle,  and  raise  their  eyes  to  t 
(I'iling.  llad  our  Adam  and  Kve  bueome  mortal  iii-l 
Mime  European  eity,  and  strayed  into  the  vastnenl 
and  sublimity  of  an  old  cathedral,  they  might  have  J 
recognized  the  purpose  for  which  the  deep-souled  I 
ioundoFS  reared  it.  Like  the  dim  awfulnesg  of  an T 
■meieut  forest,  its  very  atmosphere  would  have  in^  , 
cited  them  to  prayer.  Within  the  snug  walla  of  8  I 
metropolitan  church  there  can  he  no  such  influence. 

Yet  some  odor  of  religion  is  still  lingering  her^ 
the  bequest  of  pious  souls,  who  had  grace  to  enjoj 
a  foretaste  of  inunortal  life.  Percliance  they  breathe 
a  prophecy  ol  a  lietter  world  to  their  Guccessors,  who 
have  become  obnoxious  to  all  their  own  cares  and  J 
ealamities  in  the  present  one.  ,  H 

"  Eve.  something  impels  me  to  look  upward,"  say*  ■ 
Adam ;  "  but  it  troubles  me  to  see  this  roof  between 
U3  and    the  sky.      Let  us  go    forth  and  perhaps  wo 
shall  discern  a  Great  Faoe  looking  down  upon  us." 

"  Yes  ;  a  Great  Face,  with  a  beam  of  love  bright-  J 
ening  over  it  like  sunshine,"  responds  Eve.  "  Surely  H 
we  have  seen  such  a  couiitenanoe  somewhere."  ^ 

Tliey  go  out  of  the  chiu^h  and  kneeling  at  its 
threshold  give  way  to  the  spirit's  natural  instinct  of 
adoration  towards  a  beneficent  Father.  But,  in  truth, 
their  life  thus  far  has  been  a  continual  prayer.  Pi> 
rity  and  sinipliuitj' hold  cooverae  at  eTCvynwitasB.^'*^'*'^ 
V  Creator. 
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We  now  observe  them  entering  a  Court  of  Justice. 
But  what  remotest  conception  can  tliey  attain  ol  tha 
purposes  of  such  an  edifice?  How  should  the  idei 
to  them  that  human  brethren,  of  like  nature 
with  themselves,  and  originall;  included  in  the  same 
law  of  love  which  is  their  only  rule  of  life,  should  ever 
need  an  outward  enforcement  of  the  true  voice  within 
their  souls  ?  And  what,  save  a  woful  experience,  the 
dark  result  of  many  centuries,  could  teach  them  die 
sad  mysteries  of  crime  ?  O  Judgment  Seat,  not  fey 
the  pure  in  heart  wast  thou  established,  nor  in  tlu 

iplicity  of  nature ;  but  by  hard  and  wrinkled  men, 
and  upon  the  accumulated  heap  of  earthly  wrong. 
Thou  art  the  very  symbol  of  man's  perverted  state. 

On  as  fruitless  an  errand  our  wanderers  next  visit 
a  Hall  of  Legislation,  whei-e  Adam  places  Eve  in 
the  Speaker's  chair,  unconscious  of  the  moral  wHclk 
he  thus  exemplifies.  Man's  intellect,  moderated  by 
Woman's  tenderness  and  moral  sense  !*  Were  auch 
the  legislation  of  the  world  there  would  be  no  need 
of  State  Houses,  Capitols.  Halls  of  Parliament,  not 
even  of  those  little  assemblages  of  patriarchs  beneadt 
the  shadowy  trees,  by  whom  freedom  was  first  iIlt«^ 
preted  to  mankind  on  our  native  sliorea. 

Whither  go  they  next?  A  perverse  destiny  seenU 
to  perplex  them  with  one  after  another  of  the  liddla 
which  mankind  put  forth  to  the  wandering  univene, 
and  left  unsolved  in  their  own  destruction.  They  en- 
ter an  edifice  of  stem  gray  stone  standing  insulated  in 
the  midst  o£  others,  and  gloomy  even  in  the  sunslune, 
which  it  barely  suffers  to  penetrate  through  its  iwm- 
grated  windows.  It  is  a  prison.  The  jailer  has  Wt 
his  post  at  the  smnmons  of  a  stronger  authority  than 
the  sheriff's.     But  the  prisoners?     Did 
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of  fate,  when  he  shook  open  all  the  doors,  respect  the 
magistrate's  warrant  and  the  judge's  sentence,  and 
leave  the  inmates  of  the  dungeons  to  be  delivered  by 
due  course  of  earthly  law  ?  No  ;  »  new  trial  has  been 
granted  in  a  higher  court,  which  may  set  judge,  jury, 
and  prisoner  at  its  bar  all  iu  a  row,  and  perhaps  find 
one  no  less  guilty  than  another.  The  jail,  like  the 
whole  earth,  is  now  a  solitude,  and  has  thereby  lost 
something  of  its  dismal  gloom.  But  here  are  the 
narrow  cells,  like  tombs,  only  drearier  and  deadlier, 
hecaiisc  in  these  the  immortal  spirit  was  buried  with 
the  body.  Inscriptions  appear  on  the  walls,  scrib- 
hied  with  a  pencil  or  scratched  with  a  rusty  nail; 
brief  words  of  agony,  perhaps,  or  guilt's  desperate 
defiance  to  the  world,  or  merely  a  record  of  a  date 
by  which  the  writer  strove  to  keep  up  with  the  march 
of  life.  There  is  not  a  living  eye  that  could  now  d* 
cipher  these  memorials. 

Nor  is  it  while  so  fresh  from  their  Creator's  hand 
that  the  new  demzens  of  earth  — no,  nor  their  descend- 
ants for  a  thousand  years — could  discover  that  this 
edifice  was  a  hospital  for  the  direst  disease  which 
could  afBict  their  predecessors.  Its  patients  bore  the 
outward  marks  of  that  leprosy  with  which  all  were 
more  or  less  infected.  They  were  sick  —  and  so 
were  the  purest  of  their  brethren  —  with  tlie  plague 
of  ain.  A  deadly  sickness,  indeed  I  Feeling  its 
symptoms  within  the  breast,  men  concealed  it  with 
fear  and  shame,  and  were  only  the  more  cruel  to 
those  onfoptunates  whose  pestiferous  sores  were  flar 
grant  to  the  common  eye.  Nothing  save  a  rich  gar- 
ment coidd  ever  hide  the  jtlague  spot.  In  the  course 
of  the  world's  lifetime,  every  remedy  was  tried  for  its 
1  esoept  the  sin^^  c^^L^A^raJ 


I 
I 


r 


MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 


I 


I  that  grew  in  heaven  and  was  sovereign  for  ail  the 
miseries  of  earth.  Man  never  had  attempted  to  cure 
sin  by  LovE  I  Had  he  but  once  made  the  effort  it 
might  well  have  happened  that  there  would  have  been 
no  more  need  of  the  (hirh  lazar  house  into  which  Adani 
and  Eve  have  wandered.  Hasten  forth  with  your  Ofr 
tive  innocence,  lest  the  dampa  of  these  still  conscioiia 
walls  infect  you  likewise,  and  thus  imother  fallen  race 
be  propagated ! 

Passing  from  the  interior  of  the  prison  into  the 
space  within  its  outward  wall,  Adam  pauses  benefdli 
a  structui'e  of  the  simplest  contrivance,  yet  altogetW  . 
imaeeountable  to  him.  It  eonsista  merely  of  two  i^^ 
right  posts,  supporting  a  transverse  beam,  fi-om  whieb 
■  dangles  a  cord. 

"  Eve,  Eve  I  "  cries  Adam,  shuddering  with  a  aamei 
less  horror.     "  What  can  this  thing  be  ?  " 

"  I  know  not,"  answers  Eve ;  "  bat  Adam,  mj  heart 
is  sick !  There  seems  to  be  no  more  sky  —  no  more 
sunshine  t " 

Well  might  Adam  shudder  and  poor  Eve  be  sick  at 
heart ;  for  this  mysterious  objeot  was  the  type  of  man- 
kind'n  whole  system  in  regard  to  the  great  difiieultiefl 
Vhich  God  had  given  to  be  solved  —  a  system  of  fear 
and  vengeance,  never  successful,  yet  followed  to  tba 
:  last.  Here,  on  the  morning  when  the  final  Bom- 
mona  came,  a  criminal  —  one  criminal,  where  none 
were  gudtless  —  had  died  upon  the  gallows.  Had 
the  world  heard  the  footfall  of  its  own  approaching 
doom,  it  would  have  been  no  inappropriate  act  thus 
to  close  the  record  of  its  deeds  by  one  so  character^ 

The  two  pilgrims  now  hurry  from  the  prison.     Had 
•toown  liow  iihe  former  inbabitaaita  idfeg 


TIIE  NEW  ADAM  AND  EVE. 

shut  up  in  artificial  error  and  cramped  and  chained  hy 
their  perversions,  they  might  have  compared  the  whole 
moral  world  to  a  prison  house,  and  have  deemed  the 
removal  of  the  race  a  general  jail  delivery. 

They  next  enter,  unannoimced,  but  they  might  have  I 
nmg  at  the  door  in  vain,  a  private  mansion,  one  of  the  I 
stateliest   in   Beacon   Street.      A.  wild   and  plaintive  1 
strain  of  music  is  qnivering  through  the  house,  now  I 
rising  like  a  solemn  organ  peal,  and  now  dying  into!  I 
the  faintest  murmur,  as  if  some  spirit  that  had  felt 
an  interest  in  the  departed   family  were  bemoaning 
itself  in  the  solitiide  of  hall  and  chamber.     Perhapm 
a  vii^in,  the  piirest  of  mortal  ra^-e,  has  been  left  be- 
hind to  perform  a  requiem  for  the  whole  kindred  of 
humanity.     Not  so.     These  are  the  tones  of  an  ^o- 
lian  haip,  through  whieli  Nature  pours  the  harmony 
that   lies  concealed   in  her  every  breath,  whether  of  J 
summer  breeze  or  tempest.     Adam  and  Eve  are  lost  H 
in    rapture   nnmingled   with   sxirprise.      The   passing  M 
wind,  that  stirred  tlie  harp  strings,  has  been  hushed, 
before  they  can  think  of  examining  the  splendid  fm^ 
niture,  the  gorgeous  carpets,  and  the  architecture  of 
the  rooms.      These   things   amuse   their   unpraetieed 
eyea,  but  appeal  to  nothing  within  their  hearts.    Even 
the  pictures  upon  the  walls  scarcely  excite  a  deeper 
interest ;    for   there    is    something    radically  artificial 
)uid  deceptive   in  painting  with  which   minds  in  the 
piinial  simplicity  cannot  sJ^npathize.     The  unbidden    i 
^tefits  examine  a  row  of  family  portraits,  but  are  too  J 
dull   to  recognize  them  as  men  and  women,  beneatUH 
the  disguise  of  a  prcpost-erous  garb,  and  with  featorerf  U 
«mI  expression  debased,  lu-'canse  inherited  through  ages 
"}{  moral  and  physical  decay. 

[ihoweTer,  presents  them  with  Tfi<fttt.'ce6  tAV^^:• 
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man  beauty,  fresh  from  the  hand  of  Nature.  As  they 
enter  a  magnificent  apartment  they  are  astonished,  but 
not  affrighted,  to  perceive  two  figures  advancing  to 
meet  them.  Is  it  not  awfid  to  imagine  that  any  lifs 
save  their  own,  should  remain  in  the  wide  world  ? 

■'  How  is  this  ?  "  exclaims  Adam.  "  My  beautifal 
Eve,  are  you  in  two  places  at  once?" 

"  And  you,  Adam  I  "  answers  Eve,  doubtful,  yet  de- 
lighted. "  Surely  that  noble  and  lovely  form  is  youTB, 
Yet  here  you  are  by  my  side.  I  am  content  with  one. 
—  methinks  there  should  not  be  two." 

This  miracle  is  wrought  by  a  tall  looking-glass,  Oa 

I  mystery  of  which  they  soon  fathom,  beeause  Maturt 

'  creates  a  mirror  for  the  human  face  in  every  pool  erf 

water,  and  for    her  own    great    features    in  wavelees 

lakes.     Pleased   and   satisfied  with   gazing   at  thon- 

selves,  they  now  discover  the  marble  statue  of  a  child 

in  a  corner  of  tlie  room  bo  exquisitely  idealized  that  it 

is  almost  worthy  to  be  the  prophetic  likeness  of  their 

I  first  born.      Sculpture,  in   its  highest  exceUenoe,  is 

i  genuine  than  painting,  and  might  seem  to  be 

I  evolved  from  a  natural  germ,  by  the  same  law  as  ft 

leaf  or  flower.     The  statue  of  the  child  impresses  the 

solitary  pair  as  if   it  were  a  companion;  it  likewise 

hints  at  secrets  both  of  the  past  and  future. 

"  My  husband ! "  whispers  Eve. 

"What  woiUd  you  say,  dearest   Eve?"   inquirca 

Adam. 

"  I  wonder  if  we  are  alone  in  the  world,"  she  con- 
tinues, with  a  sense  of   something  like   fear  at  tha 
thought    of    other    inhaliitaiits.      "  This   lovely   £ttlfl 
tonn  1     Did  it  ever  breathe  ?    Or  is  it  only  the  shadow 
I  of  somethuxg  real,  like  our  pvctatts  m  tba  mirror  ?  " 
"  ~ia  atrange I ''  repUea  AAam, yt^   '  " 
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(lis  brow,  "  There  are  mysteries  all  around  «3.  Ai 
idea  flits  continually  before  me  —  would  that  I  coulct' 
stiae  it!  Eve.  Eve,  are  we  treading  in  the  footat^iis^ 
of  beings  that  bore  a  likenesa  to  our.selve3  ?  If  so, 
whither  are  they  gone?  —  and  why  is  their  world  so 
unfit  for  our  dwelling  place?" 

"Our   great  Father   only   knows,"   answers    Eve, 
"  But  something  tells  me  that  we  shall  not  always 
alone.     And  how  sweet  if  other  beings  were  to  visil 
us  in  the  shape  of  this  fail-  image ! " 

Then  they  wander  through  the  house,  and  every- 
where find  tokens  of  human  life,  which  now,  with  the 
idea  recently  suggested,  excite  a  deeper  curiosity  ia 
their  bosoms.     Woman  has   here   left  traces  of  her 
delicacy  and   refinement,  and   of  her  gentle   labors. 
Eve  ransacka  a  work-basket  and  instinctively  thrusts 
the  rosy  tip  of  her  finger  into  a  tliinible.     She  takes 
up  a  piece  of  embroidery,  glowing  with  mimic  flowers;' 
in  one  of  which  a  fair  damsel  of  the  departed  race  haa' 
left  her  needle.     Pity  that  the  Day  of  Doom  should'! 
have  anticipated  the  completion  of  such  a  useful  task  I 
Eve  feels  almost  conscious  of  the  skill  to  finish  it.     A" 
pianoforte  has  been  left  open.     She  flings  her  hand 
carelessly  over  the  keys,  and  strikes  out  a  sudden  mel- 
ody, no  less  natural  than  the  strains  of  the  JEkyliaxi 
harp,  hut  joyous  with  the  dance  of  her  yet   unbur-. 
dened  life.     Passing  through  a  dark  entry  they  find 
a  broom  behind   the  door ;   and  Eve.  who  comprises 
the  whole  nature  of  womanhood,  has  a  dim  idea  that-^ 
it  is  an  instrument  proper  for  her  hand.     In  another  H 
apartment  they  behold  a  canopied  bed,  and  all  the  ap-  '^1 
pliancea  of  luxurious  repose.     A  heap  of  f ore&t  \eaN«* 
wuuld  be  more  to  the  piupose.     They  eutev  "iVa  wa«- 
ladare  perplexed  with  the  sigVit  oi  tttXe  ?,«w^ 
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and  oaps,  tiny  shoes,  and  a  cradle,  amid  tlte  drapery 
of  which  ia  still  to  be  seen  the  impress  o£  a  baby's 
form.  Adam  slightly  notices  these  triiles ;  bat  Eve 
becomes  involved  in  a  fit  of  mute  reflection  from 
which  it  is  hardly  poasihle  to  rouse  her. 

a  most  imlucky  arrangement  there  was  to  have 
been  a  grand  dinner  party  in  this  mansion  on  the 
very  day  when  the  whole  human  family,  including  the 
invited  guests,  were  summoned  to  the  unknown  re- 
gions of  dlimitahle  space.  At  the  moment  of  fate, 
the  table  was  actually  spread,  and  the  company  on 
the  point  of  sitting  down.  Adam  and  Eve  come  un- 
bidden to  the  banquet;  it  has  now  been  some  tuae 
cold,  but  otherwise  furnishes  them  with  highly  favor- 
able specimens  of  the  gaatranomy  of  their  predeces- 
sors. But  it  is  diffictdt  to  imagine  the  perplexity  o£ 
the  imperverted  couple,  in  endeavoring  to  find  proper 
food  for  their  first  meal,  at  a  table  where  the  cidti- 
vated  appetites  of  a  fashionable  party  were  to  have 
been  gratified.  Will  Nature  teach  them  the  myat^ 
of  a  plate  of  turtle  soup  V  AVdl  she  embolden  then; 
to  attack  a  haunch  of  venison?  Will  she  initjatir 
them  into  the  merits  of  a  Parisian  pasty,  imported  bf 
the  last  steamer  that  ever  crossed  the  Atlantic  ?  Will 
she  not,  rather,  bid  them  turn  with  disgust  from  fish, 
fowl,  and  fiesh,  which,  to  their  pure  nostrils,  steam 
with  a  loathsome  odor  of  death  and  corruption?  — 
Food  ?  The  bill  of  fare  contains  nothing  which  they 
recognize  as  such. 

Fortunately,  however,  the  dessert  is  ready  npon  a 
neighboring  table.  Adam,  wliose  appetite  and  ani- 
mal instincts  are  quicker  than  those  of  Eve,  discoven 
tbia  Jitting  Jbajiquet. 

Mere,  dearest  Eve,"  he  sxdaamft, "  Vge^  Sa  iwnii^  ^  ■ 
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Well,"  answered  slie,  with  tlie  germ  o£  a  house 
Wife  Btirrjiig  within  her,  "  we  have  been  ho  busy  t 
day,  that  a  pioked-np  dinner  must  servo.'' 

So  Eve  comes  to  the  table  and  receives  a  red-1 
cheeked  apple  from  her  husband's  hand  in  requital  o£ 
her  predecessor's  fatal  gift  to  our  common  grands 
father.  She  eats  it  without  sin,  and,  let  us  hope, 
with  no  disastroua  consequences  to  her  future  prog- 
eny. They  make  a  plentiful,  yet  temperate,  meal  of 
fruit,  which,  though  not  gathered  in  paradise,  is  le^t- 
imately  derived  from  the  seeds  that  were  planted  there.i  J 
Their  primal  appetite  is  satisfied. 

"  What  shall  we  di-ink,  Eve?"  inquires  Adam. 

Eve  peeps  among  some  bottles  and  decanters,  which, 
as  they  contain  fluids,  she  naturally  c^mceives  must  be 
proper  to  quench  thirst.     But  never  before  did  claret, 
hock,  and  madeira,  of  rich  and  rare  perfume,  excite  J 
such  disgust  as  now. 

"Pah!"  she  exclaims,  after  smelling  at  t 
wines.  "  What  stuff  is  here  ?  The  beings  who  have'  I 
gone  before  us  could  not  have  possessed  the  same  na^<l 
ture  that  we  do ;  for  neither  dieir  hunger  nor  thirs4;>l 
were  like  our  own." 

"  Pray  liand  me  yonder  bottle,"  says  Adam.  "  If  it  I 
be  drinkable  by  any  manneMof  mortal,  I  must  moisten  J 
my  throat  with  it." 

After  some  remonstrances  she  takes  up  a  champagnail 
bottle,  but  is  frightened  liy  the  sudden  explosion  of  the-T 
cork,  and,  drops  it  upon  the  floor.     There  the  untasted 
liquor  effervesces.      Had  they  quaffed  it  they  would 
have  experienced  that  brief  delirium  whereby,  whether 
excited  by  moral  or  physical  causes,  man  sought  to 
recompense  himself  for  the  calm,  UieVou^  Y^^s.-wV-w^a. 
bBM4  i6Bt  by  his  revolt  from  Nature.     ^^  \eo!g^j» 
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8  refrigerator,  Eve  finds  a  glass  pitcher  of  water,  pure, 
cold,  and  bright  as  ever  gushed  from  a  fountain  among 
the  hiUs,  Both  drink ;  and  such  refreshment  does  it 
bestow,  that  they  question  one  another  if  this  precious 
liquid  be  not  identical  with  the  stream  of  life  within 

"  And  now,"  observes  Adam,  ".  we  must  again  try 
to  discover  what  sort  of  a  world  this  is,  and  why  we 
have  been  sent  hither," 

*'  Why  ?  to  love  one  another,"  cries  Eve.  "  Is  not 
that  employment  enough  ?  " 

"Truly  is  it,"  answers  Adam,  kissing  her;  "bnt 
still  —  I  know  not — something  tells  us  there  is  labor 
to  be  done,  Perhaps  our  allotted  task  is  no  other 
than  to  climb  into  the  sky,  which  is  so  much  more 
beautiful  than  earth." 

"  Then  would  we  were  there  now,"  murmurs  Eve, 
"  that  no  task  or  duty  might  come  between  us  \  " 

They  leave  the  hospitable  mansion,  and  we  next  see 
them  passing  down  State  Street.  The  clock  on  the  old 
State  House  points  to  high  noon,  when  the  Exchange 
should  be  in  its  glory  and  present  the  liveliest  emblem 
of  what  was  the  sole  business  of  life,  as  regarded  a 
multitude  of  the  foregone  worldlings.  It  ia  over  now. 
The  Sabbath  of  eternity  hft  shed  its  stillness  along  the 
street.  Not  even  a  newsboy  assails  the  two  Bolitaiy 
paasera-by  with  an  extra  penny  paper  from  the  <^BGe 
of  the  Times  or  Mail,  containing  a  full  account  of  y««- 
terday's  terrible  catastrophe.  Of  all  the  dull  times 
that  merchants  and  speculators  have  known,  this  is 
the  very  worst ;  for,  so  far  as  they  were  concerned, 
creation  itself  has  taken  the  benefit  of  the  banknqit 
After  ail,  it  is  a  pity.  Those  toighty  ca^ntalistS 
'-fio  had  just  attained  the  wis\ifiOL-toT  -^ 
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\  men  of  traffic  who  liad  devoted  so  many  jeari 
to  the  most  intricate  and  artificial  of  sciences,  and  hai 
barely  mastered  it  when  the  universal  bankruptcy  wadfl 
announced  by  peal  of  trumpet!     Can  they  have  beea  1 
BO  ineautious  as  to  provide  no  currency  of  the  country  ' 
whither  they  have  gone,  nor  any  bills  of  exchange,  or 
letters  of  credit  fi-om  the  needy  ou  earth  to  the  c 
keepers  of  heaven  ? 

Adam  and  Eve  enter  a  bank.  Start  not,  ye  whose 
fnnds  are  treasured  there !  You  will  never  need  theta^ 
now.  Call  not  for  the  police.  The  stones  of  the  street  | 
and  the  coin  of  the  vaults  are  of  equal  value  to  this  sim- 
ple pair.  Strange  sight  I  They  take  up  the  bright  gold 
in  handfuls  and  throw  it  sportively  into  the  air  for  the 
sake  of  seeing  the  glittering  wortlilessness  descend 
again  in  a  shower.  They  know  not  that  each  of  those  ■ 
small  yellow  circles  was  once  a  magic  spell,  potent  to  j 
sway  men's  hearts  and  mystify  their  moral  sense. 
Here  let  them  pause  in  the  investigation  of  the  past 
They  have  discovered  the  mainspring,  the  life,  the  very 
essence  of  the  system  that  had  wrought  itself  into  the 
vitals  of  mankind,  and  choked  their  original  nature  i 
its  dea<lly  gripe.  Yet  how  powerless  over  these  youi 
inheritors  of  earth's  hoarded  wealth  I  And  here,  t 
are  huge  packages  of  bank-notes,  those  talismanio  slips  ' 
of  paper  which  once  had  the  efficacy  to  build  up  en- 
chanted palaces  like  exhalations,  and  work  all  kinds 
of  perilous  wonders,  yet  were  themselves  but  the  ghosts 
of  money,  the  shadows  of  a  shade.  How  like  is  this 
vault  to  a  magician's  cave  when  the  aU-powerful  wand 
Ci-broken,  and  the  visionary  splendor  vanished,  and  the 
■  Btrown  with  fragments  of  shattfttftiV  »^^,  w^*j 
MS  ebapes,  oi'ce  animated  by  dpmotiaV 
ere,  my  dear  Eve," 
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^H|  find  heaps  of  rubbish  of  one  kind  or  luiother.  S( 
^^H  body,  I  am  convinced,  bas  taken  pains  to  collect  them, 
^^H  but  for  what  purpose  ?  PerlmpB,  hereafter,  we  shall  be 
^^B  moved  to  do  the  like.  Can  that  be  our  business  in  the 
^B  vorld?" 

^^B  "  Oh  no,  no,  Adam ! "  answers  Eve.  "  It  woold  be 
^H  better  to  sit  down  quietly  and  look  upward  to  the 
^Beky." 

^H  They  leave  the  bank,  and  in  good  time;  for  had 
^H  they  tarried  later  they  would  probably  have  encomi 
^H  tered  some  gouty  old  goblin  of  a  capitalist,  whose  soul 
^H  could  not  long  be  anywhere  save  in  the  vault  with  his 
^H   treasure. 

^H  Next  they  drop  into  a  jeweller's  shop.  They  are 
^B  pleased  with  the  glow  of  gems ;  and  Adam  twines  a 
^^  striug  of  beautiful  pearls  around  the  head  of  Eve,  and 
fastens  his  own  mantle  with  a  magnificent  diamond 
brooch.  Eve  thanks  him.  and  views  herself  with  dfr 
light  in  the  nearest  looking-glass.  Shortly  afterwEird, 
observing  a  bouquet  of  rosea  and  other  briUiant  flow- 
ers in  a  vase  of  water,  she  flings  away  the  ineatimaUa 
pearls,  and  adorns  herself  with  these  lovelier  gems  of 
nature.  They  charm  her  with  sentiment  aa  well  aa 
beauty. 

"Surely  they  are   living  beings,"   she  remarks  to 
Adam. 

"  I  think  so,"  replies  Adam,  "  and  they  seem  to  be 

tas  little  at  home  in  the  world  as  oiu^elves." 
We  must  not  attempt  to  follow  every  footstep  sf 
these  investigators  whom  their  Creator  has  commiB- 
sioiied  to  pass  unconscious  judgment  upon  the  WM'ks 
and  ways  of  the  vanished  r&ec.  By  this  time,  being 
endowed  with  quick  and  accmate  ^leww^fewa,  ^Josg^* 
in  to  understand  the   purpoae  ol  ^i& 
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Bid  them.  They  conjeoture,  for  instance,  that  the 
edifices  of  the  citj  were  erected,  not  hy  the  immediate 
hand  that  made  the  world,  but  hy  beings  somewhat 
similar  to  themaelves,  for  shelter  and  convenience. 
But  how  will  they  explain  the  magnificence  of  one 
habitation  as  compared  with  the  squalid  misery  of 
anotlier  ?  Through  what  medium  can  the  idea  of  ser- 
vitude enter  their  minds  ?  When  will  they  compre- 
hend the  great  and  miserable  fact  —  the  evidences  of 
which  appeal  to  their  senses  everywhere  —  that  one 
portion  of  earth's  lost  inhabitants  was  rolling  in  lux- 
ury while  the  multitude  was  toiling  for  scanty  food  ?' 
A  wretehed  change,  indeed,  must  be  wrought  in  their 
own  hearts  ere  they  can  conceive  the  primal  decree 
of  Love  to  have  been  so  completely  abrogated,  that 
a  brother  should  ever  want  what  his  brother  had. 
When  their  intelligence  shall  have  reached  so  far; 
Earth's  new  progeny  will  have  little  reason  to  exult 
over  her  old  rejected  one. 

Their  wanderings  have  now  brought  them  into  the 
suburbs  of  the  city.  They  stand  on  a  grassy  brow  of 
a  hill  at  tlie  foot  of  a  granite  obelisk  which  points  its 
great  finger  upwards,  as  if  the  human  family  had 
agreed,  by  a  visible  symbol  of  age-long  endurance,  to 
offer  some  high  sacrifice  of  thanksgiving  or  supplica- 
tion. The  solemn  height  of  the  monument,  ita  deep 
simplicity,  and  the  absence  of  any  vulgar  and  practi- 
cal use,  all  strengthen  its  effect  upon  Adam  and  Eve, 
and  leave  them  to  interpret  it  by  a  purer  sentiment 
than  the  builders  thought  of  expressing. 

**  Eve,  it  is  a  visible  prayer,"  observed  Adam. 

"  And  we  will  pray  too,"  she  repliea. 

Let  ns  pardon  them  poor  children  ol  neifiaet:  \?iflw« 
r  so  absurdly  mistakirvg  tiio  'gxis^o*.  A 
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the  memorial  which  man  fomuled  and  woman  finished 
on  far-famed  Bunker  Hill.  The  idea  of  war  Ib  not  na- 
tive to  their  aouls.  Nor  have  they  sympathies  for  the 
hrave  defenders  of  liberty,  since  oppression  ia  one  of 
their  uiiconjectured  mysteries.  Could  they  guesa  that 
the  green  sward  on  which  they  stand  so  peacefully  wu 
onee  strewn  with  human  corpses  and  purple  with  th^ 
blood,  it  woidd  equally  amaze  them  that  one  g&aer^ 
tion  of  men  should  perpetrate  such  carnage,  and  that 
tiibsequent  generation  should  triumphantly  conh 
memorate  it. 

With  a  sense  of  delight  they  now  stroll  across  green 
fields  and  along  the  margin  of  a  quiet  river.  Not  to 
track  them  too  closely,  we  nest  find  the  wanderers  en- 
tering a  Gothic  edifice  of  gray  stone  where  the  by-gone 
world  has  left  whatever  it  deemed  worthy  of  record,  in 
the  rich  library  of  Hai-vard  University. 

No  student  ever  yet  enjoyed  such  solitude  and  si- 
lence as  now  broods  within  its  deep  alcoves.  Ijittle 
do  the  present  visitors  understand  what  opportunities 
are  thrown  away  upon  them.  Yet  Ad^n  looks  anx- 
iously at  the  long  rows  of  volumes,  those  storied 
heights  of  human  lore,  ascending  one  above  another 
from  floor  to  ceiling.  He  takes  up  a  bulky  folio.  It 
opens  in  his  hands  as  if  spontaneously  to  impart  the 
spirit  of  its  author  to  the  yet  unworn  and  imtaint«d 
intellect  of  the  fresh-created  mortal.  He  stands  po^ 
ing  over  the  regidar  columns  of  mystic  characters, 
seemingly  in  studious  mood ;  for  tlie  unintelligible 
thought  upon  the  page  has  a  mysterious  relation  to 
his  mind,  and  makes  itself  felt  as  if  it  were  a  bu^ 
den  flung  upon  liim.  He  is  even  painfully  pe^ 
pJexetl.  and  grasps  vainly  at  \vte  Vjao^a  not  what 
O  Adam,  it  ia  too  aooa,  too  aoc 
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isand  years,  to  put  on  spectacles  and  Inuy 
self  in  the  alcoves  of  a  library  ! 

"  What  can  this  be  V  "  he  murmura  at  last.     "  Ei 

tnethinks  nothing  is  so  desirable    as    to  find  out 

mystery  of  this  big  and  heavy  object  with  its  thoust 

thin  divisions.     See  I  it  stares  me  in  the  face  as  if  it 

were  about  to  speak  I  " 

M^  'Eve,  by  a  feminine  instinct,  is  dipping  into  a  vot 

^^BB^e  of  fashionable  poetry,  the  production  certainly  of 

'%lfee  moat  fortunate  of  earthly  barda,  since  his  lay 

tinues  in  vogue  when  ell  the  g;reat  masters  of  the  lyre 

have  passed  into  oblivion.     But  let  not  hin  ghost  be 

too  exultant  I     The  world's  one  lady  tosses  the  boojc 

upon  the  floor  and  laughs   merrily  at  her  hushaodi9^ 

abstracted  mien. 

"My  dear  Adam," cries  she,  "you  look  pensive  aiuL 
dismal.  Do  fling  down  that  stupid  thing ;  for  even  if 
it  should  speak  it  would  not  be  worth  atte 
Let  us  talk  with  one  another,  and  with  the  sky,  and. 
the  greon  earth,  and  its  trees  and  flowers.  They  will, 
teach  us  better  knowledge  than  we  can  find  here." 

"  Well,  Kve,  perhaps  you  are  right,"  replies  Adam, 
with  a  sort  of  sigh.  "  Still  I  cannot  help  thinking  that 
the  interpretation  of  the  riddles  amid  which  we  have 
been  wandering  all  day  long  might  here  be  disooT- 
ered." 

"It  may  be  better  not  to  seek  the  interpretadoo/' 
persists  Eve.  "  For  my  part,  the  air  of  this  place 
does  not  suit  me.     If  you  love  me,  come  away 

She  prevails,  and  rescues  him  from  the  mysteriotu 

perils  of    the  library.       Happy  influence  of  woman  I 

Ilnd  he  lingered  there  long  enough  to  o\Aam  ^^Jcifc. 

to  its  treasurea  —  as  was  not  impo&KOoVe,  ^iva  \iA»Si!«R^ 

jtetBgr  o/Aiiman  .structure,  indeed,  but  ■m'^  «o. 
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it  mitted  vigor  and  acuteness, — had  he  then  and  there 
hecome  a  student,  the  annalist  of  our  poor  world  would 
soon  have  recorded  the  downfall  of  a  second  Adam. 
The  fatal  apple  of  auother  Tree  of  Knowledge  would 
have  heen  eaten.  All  the  perversions,  and  sophistries, 
and  false  wisdom  so  aptly  miuiieking  the  true  —  all 
the  narrow  truth,  so  partial  that  it  becomes  more  de- 
ceptive than  falsehood  —  all  the  wrong  principles  and 
worse  practice,  the  pemiciouB  examples  and  mistaken 
rules  of  life — all  the  specious  theories  which  turn 
I  earth  into  cloudland  and  men  into  shadows  —  all  the 
I  Bad  eiqwrienoe  which  it  took  mankind  so  many  ages 
I  to  accumulate,  and  from  which  they  never  drew  a 
moral  for  their  future  guidance,  — the  whole  heap  of 
this  disastrous  lore  would  have  tumbled  at  onoe  upOB  , 
Adam's  head.  There  would  have  been  nothing  left 
for  him  but  to  take  up  the  already  abortive  experi- 
ment of  life  where  we  had  dropped  it,  and  toil  on- 
ward with  it  a  little  further- 
But,  blessed  in  his  ignorance,  he  may  still  enjoy  a 
new  world  in  our  womont  one.  Should  he  fall  short 
of  good,  even  as  far  aa  we  did,  he  has  at  least  the  free- 
dom —  no  worthless  one  —  to  make  errors  for  himself. 
And  his  literature,  when  the  progress  of  centuries  shall 
create  it,  will  be  no  interminably  repeated  echo  of  ova 
own  poetry  and  reproduction  of  the  images  that  were 
moulded  by  our  great  fathers  of  song  and  Bction,  but 
a  melody  never  yet  heard  on  earth,  and  intellectual 
forma  tmbreathed  upon  by  our  conceptions.  There- 
fore let  the  dust  of  ages  gather  upon  the  volumes  of 
the  library,  and  in  due  season  the  roof  of  the  edifice 
crumble  down  upon  the  whole.  When  tlie  second 
Adam's  descendants  shall  h»ve  «^o^^l£c^fi^  w&  mucJi 
nbbiab  of  their  own,  it  -wiH  "be  tiin.6  ^luwi^  ^ 
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^^tei  our  rains  and  compare  the  literary  advancement 

^Btwo  independent 

l^^nt  we  are  looking  forward  too  far.     It  seems  to  Iw 

Vfae  vice  of  those  who  have  a  long  past  behind  them. 
We  will  return  to  the  new  Adam  and  Eve,  who,  hav- 
ing no  reminisccncea  save  i^im  and  fleeting  visions  of 
a  pre  existence,  are  content  to  live  and  be  happy  in 
the  present. 

The  day  is  near  its  close  when  these  pilgrims,  who- 
derive  their  being  from  no  dearl  progenitors,  reach  tl 
cemetery  of  Mount  AubmTi.  With  light  hearts  —  for 
earth  and  sky  now  gladden  each  other  with  beauty  — • 
they  tread  along  the  winding  paths,  among  marble 
pillars,  mimic  temples,  urns,  obelisks,  and  sarcophagi, 
Bometimes  pausing  to  contemplate  these  fantasies  of 
human  growth,  and  sometimes  to  admire  the  flowers 
wherewith  Nature  converts  decay  to  lovelineaa.  Can 
death,  in  the  midst  of  his  old  triumphs,  make  them  sen- 
sible that  they  have  taken  up  the  heavy  burden  of  mor- 
tality which  a  whole  species  had  thrown  down  ?  Dust 
kindred  to  their  own  has  never  lain  in  the  grave.  WiU 
they  then  recognize,  and  so  soon,  that  Time  and  the  ele- 
ments have  an  indefeasible  claim  upon  their  bodies? 
Not  improbably  they  may.  There  must  have  been 
shadows  enough,  even  amid  the  primal  sunshine  of 
their  existence,  to  suggest  the  thought  of  the  soul's  in- 
congruity with  its  circumstances.  They  have  already 
learned  that  something  is  to  be  thrown  aside.  The 
idea  of  Death  is  in  them,  or  not  far  off.  But,  were 
they  to  choose  a  symbol  for  him,  it  would  be  the  bnt- 
(erfly  soaring  upward,  or  the  bright  angel  beckoning 
them  aloft,  or  the  child  asleep,  with  aoK  iiaMO*  ■■rvsv- 
ble  tbroagb  her  transparent  purity. 
Sueb  a  Child,  m  whitest  marble,  ftve^  ^uwa^^w^^ 

unong  the  raoauments  of  Mount  A.vt\)\xm.     ^^^^^H 
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^H  "  Sweetest  Eve,"  observes  Adam,  wMle  lianA4 
^^m  band  they  tontemplata  this  beautiful  object,  "  yonder 
^^M  mm  has  left  us,  and  the  whole  world  is  fading  from 
^^y  our  sight.  Let  us  sleep  as  this  lovely  little  figure 
^H  is  sleeping.  Our  Father  only  knows  whether  what 
^^P  outward  things  we  have  possessed  to-day  are  to  be 
^■.  snatchetl  from  us  forever.  But  should  our  earthly 
life  be  leaving  us  with  the  departing  light,  we  need 
not  doubt  that  another  mom  will  find  us  somewhere 
_.  beneath  the  emile  of  God.  I  feel  that  he  has  im- 
l'  -parted  the  boon  of  existence  never  to  be  resumed." 
"  And  no  matter  where  we  exist,"  replies  Eve,  "for 
we  aball  always  be  together." 
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i    DHPCBLIBHKD    " 


l^iHsBE  he  comes ! 
"  Here  come) 


shouted   the   boys  along  thfl'l 
man  \ 


the 


1  with  a  snake  in  hiall 


This  outcry,  saluting  Herkimer's  ears  as  he  \ 
about  to  enter  the  iron  gate  of  the  Elliston  m&nsi 
made  him  pause.  It  was  not  without  a  shudder  thai 
he  found  himself  on  the  point  of  meeting  his  forme* 
acquaintance,  whom  he  had  known  in  the  glory  < 
yoatli,  and  whom  now  after  an  interval  of  five  yearB,V 
he  was  to  find  the  victim  either  of  a  diseased  fancy  o 
a  horrible  physical  misfortune. 

"  A  snake  in  his  bosom ! "  repeated  the  young  » 
tor  to  himself.     "  It  must  be  he.     No  second  man  orf« 
earth  has  such  a  bosom  friend.     And  now,  my  poor! 
Kosina,  Heaven  grant  me  wisdom  to  dischai^e  my  ei^  ^ 
rand  aright !     Woman's  faith  must  be  strong  indeed 
since  tliine  has  not  yet  failed." 

Thus  musing,  he  took  his  stand  at  the  entrance  of 
the  gate  and  waited  imtil  tha  personage  so  singularly 
announced  should  make  his  appearance.  After  an 
InstaJit  or  two  he  beheld  the  figure  of  a  lean  man,  of 
unwholesome  look,  with  glittering  eyes  and  long  hlack 
hair,  who  seemed  to  imitate  the  motion  of  a  snake ;  for, 
instead  of  walking  straight  forward  with  o^ciTi  Sxw 
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line*^H 


he  undulated  along  the  pavement  in  a  curred  1: 
may  be  too  fanciful  to  say  that  something,  either  in  hu 
moral  OP  material  aspect,  suggested  the  idea  that  a 
miracle  had  been  wrought  by  transforming  a  serpent 
into  a  man,  but  so  imperfectly  that  the  snaky  natiu^ 
was  yet  hidden,  and  scarcely  hidden,  under  the  mere 
outward  guise  of  hunianity.  Herkimer  remarked  that 
his  complexion  had  a  greenish  tinge  over  its  sickly 
white,  reminding  him  of  a  species  of  marble  out  of 
which  he  had  ooce  wrought  a  head  of  Envy,  with 
her  snaky  ioeks. 

The  wretched  being  approached   the  gate,  but,  in- 
stead of  entering,  stopped  short  and  fixed  the  glittat 
of  his  eye  fuU  upon  the  compassionate  yet  steady  9|[^| 
tenfmce  of  the  sculptor.  "^^1 

"  It  gnaws  me  I     It  gnaws  me  !  "  he  esclaimed.^^| 

And  then  there  was  an  audible  bias,  but  whether  it 
came  from  the  apparent  lunatic's  own  lips,  or  was  the 
real  hiss  of  a  serpent,  might  admit  of  a  discussion. 
At  all  events,  it  made  Herkimer  shudder  to  hia  heart's 
core. 

"  Do  you  know  me,  George  Herkimer  ?  "  asked  the 


Herkimer  did  know  him ;  but  it  demanded  all  the 
intimate  and  practical  acquaintance  with  the  human 
face,  acquired  by  modelling  actual  likenesses  in  day, 
I  to  recognize  the  features  of  Roderick  EUiston  in  the 
visage  that  now  met  the  sculptor's  gaze.  Yet  it  was 
he.  It  added  natliing  to  the  wonder  to  reflect  that  the 
once  brilliant  yoimg  man  had  undergone  this  odioas  ' 
and  fearfiil  change  during  tlte  no  more  than  five 
brief  y^^^rs  of  Herkimer's  abode  at  Florence.  The 
poaaihUity  of  such  a  transformation  being  granted,  it 
tFas  as  easy  to  conceive  it  effietttei  \n  ^.ti 
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age.  Ineijjreaaibjy  shocked  and  startled,  it  t 
RtUI  tie  keenest  pang  when  Herkimer  remembei 
that  the  fate  of  his  cousin  Koaiua,  the  ideal  of  gei 
tie  womanhuod,  was  indissoluhly  interwoven  with  th; 
of  a  being  whom  Providence  aeemed  to  have  unhi 
manized. 

"  Elliston !  Bodeiick !  "  cried  he,  "  I  had  heard 
this ;  but  my  conception  came  far  short  of  the  truth. 
What  has  befallen  you?     Why  do  I  find  you  thus  ?  " 

"Oh,  'tis  a  mere  nothing!  A  snake!  A  suake 
The  commonest  thing  in  the  world.  A  snake  in  th< 
boaom  —  that 's  all,"  answered  fioderick  ElliBtoi 
"But  how  is  your  own  breast?"  continued  he,  lookr 
ing  the  sculptor  in  the  eye  with  the  moat  acute  and 
penetrating  glance  that  it  had  ever  been  his  fortune 
to  encounter.  "  All  pure  and  wholesome  ?  No  rep- 
tile there  ?  By  my  faith  and  conscience,  and  by  the 
devil  within  me,  here  is  a  wonder  I  A  man  without 
a  serpent  in  hia  bosom  !  " 

"  Be  calm,  Elliston,"  wliispered  George  Herkimer, 
laying  hia  hand  upon  the  shoulder  of  tbe  gnake-pos* 
aeased.  "  I  have  crossed  the  ocean  to  meet  you.  Lis- 
ten I  Let  us  be  private.  I  bring  a  message  froo^, 
liosina  —  from  your  wife  I " 

"  It  gnaws  me  I  It  gnaws  me  I "  muttered  Rodt^ 
erick. 

With  this  exclamation,  the  most  fret^uent  in  hid 
mouth,  the  uufortmiate  man  clutched  both  hands 
upon  hia  breast  as  if  an  intolerable  sting  or  torture 
impelleil  him  to  rend  it  open  and  let  out  the  living 
mischief,  even  should  it  be  intertwined  with  his  own 
life.  He  then  freed  hiniseJf  from  Herkimer's  grasp 
by  a  subtle  motion,  and,  gliding  thTou^Xiife  ^sAa^Xw^a. 
^M  ADtiguated  fanuly  re»Aeaoa.    TNa»  ws^ 
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^H  tor  did  not  pursue  him.  He  saw  that  no  avaiUtljleiH 
^^1  tiercouTae  could  be  expected  at  sudi  a  Tnoment,  add  was 
^H  desirous,  before  another  meeting,  to  inquire  cloaely 
^H  into  the  nature  of  Koderick'a  disease  and  the  circiun- 
^P  stances  that  had  I'ocluced  him  to  so  lamentahle  a  con- 
H  ditiou.  He  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  necessary  infor- 
^k  mation  from  an  eminent  medicaJ  gentleman. 
^H  Shortlj  after  Elliston's  separation  from  his  wife  — 
^H  now  nearly  four  yeai«  ago — his  associates  had  ob- 
^^  eerred  a  singular  gloom  spreading  over  his  daily  life, 
like  tliose  chill,  gray  mists  that  sometimes  steal  away 
the  sunshine  from  a  summer's  morning.     The  symp- 

Itoins  eaused  them  endless  perplexity.  They  knew  not 
whether  ill  health  were  robbing  his  spirits  of  elasticity. 
or  whether  a  canker  of  the  mind  was  gradually  eating, 
as  such  cankers  do,  from  his  moral  system  into  the 
physical  frame,  which  ia  but  the  shadow  of  the  former. 
They  looked  for  the  root  of  this  trouble  in  his  shat- 
tered schemes  of  domestic  bliss, — wilfully  shattered 
by  himself,  —  but  could  not  be  satisfied  of  its  exist- 
ence there.  Some  thought  that  their  once  brilliant 
friend  was  in  an  incipient  stage  of  insanity,  of  which 
liis  passionate  impulses  had  perhaps  been  the  forerun- 
ners ;  others  prognosticated  a  general  blight  and  grad- 
ual decline.  From  lioderick's  own  lips  they  ooiUd 
learn  nothing.  More  than  once,  it  ia  true,  he  had 
been  heard  to  say,  clutching  his  hands  convulsively 
upon  his  breast,  —  "  It  gnaws  me !  It  gnaws  me  I  "  — 
bnt,  by  different  auditors,  a  great  diversity  of  explana- 
tion was  assigned  to  this  ominous  expression.  What 
could  it  be  that  gnawed  the  breast  of  Roderick  Ellis- 
ton  ?  Was  it  sorrow  ?  Was  it  merely  the  tooth  of 
physical  disease?  Or,  in  his  reckless  course,  often 
verging   upon    profligacy,   if  not   plunging    into 


FEGOtrSSt;  OR,    TBE  BOSOM  SERPENT.    30fl 


m^fchs,  Iiad  he  been  giiilty  of  some  deed  wliieh  mad^t 
his  bosom  a  prey  to  the  deatUier  fangs  of  remorse 
There  was  plausibk  ground  for  eacli  of  theso  imiu'. 
je^^tures ;  but  it  must  not  be  conuealetl  that  mors 
than  one  elderly  geutleniiui,  the  vletiia  of  good  cheer' 
and  slothful  habits,  magisterially  pronounced  the  se- 
cret of  the  whole  matter  to  be  Dy«pepaia 

Meanwhile,  Roderick  seemed  aware  how  generally 
he  had  bet-ome  the  subject  of  curioaity  and  conjeo- 
ture,  and,  with  a  morbid  repugnance  to  such  notice, 
)ir  to  any  notice  whateoever.  estranged  himself  from 
all  companionship.  Not  merely  the  eye  of  man  waa- 
B  horror  to  him  ;  not  merely  the  light  of  a  friend's 
I  eoimtenaace ;  but  even  the  blessed  sunshine,  likewise^ 
which  in ,  its  imiversal  beneficence  typifies  the  radl 
'  ance  of  the  Creator's  face,  expressing  bia  love  for  all 
the  creatures  of  bis  hand.  The  duaky  twilight  wa» 
Qow  too  transparent  for  Roderick  EUiston  ;  the  blade 
oat  midnight  was  his  chosen  hour  to  steal  abroad ;  and 
if  ever  he  were  seen,  it  was  when  the  watchman's  Ian 
torn  gleamed  upon  his  figure,  gliding  along  the  street, 
with  his  bands  clutched  upon  his  bosom,  still  mutter- 
ing, "  It  gnaws  me  !  It  gnaws  me !  "  What  could, 
Jl  be  that  gnawed  Imn  ? 

After  a  time,  it  became  known  that  Elliston  was  iq 
the  habit  of  resorting  to  all  the  noted  qoacks  that  in- 
fested the  city,  or  whom  money  would  tempt  to  jour- 
ney thither  from  a  distance.  By  one  of  these  persons, 
in  the  exultation  of  a  supposed  cure,  it  was  proclaimed 
far  and  wide,  by  dint  of  handbills  and  little  pamphlets 
on  dingy  paper,  that  a  distinguished  gentleman,  Rod- 
erick Elliston,  Esq.,  had  been  relieved  of  a  Snake  ia 
hia  atomacbl  So  here  was  tlie  monstrous  secret,! 
liftaptite  lurking  fla>06  into,  publia  .^awt- 
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all  its  horrible  deformity.  The  mystery  was  ont; 
but  not  90  the  bosom  serpent.  He,  if  it  were  any- 
thing but  a  dehision,  atill  lay  coiled  in  his  living  den. 
The  empiric's  cure  had  been  a  sham,  the  effect,  it  was 
supposed,  of  some  stupefying  drug  which  more  nearlj 
caused  the  death  of  the  patient  than  of  the  odious  rejv 
tile  that  possessed  liim.  When  Roderick  Elliston  re- 
gained entire  sensibility,  it  was  to  ftnd  hia  misfortune 
the  town  talk  —  the  more  than  nine  days'  wonder  and 
horror — while,  at  his  bosom,  he  felt  the  sickening  ra* 
tion  of  a  thing  alive,  and  the  gnawing  of  that  reetless 
fang  which  seemed  to  gratify  at  once  a  physical  appe- 
tite and  a  fiendish  spite. 

He  summoned  the  old  black  servant,  who  had  b«eii 
bred  up  in  his  father's  house,  and  was  a  middle-agetl 
man  while  Roderick  lay  in  his  cradle. 

"  Scipio  \  "  he  began  ;  and  then  paused,  with  liia 
arms  folded  over  his  heart.  "  What  do  people  saj 
of  me,  Scipio," 

"  Sir !  my  poor  master  I  that  you  hat!  a  serpent  in 
your  bosom,"  answered  the  servant  with  hesitation. 

*'  And  what  else  ?  "  asked  Roderick,  with  a  ghaetl; 
look  at  the  man. 

"  Nothing  else,  dear  master,"  replied  Sciino.  *'  only 
that  the  doctor  gave  you  a  powder,  and  that  the  snake 
leaped  out  upon  the  floor." 

'*  No,  no !  "    muttered    Roderick  to    himself,  as  he 
ehook  his  head,  and  pressed  his  hands  with  a  more  . 
Gonvidsive  force  upon   his  breast,  "I  feel  him  stilL  I 
It  gnaws  me  !     It  gnaws  me  I  "  I 

From  this  time   the   miserable   sufferer   eeased  to  I 
sliun  the  world,  but  rather  solicited  and  forced  him- 
self upon  the  notice  of  acquaintances  and  stranger*  , 
It  was  partly  the  result  of  desperstion  on'J 
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She  cavern  of  hie  own  bosom  had  not  proved  deep  a 
dark  enough  to  bide  the  secret,  even  while  it  was  8 
secure  a  fortress  for   the   loathsome  fiend   that  ha« 
crept  into  it.     But  still  more,  this  craving  for  notonJ 
ety  was  a  symptom  of  the  intense  morbidness  whieln 
now  pervaded   his    nature.    ^11   persons  chronicall^ 
diseased  are  egotists,  whether  tlie  disease   be  of  tlu 
mind  or  body ;  whether  it  be  sin,  sorrow,  or  merely  ■ 
the  more  tolerable  ctdamity  of  some  endleEs  pain,  or 
mischief  among  the  cords  of  mortal  life.     Such  indl-  J 
viduala  are  made  acutely  conscious  of  a  self,  by  the 
torture  in  which  it  dwells.     Self,  therefore,  grows  t 
be  so  prominent  an  object  with  them  tliat  they  cannot  ] 
but  present  it  to  tlie  face  of  every  casual  passer-by. 
There  is  a  pleasure  —  perhaps  the  greatest  of  which 
the  sufferer  is  susceptible  —  in  displajing  the  wasted 
or  ulcerated  limb,  or  the  cancer  in  the  breast ;  and  the 
folder  the  crime,  with  so  much  the  more  difficulty  does 
tlie  perpetrator  prevent  it  from  thrusting  up  its  snake- 
like  head  to  frighten  the  world ;  for  it  is  that  cancer, 
or  that  crime,  which    constitutes  their  respective  in- 
dividuality.   Roderick  Elliston,  who,  a  little  while  be- 
fore,  had  held  himself  so  scornfully  above  the  common 
lot  of  men,  now  paid  full  allegiance  to  this  humili- 
ating law.    The  snake  in  his  bosom  seemed  the  sym- 
bol of  a  monstrous  egotism  to  which  everytldng  was  i'©- 
ferred,  aud  which  he  pampered,  night  and  day,  with 
a  continual  and  exclusive  saci-ifice  of  devil  worship./ 

He  soon  exhibited  wbiit  most  people  considered  in- 
dubitable tokens  of  insanity.  In  some  of  his  moods, 
strange  to  say,  he  prided  and  gloried  himself  on  be- 
ing marked  out  from  tlie  ordinary  experience  of  man- 
kind, by  the  possession  of  a  double  nature,  and  a  life 
a  a  life.     He  appeared  to  imagine  that  tiu&  «c3iSm 
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WM  a  divinity,  —  not  celestial,  it  is  true,  but  darkly 
infernal,  —  and  that  he  thenee  derived  an  eminence 
and  a  sanctity,  horrid,  indeed,  yet  more  desirable  than 
whatever  aiubitiou  aims  at,  Tlius  he  drew  his  niis- 
eiy  ai'oimd  him  like  a  regal  mantle,  and  looked  down 
triumphantly  upon  those  whose  vitals  nouriahed  no 
P         deadly  monster.     Oftener,  however,  his  human  nature 

P  asserted  its  empire  over  Mm  in  the  shape  oi  a  yeam- 
'ing  for  fellowship.  It  grew  to  be  his  custom  to  spend 
the  whole  day  ui  wandering  about  the  streets,  aim- 
lessly, unless  it  might  be  ealled  an  aim  to  establish  a 
Ipecies  of  brotherhood  between  himself  and  the  world. 

I    With  cankered  ingenuity,  he  sought  out  his  own  di&- 
Bftse   in  every   breast.     Whether    insane    or    not,  he 
ihowed  so    keen  a   perception  of  frailty,   error,   and 
rice,  that   n  any  persons  gave  him  credit  for  being 
jioasessed  not  merely  with  a  serpent,  but  with  g 
'  tual  fiend,  who  imparted  this  evil    faculty  of   i 
lizing  whatever  was  ugliest  in  man's  heart. 
For  instance,  he  met  an  individual,  who,  for  thir^ 
^ears,  had  cherished  a  hatred  against  his  own  brother. 
Roderick,  amidst  the  throng  of  the  street,  laid  his  hand 
>  on  this  man's  chest,  and  looking  full  into  Ids  forbid- 
iiing  face,  — 
"  How  is  the  snake  to-day  ?  "   he  inquired,  with  S 
mock  expression  of  sympathy. 

"  The    snake  I  "    exclaimed   the    brother 

k'*  what  do  you  mean  ?  "  _^ 

*'The  snake!  The  snake!  Does  he  gnaw  you?" 
persisted  Roderick.  "  Did  you  take  counsel  with  him 
this  moniing  when  you  should  have  been  saying  your 
prayers  ?  Did  he  sting,  when  you  thought  of  your 
brother's  health,  wealth,  and  gootl  i-epute?  Did  hii 
taper  for  joy,  when  you  remembered  the  profligaoyiif 
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his  only  son  ?     And  whether  he  stnng,  or  whether 
frolicked,  did  you  feel  his  poisnn  throughout  your  lit 
and  soul,  converting  everything  to  sourness  and  hiw 
JtffCaiiB  ?      That  is  the  way  of  such  serpents.     I  havi 
Hnnied  the  whole  nature  of  them  from  my 
^^*  Where  is  the  police '? "  roared  the  object  of  Hod< 
^pick's  perseeution,  at  the  same  time   giving  an 
stinctive  olutch  to  his   breast,     "  Why  is   this  Imii 
tic  allowed  to  go  at  large?" 

"  Ha,  ha ! "  chuckled  Roderick,  releasing  his  gri 
HJI^the  man.     "  His   bosom   serpent   has  stung 

■  ■Often  it  pleased  the  imfortimate  young  man  to  ve^ 
people  with  a  lighter  satire,  yet  still  characterized  by 
aomewhat  of  snakelike  virulence.  One  day  he  en* 
fountered  an  ambitious  statesman,  and  gravely  in- 
quired aft«r  the  welfare  of  his  boa  constrictor ;  for  of 
that  species,  Roderick  af&rmed,  this  gentleman' 
pent  must  needs  be,  since  its  appetite  was  enormous 
enough  to  devour  the  whole  country  and  constitutional 
At  another  time,  he  stopped  a  olose-fisted  old  fello' 
of  great  wealth,  but  who  skiilked  about  the  city 
the  guise  of  a  scarecrow,  with  a  patched  blue  surtout, 
ill-own  hat,  and  mouldy  boots,  scraping  pence  together, 
and  picking  up  rusty  nails.  PretenrHng  to  look  ear- 
nestly at  this  respectable  person's  stomach,  Roderick 
assured  him  that  Ids  snake  was  a  copper-head,  and 
been  generated  by  the  immense  quantities  of 
i  ba«e  metal,  with  which  he  daily  deiiled  Ida  fin- 
Agaiui  he  assaulted  a  man  of  rubicund  vis- 
^aad  told  him  that  few  busoui  serpents  had  mDro 
&  devil  in  them  than  those  that  breed  in  the  vats 
E' distillery.  The  next  whom  Roderick  honored 
Mention   was   a   distinguished  cWc^ 
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icho  happened  just  then  to  be  engaged  in  a 

ical  controversy,  where  humaji  wrath  waa  more  pw 

ceptible  than  divine  inspiration. 

"  You  have  swallowed  a  snake  in  a  cup  of  sacnunen- 
tal  wine,"  quoth  he. 

"  Profane    wretch  !  "    exclaimed   the   divine  ;   but, 
nevertheless,  his  hand  stole  to  his  breast. 

He  met  a  pt^rson  of  sicJdy  sensibility,  who,  on  soniB 
early  disappointment,  had  retired  from  the  world,  aud 
thereafter  held  no  intercourse  with  his  fellow-men,  but 
brooded  sullenly  or  passionately  over  the  irrevocable 
past.  This  man's  very  heart,  if  Roderick  might  h^ 
believed,  had  been  changed  into  a  serpent,  wWoh 
'ould  finally  torment  both  him  and  itself  tc  death. 
Observing  a  manied  couple,  whose  domestic  troubles 
wero  matter  of  notoriety,  he  condoled  with  both  on 
baring  mutually  taken  a  house  adder  to  their  bosoms. 
To  an  enrious  author,  who  depreciated  works  which 
he  could  never  eqiuil,  he  said  that  his  enake  was  tha 
slimiest  and  filthiest  of  aJl  the  reptile  tribe,  bnt  was 
fortunately  withont  a  sting.  A  man  of  impure  life, 
and  a  brazen  face,  asking  Roderick  if  there  were  any 
serpent  in  his  breast,  he  told  him  that  there  was,  and 
of  the  same  species  that  onoe  tortured  Don  Rodrigo, 
the  Goth,  He  took  a  fair  young  girl  by  the  band, 
and  gazing  smlly  into  her  eyes,  warned  her  that  sbe 
cherished  a  serjieut  jjfjhe  deadliest  kind  within  her 
gentle  breast ;  and  the  worid  found  the  truth  of  those 
ominous  words,  when,  a  few  months  afterwards,  the  , 
poor  ^1  died  of  love  and  shame.  Two  ladies,  rivals 
in  fashionable  life,  who  tormented  one  another  with  a  , 
thousand  little  stings  of  womanish  spite,  were  givun  i 
to  understand  that  each  of  their  hearts  was  a  nest  of 
diminutive  snakes,  which  did  quite  aa  much  c 
ss  one  great  one. 
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^^Bnt  nothing  seemed  to  please  Koderick  better  than  I 
te  lay  hold  of  a  person  infected  with  jealousy,  which  I 
he  i-epresented  as  an  enormous  green  reptile,  with  an  I 
ice-cold  length  of  body,  and  the  sharpest  sting  of  any  I 
make  save  one. 

"  And  what  one  is  that  ?  "  asked  a  by-stander,  over-  j 
hearing  him. 

It  was  a  dark-browed  man  who  put  the  question ; 
he  had  an  evasive  eye,  which  in  the  course  of  a  dozen 
years  liad  looked  no  mortal  dii'ectly  in  the  face.    There 
was  an  ambiguity  about  this  person's  character,  — 
stain  upon  his  reputation,  —  yet  none  could  tell  pre- 1 
cisely  of  what  nature,  although  the  city  gossips,  luala  T 
and  female,  whispered   the   most  atrocious  surmises. 
Until  a  recent  period  he  had    followed  the  sea,  and 
was,  in  fact,  the  very  shipmaster  whom  George  Her- 
kimer had  encountered,  under  such  singular  circumr  J 
stances,  in  the  Grecian  Archipelago. 

"  What  bosom  serpent  has  the  sharpest  sting?  "  re- 1 
peatod  this  man ;  but  he  put  the  question  as  if  by  a  I 
reluctant  necessity,  and  grew  pale  while  he  was  utter^l 
ingit. 

"  Why  need  you  ask  ?  "  replied  Eoderick,  with  a  I 
look  of  ilark  intelligence.  "  Look  into  your  own  J 
breast.  Hark  I  my  serpent  bestirs  himself  I  He'l 
acknowleilges  the  presence  of  a  master  fiend  I " 

And  then,  as  the  by-standers  afteru'ards  affirmed,  a  I 
hissing  sound  was  heard,  apparently  in  Roderick  Ellis-  I 
ton's  breast.  It  was  said,  too,  that  an  answering  hiss  I 
came  from  the  vitals  of  the  shipmaster,  as  if  as 
were  actually  lurking  there  and  had  Iteen  aroused  by  1 
tho  call  of  itfl  brother  reptile.  If  there  were  in  fact 
Rny  such  sound,  it  might  have  been  caused  by  a  mali 
}  of  ventriloquism  on  the  j^axt  cfi  ^iRi&fi» 


814  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MAHSB^^ 

ThuE  makmg  hia  own  actual  serpent  —  if  ^^^ 
there  actually  was  in  his  bosom  —  the  type  of  * 
man's  fatal  error,  or  hoarded  sin,  or  unquiet  > 
science,  and  striking  his  sting  so  unremorsefnlly 
the  sorest  spot,  we  may  well  imagine  that  Kode 
became  the  pest  of  the  city.  Nobody  could  elude 
—  none  coidd  withstand  him.  He  grappled  with 
ugliest  truth  that  he  could  lay  his  hand  on,  and  i 
pelled  his  adversary  to  do  the  same.  Strange  t 
tade  in  human  life  where  it  is  the  instinctive  ef 
of  one  and  all  to  hide  those  sad  realities,  and  li 
them  undisturbed  beneath  a  heap  of  superhcial  to 
which  constituto  the  materials  of  intercourse  betw 
unan  and  man !  It  wati  not  to  be  tolerate<l  that  I 
Vrick  ElUston  should  break  through  the  ta^it  com] 
by  which  the  world  has  done  its  best  ta  secure  re] 
Without  relinquishing  evil.  The  vicdiiis  of  his  n 
Asious  remarks,  it  is  ti'ue,  had  brothers  enough  to  li 
them  in  countenance :  for,  by  Kuderick's  theory,  e^ 
mortal  bosom  harbored  either  a  brood  of  small 
peats  or  one  overgrown  monster  that  had  devot 
all  the  rest.  Still  the  city  coidJ  not  bear  this  : 
apostle.  It  was  demanded  by  nearly  all,  and 
ticularly  by  the  most  respectable  inhabitants,  i 
Koderick  shoidd  no  longer  be  permitted  to  vio 
the  received  rules  of  decorum  by  obtruding  hia  i 
bosom  serpent  to  the  public  gaze,  and  drag^;ing  ij 
of  decent  people  from  their  lurking  places. 

Accordingly,  his  relatives  interfered  ajld  pla 
him  in  a  private  asylum  for  the  insane.  When 
news  was  noised  abroad,  it  was  observed  that  in 
persons  walked  the  streets  witli  freer  countcnfu 
aad  covered    their  breasts  \e&s  ca-ifeivtU^  yrith   ti 
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PHuB  Gotifinement,  however,  although  it  contributed  1 
not  a  little  to  the  peace  of  the  towu,  operated  unfa*  I 
vombly  upon  Roderick  himself.  In  solitude  h  s  mel-  I 
imeholy  grew  more  black  and  sullen.  He  spent  whole  I 
flays — indeed,  it  was  his  sole  occupation  —  in  com- I 
muning  with  the  serpent.  A  conversation  was  sus-  I 
tained,  in  which,  as  it  seemed,  the  hidden  monster  J 
bore  3.  part^  though  umnteU.ig7.biy  to  the  listeners,  1 
and  inaudible  except  in  a  hiss.  Singular  as  it  may  I 
appear,  the  sufferer  had  now  contracted  a  sort  of  af-  | 
fection  for  his  tormentor,  mingled,  however,  with  the  I 
intensest  loathing  ami  horror.  Nor  were  such  dis-  I 
cordant  emotioDs  incompatible.  Each,  on  the  eon-  1 
trary,  imparted  strength  and  poignancy  to  its  oppo- 1 
site.  Horrible  love — horrible  antipathy  —  embrafi-  I 
mg  one  another  in  his  bosom,  and  both  concentrat-  I 
ing  themselves  upon  a  being  that  had  crept  into  I 
vitals  or  been  engendered  there,  and  which  was  nour- 
ished with  his  food,  and  lived  upon  his  life,  and  was  | 
as  intimate  with  him  as  his  own  heart,  and  yet  waa  | 
the  foulest  of  all  created  things !  But  not  the  less  J 
was  it  the  true  type  of  a  morbid  nature. 

Sometimes,  in  his  moments  of  rage  and  bitter  ha"  \ 
tred  against  the  snake  and  himself,  ^Roderick  deter- 
mined to  be  the  death  of  him,  even  at  the  expense  d  1 
hia  own  life.  Once  he  attempted  it  by  starvation  j 
but,  while  the  wretched  man  was  on  the  point  of  fam 
ishing,  the  monster  seemed  to  feed  upon  his  heart,  I 
and  to  thrive  and  wax  gamesome,  as  if  it  were  hia  J 
sweetest  and  most  congenial  diet.  Then  he  privily  | 
took  a  dose  of  a<:tive  poison,  imagining  that  it  would 
not  fail  to  kill  either  himself  or  the  devil  tha.t  ^?.- 
eeesed  hini,  or  both  together.  Another  wv\a\s&ie  \  ^wt 
'^md  not  yet  been   deatroyeOk.  \)^  \aa  ^^^^ 
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poisoned  heart  nor  the  snake  by  gnawing  it,  theyB 
little  t*i  fear  from  araenie  or  corrosive  sublimate.  In- 
deed, 'the  venomous  pest  appeared  to  operate  as  an 
antidote  against  all  other  ]>oiaons.  The  phy8i<uaiu 
tried  to  suffocate  tlie  fiend  with  tobacco  smoke.  He 
breathed  it  as  freely  as  if  it  were  his  native  atmoO' 
phere.  Again,  they  drugged  their  patient  with  optuU 
and  drenched  him  «-ith  intoxicating  liquors,  ho]niig  i 
that  the  snake  might  thus  be  reduced  to  stopot-  nod 
perhaps  be  ejected  from  the  stomach.  They  so^ 
ceeded  in  rendering  Roderick  insensible  ;  but,  platnng 
their  hands  upon  his  breast,  they  were  inexpreSBlbly 
horror  stricken  to  feel  the  monster  wi-iggling,  twmingi 
and  darting  to  and  fro  within  his  narrow  limits,  eri- 
dently  enlivened  by  the  opium  or  alcohol,  and  indted 
to  unusual  feats  of  activity.  Thenceforth  they  gave  up 
aU  attempts  at  cure  or  palliation.  The  doomed  suf- 
ferer submitted  to  his  fat*,  resumed  hia  former  loath- 
some affection  for  the  bosom  fiend,  and  spent  whole 
miserable  days  before  a  looking-glass,  with  his  mouth 
Vfide  open,  watching,  in  hope  and  horror,  to  cabch 
a  glimpse  of  the  snake's  head  far  down  within  hit) 
throat.  It  is  supposed  that  he  succeeded :  for  tlie 
attendants  once  heard  a  frenzied  shout,  and,  rush- 
ing into  the  room,  found  Roderick  lifeless  upon  the 
floor. 

He  was  kqit  but  little  longer  imder  restraint.  Af- 
ter minute  investigation,  the  medical  directors  of  the 
asylum  decided  that  bis  mental  disease  did  not  amount 
to  insanity,  nor  would  warrant  his  eoniinement,  espe- 
cially as  its  influence  n|>on  his  spirits  was  imfavorable, 
and  might  produce  the  evil  wMch  it  was  meant  to  rem- 
erly.  His  eccentricities  were  lo\\\rtVea&^ea!ti,  feabad 
<bitmUy  violated  many  ot  VVie  cwiAKw 
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f  society ;  but  the  world  was  not,  withniit  s 
ground,  entitled  to  treat  him  as  a  madman.  On  this  I 
decision  of  such  competent  authority  Roderick  was  I 
released,  and  had  returned  to  hia  native  city  the  very  I 
day  l>efore  hia  encounter  with  George  Herkimer. 

Aa  soon  as  possible  after  learning  these  particfulars  I 
the  sculptor,  together  with  a  sad  and  tremulous  com- 1 
panion,  sought  Elliston  at  his  own  house.  It  was  ftl 
large,  sombre  edifice  of  wood,  with  pilasters  and  a  a 
balcony,  and  was  divided  from  one  of  the  principal  ff 
streets  by  a  terrace  of  three  elevations,  which  waa  1 
ascended  by  successive  flights  of  stone  steps.  Soi 
iminense  old  elms  almost  concealed  the  front  of  the  ' 
mansion.  This  spacious  and  onoe  magnificent  family 
residence  was  biult  by  a  grandee  of  the  race  early  in 
the  past  century,  at  which  epoch,  land  being  of  small  . 
comparative  vaJue,  the  garden  and  other  grounds  had  J 
formed  quite  an  extensive  domain.  Although  ap0i>ifl 
tion  of  the  ancestral  heritage  had  been  alienated,  therd  I 
was  8till  a  shadowy  enclosure  in  the  rear  of  the  i 
Hion  where  a  student,  or  a  dreamer,  or  a  man  ofl 
stricken  heart  might  lie  all  day  upon  the  grass,  a 
the  solitude  of  murmuring  boughs,  and  forget  that  l( 
city  had  grown  up  around  him. 

Into  this  retirement  the  sculptor  and  his  compamoA  ' 
were  ushered  by  Scipio,  tlie  old  black  servant,  whose 
wrinkled  visage  grew  almost  sunny  with  intelligence 
and  joy  as  he  paid  bis  humble  greetings  to  one  of  the  ■ 
two  visitors. 

'•  Remain  in  tlie  arlwr,"  whispered  the  sculptor  tdm 

%  figure  thi^  leaned  upon  his  arm.     "You  will  knoff  4 
to  make  your  appeatanee." 
me,"  was  the  te^\^.     ^*■~^!^a.■3  ^ 
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Roderick  was  reclining  on  the  margin  of  a  fountSB 
which  gushed  into  tho  fleckered  sunshine  with  the  same 
clear  sparkle  and  the  same  voice  of  airy  quietude  as 
when  trees  of  primeval  growth  flung  their  shadows 
across  its  bosom.  How  strange  is  the  life  of  a  foun- 
tain I  —  bora  at  every  moment,  yet  of  an  age  coeval 
with  the  rocks,  and  far  surpassing  the  venerable  antiq- 
uity  of  a  forest. 

You  are  come  !  I  have  expected  you,"  siud  Sllis- 
ton,  when  he  became  aware  of  the  sculptor's  pret 
ence. 

His  manner  was  very  different  from  that  of  the 
preceding  day  —  quiet,  courteous,  and,  as  Herkimer 
thought,  watchful  both  over  his  guest  and  himaelt 
This  unnatural  restraint  was  almost  the  only  trait  that 
betokened  anything  amiss.  He  had  just  thrown  a 
book  upon  the  gi'ass,  where  it  lay  half  opened,  ^os 
disclosing  itself  to  be  a  natural  history  of  the  aerpont 
tribe,  illustrated  by  lifelike  plates.  Near  it  lity  tlut 
bidky  volume,  the  Ductor  Dubitantium  of  Jeremy 
Taylor,  full  of  cases  of  conscience,  and  in  which 
most  men,  possessed  of  a  conscience,  may  And  sonifr 
thing  applicable  to  their  purpose. 

"  You  see,"  observed  Elliston,  pointing  to  tlie  bo<A 
of  serpents,  while  a  smile  gleamed  upon  his  lips,  "  I 
am  making  an  effort  to  become  better  acquainted 
with  my  bosom  friend  ;  but  I  find  nothing  satisfac> 
tory  in  this  volume.  If  I  mistake  not,  he  will  prove 
to  he  aui  generin,  and  akin  to  no  other  I'eptile  iu  cre- 
ation." 

"Whence  came  this  strange  calaniitj?"  inquired 
the  sculptor. 

My  eahle  friend  Scipio  \iaa  a  ?>toT^r 
7k,  "of  a  snake  that\\aA\viiW64m"i!^ 
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pure  and  innocent  as  it  looks  —  ever  since  it  Wfu 
known  to  the  first  settlers.  This  insinuating  person^ 
age  onee  crept  into  the  vitals  of  my  great  grantlfatlie 
and  dwelt  there  many  years,  toimeuting  the  old  gei 
tieman  beyond  mort^al  endurance.  In  short  it  i 
family  peculiarity.  But,  to  tell  you  the  tnith,  I  havu 
no  fuith  in  this  idea  of  the  snake's  being  an  heirloom 
He  is  my  own  snake,  and  no  man's  else." 

"  But  what  was  his  origin  ?  "  demanded  Herkimer,  i 
"Oh,  there  is  poisonous  stuiT  in  any  man's  heaH 
sufficient  to  generate  a  brood  of  serpents,"  said  ElliaJ^ 
ton  with  a  hollow  laugh.  "  You  should  have  heai 
my  homilies  to  the  good  town'a-people.  Positively,  1 
deem  myself  fortunate  in  having  bred  but  a  single  ser- 
pent. You,  however,  have  none  in  your  bosom,  and 
therefore  cannot  sympathize  with  the  rest  of  the  worId< 
It  gnaws  nie  I     It  gnaws  me !  " 

With  this  exclamation  Roderick  lost  his  self-contn 
end  threw  himself  upon  the  grass,  testifying  his  agony! 
by  intricate  writhings,  in  which  Herldraer  could  not 
but  fancy  a  resemblance  to  the  motions  of  a  snake- 
Then,  likewise,  was  heard  that  frightful  hiss,  which 
often  ran  through  the  sufferer's  speech,  and  crept  I 
tween  the  words  and  syllables  without  interrupt! 
their  succession. 

"  This  is  awful  indeed !  "  exclaimed  the  sculptor  — 

"  an  awful  infliction,  whether  it  be  actual  or  imaginary. 

Tell  me,  Roderick  Elliston,  is  there  any  remedy  for 

Ittb  loathsome  evil  ?  " 

^^pTes,  but  an  impossible  one,"  muttered  Roderi 
BPlne  lay  wallowing  with  his  face  in  the  grass.     "Coul 
I  for  one  instant  forget  myself,  the  serpent  might  not 
abide  within  me.    It  is  my  diseased  BeVi-coTAatfi-^'aSvstt 
tiuthta  engendered  and  nourished lum." 
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"  Then  forget  yourself,  my  Lusband,"  saitl  a  gentle 
voice  above  Mm ;  "  forget  yourself  in  the  idea  id 
another  I  " 

Hosina  had  emerged  from  the  arbor,  and  waa  braid- 
ing over  him  with  the  aliadow  of  his  anguish  reflected 
ar  countenance,  yet  so  mingled  with  hope  and  mi 
seMsli  love  that  all  anguish  seomed  but  an  earthly 
shadow  and  a  dream.  She  touched  Koderick  with 
her  hand.  A  tremor  shivered  through  his  frame.  At  I 
that  moment,  if  report  he  ti-ustwoiiliy,  the  stmlptoc 
beheld  a  waving  motion  through  the  grass,  and  heard 
a  tinkling  sound,  as  if  something  had  plunged  into  the 
fountain.  Be  the  truth  as  it  might,  it  is  certain  that 
Roderick  Ellisttin  sat  up  like  a  mau  renewed,  restored 
I  to  his  right  mind,  and  rescued  from  the  fiend  which 
had  so  miserably  overcome  him  in  the  battle-field  of 
f  his  own  breast. 

"  Kosina !  "  eried  he,  iu  broken  and  passionate  tones, 
I  but  with  nothing  of  the  wild  wail  that  had  haunted 
'  his  voice  so  long,  "  forgive  !  forgive  1  " 
Her  happy  tears  bedewed  his  face. 
"The  punishment  has  been  severe,"   observed  the 
'  sculptor.      "  Even   Ji^tice  might   now  forgive;  Low 
much  more  a  woman's  tenderness  I    Roderick  Ellistw, 
whether  the  serpent  was  a.  physical  reptile,  or  whether 
the  morbidness  of  your  nature  suggested  that  aj-mbol 
to  your  fancy,  the  moral  of  the  story  is  not  the  less 
true  and  strong.      A  tremendous  EgotLim.  manifcHt- 
ing  itself  in  your  case  in  the  fonn  of  iealousy,  is  a» 
fearful  a  fiend  as  ever  stole   into   the   liimian  heait. 
Can  a  breast,  where  it  has   dwelt  so  long,  he   puri- 
fied?" 

"Oh  jes,"  said  Rosiiia  with  a  heavenly  smile.    "The 
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Ber^ent  was  but  a  dark  fantasy,  and  what  it  typifiuc 
waB   as   shadowy   as   itself.     The  pa^t,  dismal   : 
geeius,  shall   fling  uo  gloom   upon   the   future.      Ti>; 
give  it  its  due  importance  we  most  tliink  of  it  but  a 
an  anecdote  in  oiu-  Eternity." 
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"I  have  here  attempted,"  said  Koderic! 
a  few  sheets  of  manuscript,  as  he  aat  with  Kosina  imA 
the  sculptor  in  the  summer-house,  —  "I  have  attempteil 
to  seize  hold  of  a  personage  who  glides  past  me  occa- 
sionally, in  my  walk  through  life.  My  former  sad 
experience,  as  you  know,  has  gift«d  me  with  some 
degree  of  insight  into  the  gloomy  myateries  of  tlie 
hiunan  heart,  through  which  I  have  wandered  like  one 
astray  m  a  dark  cavern,  with  his  torch  fast  flickering 
to  extinction.  But  this  man,  this  class  of  men,  is  a 
hopeless  puzzle," 

"  Well,  bat  propound  him,"  said  tlie  sculptor.    "Ijet 
us  have  an  idea  of  hira,  to  Iwgin  with." 

"Why,  indeed,"  replied  Roderick,  "he  is  such  t 
being  as  I  could  conceive  you  to  carve  out  of  marble, 
and  sorae  yet  unrealized  perfection  of  human  scieoM 
to  endow  Vith  an  exquisite  mockery  of  intellect;  but 
still  there  lacks  the  last  inestimable  touch  -of  a  divinti 
Creator.  lie  looks  like  a  man ;  and,  percliaiice,  like  a 
better  spcL-imen  of  man  than  you  ordinarily  meet.  You 
might  esteem  him  wise;  he  is  capable  of  cultivatioii 
and  refinement,  and  has  at  least  an  external  consciunoe, 
but  the  demands  that  spirit  makes  upon  spirit  are  pre- 
cisely those  to  which  he  eaunot  respond. 
}ast  you  come  close  to  him  you  Bud  him  chj 
anaabstantial  —  a  mere  va|^i" 
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I  beJieve,"  said  Hosina, "  I  have  a  glimmermg  idei 

firhat  you  mean." 

pThen  be  tliankful,"  answered  her  husband,  smi]^; 
"  hut  do  not  anticipate  any  further  Ulumi nation. 
from  what  I  am  about  to  read.  I  have  here  imagined 
such  a  man  to  be  —  what,  probably,  he  never  ia  —  eon- 
8i?iou3  of  the  deficiency  in  his  spiritual  organizatioti. 
Methiuks  the  result  would  be  a  sense  of  cold 
ity  wherewith  he  would  go  shivering  through  thf 
WB^ld,  longing  to  excliange  his  load  of  ice  for  an] 
burden  of  real  grief  that  fate  could  fling  upon  a  hi 
man  beinj 

Contenting  himself  with  this  preface,  Roderick  b( 
gan  to  read. 

In  a  certain  old  gentleman'^  last  will  and  testament- 
there  appeared  a  bequest,  which,  as  his  final  thought 
and  deed,  was  singularly  in  keeping  with  a  long  life  of 
melancholy  eccentricity.  He  devised  a  considerable 
sum  for  establishing  a  fund,  the  interest  of  which  was 
to  be  expended,  annually  forever,  in  preparing  a  Chrbt- 
mas  Banquet  for  ten  of  the  most  miserable  persons  that 
could  be  found.  It  seemed  not  to  be  the  testator's  pur- 
pose to  make  these  half  a  score  of  sad  hearts  merry, 
but  to  provide  that  the  stem  or  fierce  exprAsion  of 
human  discontent  should  not  be  drowned,  even  for  that 
one  holy  and  joyful  day,  amid  the  acclamations  nf  fes- 
tal gratitude  wliich  all  Christendom  sends  up.  And  he 
desii-od,  likewise,  to  perpetuate  his  own  remonstranee 
against  the  eartlily  course  of  Providence,  and  his  s.-ul 
and  aoui'  diasent  from  those  systems  of  rt-liglon  or  plii- 
Itisiipliy  which  either  find  sunshine  in  the  world  «c 
draw  it  down  from  heaven. 

■  ftf  inviting  the   gyie^ta^  os   <A 
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^^m  among  encli  aa  might  advance  their  olaims  to  pai^ 
^^B  take  of  tliis  dismal  hospitality,  was  confided  tu  the 
^^B  two  ti'ast«tt8  or  stewards  of  the  fund.  These  geutle- 
^^K  men,  like  their  deceased  friend,  were  sombre  humor- 
■  ists,  who  made  it  their  principal  occupation  to  number 
the  sable  threads  in  the  web  of  human  life,  and  drop 
all  the  golden  ones  out  of  the  reckoning.     They  per- 

P  formed  their  present    office  with  integrity  and  judg- 
ment.    The  aspect  of  tlie  assembled  company  on  the 
day  of  the  first  festival  might  not,  it  ia  true,  have  sat- 
isfied every  beholder  that  these  were  especially  the  in- 
dividuals, chosen  forth  from  all  the  world,  whose  griefs 
^^    were  worthy  to  stand  as  indicators  of  the  mass  of  hu- 
^^L  man  suffering.     Yet,  after  due  consideration,  it  could 
^^1  not  be  disputed  that  here  was  a  variety  of  hopeless  dis- 
^^1  comfort,  which,  if  it  sometimes  arose  from  causes  ap- 
^H  patently  inadequate,  was  thereby  only  the   shrewder 
^^H  imputation  against  the  nature  and  mechaiiinni  of  life. 
^^1      The  arrangements  and  decorations  of  the  banquet 
t        were  probably  intended  to  signify  tliat  death  in  life 
which  had  been  the  testator's  definition  of  existtince. 
The  haU,  illuminated  by  torches,  was  hung  round  wkh 
omtains  of  deep  and  dusky  pintle,  and  adorned  with 
branches  of  cypress  and  wreaths  of  artificial  flowers, 
imitative  of  such  as  used  to  be  atrown  over  the  dead. 
A  sprig  of  parsley  was  laid  by  every  plate.     The  main 
reservoir  ofwine  was  a  sepulchral  urn  of  silver,  whencc- 

kthe  liquor  was  distributed  around  the  table  in  small 
vases,  accurately  copied  from  those  that  held  the  tear-i 
of  ancient  mourners.  Neither  had  the  stewards — if 
It  were  their  taste  that  arranged  these  details — for- 
gotten the  fantasy  of  the  old  Egyjitians,  who  seated 
A  skeleton  at  every  festive  boai-d,  and  mocked  theil 
own   merriment   with  the   ini5ert,\i^\wWi& 
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ntth's   head.      Such  a  fearful  guest,  sliruuded  in  i 
black  mantle,  sat  now  at  the  head  of  the  table.     It) 
was  whispered,  I  know  not  with  what  truth,  that  th< 
testator  liimself  hatl   once  walked   the  visible  world 
with  the  machinery  of  that  same  skeleton,  and  that  il 
was  one  of  the  stipulations  of  his  will  that  he  shouliji 
thus  be  permitted  to  sit,  from  year  to  year,  at  the  biia4 
quet  'whl(;h  he  had  instituted.     If  so,  it  was  perhapl 
covertly  implied  that  he  had  cherished  no   hopes  c 
bliss  beyond   the  grave  to   compensate  for   the  evl 
wliich  he  felt  or  ijiiagined  here.     And  if,  in  their  h 
wildered  conjectures  as  to  the  purpose  of  earthly  existil 
ence,  the  banqueters  should  throw  aside  the  veil,  aii3" 
cast  an  inquiring  glance   at  this  figure  of  death,  aa 
seekHig  tlienoe    the    solution    otherwise    unattainable, 
the  only  reply  would  be  a  stare  of  the  vacant  eye  eav- 
ema  and  a  grin  of  the  skeleton  jaws.     Such  was  the 
response  that  the  dead   man  liad   fancied  himself  to 
receive  when  he  asked  of  Death  to  solve  the  riddle  of  ^ 
his  life ;  and  it  was  his  deaii'e  to  repeat  it  when  1 
guests  of  his  dismal  hosjiitahty  should  find  tliemselveu 
perplexed  with  the  same  question. 

"  What  means  that  wreath?  "  asked  several  of  th^J 
company,  while  viewing  the  decorations  of  the  table. 

They  alluded  to   a  wreath   of  «}-press  which  wadj 
held  on   high   by  a   skeleton   arm,  protruding  froml 
within  the  black  mantle. 

"  It  is  a  crown,"  said  one  of  the  stewards,  '*  not  for  ^ 
the  worthiest,  but  for  the  wof ulest,  when  he  shall  prove 
(lis  claim  to  it." 

The  guest  earliest  hidden  to  the  festival  was  a  man 
of  soft  and  gentle  character,  who  had  not  enet^  ^ 
struggle  ag^nst  tie  heavy  desponiienc'j  to  ■w\off)ft  ^»a 
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^H|  notMiig  outwardly  to  excuse  him  from  happines 
^H  bad  speut  a  life  of  quiet  misery  that  miide  hig  blow! 
^^V  tor])id,  and  weighed  upon  bis  breath,  and  sat  like  a 
^^1  ponderous  night  fiend  upon  every  throb  of  lus  unre- 
^Hi  Bisting  heai't.  His  wretchedness  seemed  as  deep  as  his 
^^U  original  uature,  if  not  ideutioal  with  it.  It  was  the 
^^M  misfortwiQ  of  a  second  guest  to  cherish  within  liis  bo- 
^^M  8om  a' diseased  heart,  wliich  had  become  so  wretchedly 
^^P  Bore  that  the  continual  and  unavoidable  rubs  of  the 
I^H  world,  the  blow  of  an  enemy,  the  careless  jostle  of  a, 
"*      .  stranger,  and  even  the  faithfid  and  loving  touch  of  a 

(friend,  alike  made  ulcers  in  it.      As  is  the  habit  of 
people  thus  aflicted,  he  foimd  his  chief  employment  in 
exhibitiag  these  miserable^oMS  to  any  who  would  give 
themselves  the  p^n  of  Tiewing  them.      A  tliird  gueal 
^^   was  a  hypochondriac,  whose  imaginatiou  wrought  nec- 
^^L  romancy  in  Its  outward  and  inward  world,  and  oatised 
^^K  liim  to  see  monstrous  faces  In  the  household  fire,  and 
^^M  dragons  in  the  clouds  of  sunset,  and  fiends  in  the  guise 
^^B  of  beautiful  women,  and  something  ugly  or  wicked  be- 
^^M  neath  all  the  pleasant  surfaces  of  nature.     His  Deigh- 
^■T  bor  at  table  was   one  who,  in  his   early   youth,  had 
trusted  mankind  too  much,  and  hoped  too  highly  in 
their  behalf,  and,  in  meeting  with  many  disappoint- 
ments, had  become  desperately  soured.     For  several 
years  back  this  misanthrope  had  employed  himself  in 
a,ccumulating  motives  for  hating  and  despising  his  raw 
^^   —  such  as  murder,  lust,  treachery,  ingratitude,  faitbl«fl»- 
^^L  ness  of  trusted  friends,  instinctive  vices  of  children,  im- 
^^B  pui'ity  of  women,  hidden  guilt  in  men  of  saintlike  as- 
^V  pect  —  and,  in  short,  all  manner  of  black  I'ealitius  that 
sought  to  decorate  themselves  with  outwai-d  grace  or 
glory,     jBut  at  every  atrocious  iact  tW,  ■««&  added  to 
his  catalogue,  at  every  iuciieastt  oi  \Wi  s 
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icli  he  spent  Ma  life  to  collect,  the  native  ioipiil 
of  tlie  poor  man'a  loving  and  confiding   heart 
him  groan  with  angiiieb.     Next,  with  Iuh  heavy  bro' 
iient  downwaiil,  there  st^ile  into  the  hall  a,  man  nato-' 
rally  earnest  and  impassioned,  who,  from  his  immemo-    y 
rial  infancy,  had  felt  the  consciousness  of  a  high  mes-  v 
sage  to    the  world;   but,  essaying    to    deliver  it,  ha4 
found  either  no  voice  or  form  of  speech,  or  elae  no 
ears  to  listen.     Therefore  lits  whole  life  was  a  bitter 
questioning  of   himself — "Why  have   not   men   ac- 
knowledged my  mission?     Ma  I  not  a  self-deluding 
fool  ?    What  business   have  I  on  earth  ?     Where  is 
my  grave  ?  "    Thronghout  the  festival,  he  quaffed  frfr 
queut  draughts  from  the  sepiUchral  urn  of  wine,  hop- 
ing thus  to  quench  the  celestial  fijj^that  tortured  his 
own  breast  and  could  not  benefit  his  race. 

Then  there  entered,  having  flung  away  a  ticket  for  a 
ball,  a  gay  gallant  of  yesterday,  who  ha*l  found  four 
or  five  wrinkles  in  his  brow,  and  more  gray  hairs  than 
he  could  well  number  on  his  head.  Endowed  with 
sense  and  feeling,  he  had  nevertheless  spent  his  youth 
in  folly,  but  had  reached  at  last  that  dreary  point  in 
life  where  Folly  quits  us  of  her  own  accord,  leaving 
us  to  make  friends  vrith  Wisdom  if  wa  can.  Thus, 
cold  and  desolate,  he  bad  come  to  seek  Wisdom  at 
the  banquet,  and  wondered  if  the  skeleton  were  she. 
To  eke  out  the  company,  the  stewards  had  invited  » 
distressed  poet  from  his  home  in  the  almshouse,  and 
a  melancholy  idiot  from  the  street  comer.  The  latter 
had  just  the  glimmering  of  sense  that  was  siifETcient  to 
make  him  consciuus  of  a  vacancy,  which  the  poor  fel- 
low, all  his  life  long,  had  mistily  sougbt  to  6W  \sv  '^'^ 
mt^yiigence,  wandering  up  and  dovjii  t\i.e  attfee^s.,  »-'»-^ 
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miAamg  miserably  because  his  attempta  -wete.  \»si^^^ 
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tuaL  The  only  lady  in  the  hall  was  one  who  1 
fallen  short  of  absolute  aiid  perfeut  beauty,  merely 
by  the  tiifling  defect  of  a  slight  cast  in  lier  left  aye. 
But  this  blemish,  minute  &s  it  was,  go  shocked  the 
}>ure  ideal  of  her  soul,  I'ather  than  her  vanity,  that 
she  paBseil  her  life  in  solitude,  and  veiled  her  coiin- 
t«miuce  even  fiom  her  own  gaze.  So  the  skeleton  sat 
shrouded  at  one  end  of  the  table  and  this  poor  lady 
Bt  the  other. 

One  other  guest  remains  to  be  described.  He  was 
a  young  man  of  smooth  brow,  fair  cheek,  and  fash- 
ionable mien.  So  far  as  his  exterior  developed  him, 
Ihe  might  much  more  suitably  have  foimd  a  place  at 
some  meny  Christmas  table,  than  have  been  num- 
bered among  the  blighted,  fate  -  stricken,  fancy -tor- 
tured set  of  ill-starred  banqueters.  Muimurs  arose 
among  the  guests  as  they  noted  the  gl^ice  of  general 
Bcrutiny  which  the  intruder  threw  over  his  compan- 
ions. What  had  he  to  do  among  them?  Why  did 
not  the  skeleton  of  the  dead  founder  of  the  feast  un- 
bend its  rattling  joints,  arise,  and  modon  the  unwel- 
come  stranger  from  the  board  ? 

"Shamefid!"  said  the  morbid  man,  while  a  new 
nleer  broke  out  in  his  heart.  "  He  comes  to  mock  us, 
—  we  shall  be  the  jest  of  his  tavern  friends  1  —  he  will 
make  a  farce  of  our  miseries,  and  bring  it  out  upon  thu 
stage!" 

"  Oh,  never  mind  Lira !  "  said  the  hypochondriac, 
smiling  sourly,  "  He  shall  feast  from  yonder  tureen 
of  viper  soup ;  and  if  there  is  a  fricassee  of  scorpiana 
on  the  table,  pray  let  him  have  his  share  of  it.  For  ' 
the  dessert,  he  shall  taste  the  apples  of  Sodom.  Then, 
if  he  like  our  Christmaa  tare,  \ft\.  liu-Oi  tetum  agajfl 
text^ar!" 
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^Tovhle  him  not,"  murmured  the  melancholy  man,-: 
with  gentleness.     "  What  matters  it  whether  the  con- 
sciousness of  miaeiy  come  a  few  yeara  sooner  or  later 
If  thia  youth  deem  himself  happy  now,  yet  let  him  sit 
with  us  for  the  sake  of  the  wretchedness  to  come." 

The  poor  idiot  approached  the  young  man  with  that 
mournful  aspect  of  vaoant  inquiry  which  his  face  con- 
tinually wore*  and  whicil  caused  people  to  say  that  ha 
was  always  in  search  of  his  missing  wits.  Aftei 
little  examination  he  touched  the  stranger's  hand,  but 
immediately  drew  hack  his  own,  shaking  his  head  and 
shivering. 

"  Cold,  cold,  cold  !  "  muttered  the  idiot. 

The  young  man  shivered  too,  and  smiled, 

"  Gentlemen,  —  and  you,  madam,"  —  said  one  of  thq 
stewards  of  the  festival,  "do  not  conceive  sit  ill  either 
of  our  caution  or  judgment  as  to  imagine  that  we  hare 
admitted  thia  yoimg  stranger  —  Gervayae  Hastings  by 
name — without  a  full  investigation  and  thoughtful 
balance  of  his  claims.  Trust  me,  not  a  guest  at 
table  is  better  entitled  to  bis  seat." 

The  steward's  guaranty  was  perforce  satiafaotory, 
The  company,  therefore,  took  their  places  and  ad-^ 
dressed  themselves  to  the  serious  business  of  the  feast,] 
but  were  soon  disturbed  by  the  hypochondriac,  who 
thrust  back  his  chair  complaining  that  a  dish  o£ 
stewed  toads  and  vipers  was  set  before  him,  and  that 
there  was  green  tlitch  water  in  bis  cup  of  wine.  This 
mistake  being  amended,  he  quietly  resume<l  his  seat. 
The  wine,  as  it  flowed  freely  from  the  sepulchral  urn, 
seemed  te  come  imbued  with  all  gloomy  inspiiationa  j 
so  that  its  influence  wa^  not  to  cheer,  but  either 
gink  the  revellers  into  a  deeper  meiancVtA-^ 
mte  their  Bpirita  to  an  enthusia&m  oi  wtel 
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^H   The  conversation  waa  varions.     They  told  sad  storiei 
^^K   about  people  who  might  have  been  worthy  guefits  at 
^^B    such  a  festival  as  the  present.     They  talked  of  gridy 
^^^  incidents  in  human  history;  of  strange  crimes,  whidi, 
^^H|  if  truly  considered,  were  but  convulsions  of  agony; 
^^m   of   some  lives  that  had  been  altogether  wretched,  aiui 
^H    of  others,  which,  wearing  a  general  semblance  of  hap- 
^H   piness,  had  yet  been   deformed   sooner   or  later  by 
^H   misfortune,  a^  by  the  intrusion  of   a  g9m  face  at  a 
^H    banquet ;   of   death-bed   scenes,  and  wut   dark  inti- 
'         mations  might  be  gathered  from  the  words  of  dying 
men ;  of  suicide,  and  whether  the  more  eligible  mode 
were  by  halter,  knife,  poison,  drowning,  gradual  star- 
I  vation,  or  the   fumes  of  charcoal.     The  majority  of 
the  guests,  as  is  the  custom  with  people  thoroughly 
I  and  profoundly  sick  at  heart,  were  anxious  to  make 
]  their^  owp  wom^  the   theme  of  discussion,  and  prove 
^"Semselves  most  excellent  in  anguish.    The  misantJiro 
pist  went  deep  into  the  philosophy  of  evil,  and  wan- 
dered about  in  the    darkness,  with    now  and    then  a 
gleam  of  discolored  light  hovering  on  ghastly  shapes 
^^  ^  and  horrid  scenery.     Many  a  miserable  thought,  such 
^H  I  as  men  have  stimibled  upon  from  age  to  age,  did  be 
^H  '  now  rake  up  again,  and  gloat  over  it  aa  an  inestima- 
^H^    hie  gem,  a  diamond,  a  treasure  fax  preferable  to  thoM 
■         bright,  spiritual  revelations  of  a  better  world,  wbidi 
are  like  precious  stones  from  heaven's  pavement.    Alid 
then,  amid  his  lore  of  wreh-hedness  he  liid  his  faoe 
\  and  wept. 

^      It  was  a  festival  at  which  the  woful  man   of  TJs 

might  suitably  have  been  a  guest,  together  with  all. 

in  each  succeeding  age,  who  have  tasted  deepest  of  the 

bitterueaa  of  life.     And  be  it  &a,\d,  too,  that  every  em 

^^BT  daigbter  of  woman,  lio"«ef«  lavmeA. -wSStt" 
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fortime,  might,  at  one  sad  moment  or  another,  Iiavafl 
claimed  the  privilege  of  a  stricken  heart,  to  sit  dowql 
at  this  table.  But,  throughout  the  feast,  it  was  i 
marked  that  the  young  sti-anger,  Gervayse  Hastings, 
was  unaucceaaful  in  his  attempts  to  catch  its  pervad-l 
ing  spirit.  At  any  deep,  strong  thought  that  founcti 
utterance,  and  which  was  torn  out,  as  it  were,  from  thsV 
saddest  recesses  of  human  consciousness,  he  lookeclfl 
mystified  and  bewildered;  even  more  than  the  poorv 
idiot,  who  seemed  to  grasp  at  such  things  with  higj 
earnest  heart,  and  thus  occasionally  to  comprehend:! 
them.  The  young  man's  conversation  was  of  a  coldecV 
and  lighter  kind,  often  brilliant,  but  lacking  the  pow-J 
erful  characteristics  of  a  nature  that  had  been  devel^fl 
oped  by  suffering. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  misanthropist,  bluntly,  in  reply  to  l 
some  observation  by  Gervayse  Hastings,  "  pray  do  not 
atldress  me  again.    We  have  no  right  to  talk  together. 
Our  minds  have  nothing  in  common.     By  what  chdm 
von  appear  at  th'a  banquet  I  cannot  guess ;  but  i 
thinks,  to  a  man  who  could  say  what  you  have  just  J 
BOW  said,  my  companions  and  myself  must  e 
tiiure  than  shadows  flickering  on  tlie  wall.     And  pi^fl 
cisely  such  a  shadow  are  you  to  us." 

The  young  man  smiled   and  bowed,   but   drawing  | 
tiimseU  back  in  his  chair,  he  buttoned  his  coat  over 
bis  breast,  as  if  the   banqueting   hall  were   growing 
ohilL    Again  the  idiot  fixed  his  melancholy  stare  upon 
the  youth  and  murmured,  "  Cold,  cold,  cold  1 

The  banquet  drew  to  its  conclusion,  and  the  guests  I 
departed.    Scarcely  had  they  stepped  across  tlie  thresh-  f 
old  of  the  hall,  when  the  scene  that  had  there  passed 
seeiaed  like  the  vision  of  a  sick  iaucy,  ot  vixi  esisaiai- 
%»  stagnaat  heaxt     How  anA  ft*ia.,Vty««s«K, 
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during  the  year  that  ensued,  these  melancholy 
pie  caught  glimpses  of  one  another,  transient,  indee*!, 
but  enough  to  prove  that  they  walked  the  earth  with 
the  ordinary  allotment  of  reality.  Bometimea  a  pair 
of  them  came  face  to  face,  whUe  stealing  through 
the  evening  twilight,  enveloped  in  their  sable  cloaks. 
Sometimes  they  casually  met  in  churchyards.  Ohm. 
also,  it  happened  that  two  of  the  dismal  bamjuehira 
mutually  started  at  recognizing  each  other  in  the  noon- 
day sunshine  of  a  crowded  street,  staUdng  there  liks 
ghosts  astray.  Doubtless  they  wondered  why  the  skd- 
eton  did  not  come  abroad  at  noonday  too. 

But  whenever  the  necessity  of  tlieir  affairs  coinpelieJ 
these  Christinas  guests  into  the  bustling  world,  they 
were  sure  to  encounter  the  young  man  who  had  so  un- 
accountably been  admitted  to  the  festival.  They  saw 
him  among  the  gay  and  fortunate ;  they  caught  the 
sunny  sparkle  of  his  eye ;  they  heard  the  light  and 
careless  tones  of  his  voice,  and  muttered  to  themselvai 
mth  such  indignation  as  only  the  aristocracy  of  wretdi- 
cduess  could  kindle  —  "  The  traitor !  The  vile  impos- 
Providence,  in  its  own  good  time,  may  give  him 
a  right  to  feast  among  us !  "  But  the  young  man's  un- 
abashed eye  dwelt  upon  their  gloomy  figures  as  thwy 
passed  him,  seeming  to  say,  perchance  with  somewhat 
of  a  sneer,  "  First  know  my  secret !  — then,  measure 
your  claims  with  mine  I  " 

The  step  of  Time  stole  onward,  and  soon  brought 
merry  Christmas  round  again,  with  glad  and  eolann 
worship  in  the  churches,  and  sports,  games,  festivala. 
and  everywhere  the  bright  face  of  Joy  beside  tbo 
household  fire.  Again  likewise  the  ball,  with  its  our 
tains  of  dusky  purple,  ^aa  iUkuuuuLted  by  the  deal^ 
iorciieB  gleiumng  on  the  Bepialchxai  <VQi»n%.%raa ' 
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nqnet.  The  veiled  skeleton  sat  in  state,  lifting  th*j 
eypress  wreath  above  its  head,  as  the  guerdon  i 
some  guest  illtistrioua  in  the  qualifications  which  then 
claimed  precedence.  A  a  the  stewards  deemed 
world  inexhaustible  in  misery,  and  were  desirous  ofl 
recognizing  it  in  all  its  forms,  they  bad  not  seen  fitl 
to  reassemble  the  company  of  the  former  year.  NeV 
laces  now  tlirew  their  gloom  across  the  table. 

There  was  a  man  of  nice  conscience,  who  bore  a  I 
blood  stain  in  his  heart — the  death  of  a  fellow -creature'  I 
—  which,  for  his  more  exquisite  torture,  had  chancefl  | 
with  such  a  peculiarity  of  circumstances,  that  be  c 
not  absolutely  determine  whether  his  will  had  entered 
into  the  deed  or  not.  Therefore,  his  whole  life  y 
spent  in  the  agony  of  an  inward  trial  for  murder,  witti 
a  continual  sifting  of  the  details  of  his  terrible  ealam-" 
ity,  until  his  mind  had  no  longer  any  thought,  nor  his  1 
soul  any  emotion,  disconnected  with  it.  There  was  &  i 
mother,  too  —  a  mother  once,  but  a  desolation  now  — ■  ' 
who,  many  years  before,  had  gone  out  on  a  pleasure 
party,  and.  returning,  found  her  infant  smothered  in 
its  little  bed.  And  ever  since  she  had  been  tortured  ■ 
with  the  fantasy  that  her  buried  baby  lay  sraothering*B 
in  its  coffin.  Then  there  was  an  aged  lady,  who  hau*! 
lived  from  time  immemorial  with  a  constant  tremdr'B 
quivering  through  her  frame.  It  was  terrible  to  dis-  fl 
cem  her  dark  shadow  tremulous  upon  the  wall ;  her  T 
lips,  likewise,  were  tremulous ;  and  the  expression  uf  I 
her  eye  seemed  to  indicate  that  her  soul  wa,i  trem-J 
bling  too.  Owing  to  the  bewilderment  and  confu^'T 
Bion  which  made  almost  a  chaos  of  her  inU'llect.  it'  ' 
was  impossible  to  discover  what  dire  misfortaivii  W& 

rken  her  nature  to  its  deptlis  ■,  so  WaX  ftvfe  ■?.'«£«- 
admitted  her  to  the  tab\e,  not,  ttata  ^a'i  ^ 
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quaintance  with  lier  history,  but  on  tlie  safe  tesHmon; 
of  her  miaeratle  aspect.  Some  aiirprise  was  expressed 
at  the  presence  of  a  hliiff,  re(l-fa.ced  gBntleman,  a  cer- 
tain Mr.  Smith,  who  had  evidently  the  fat  of  many 
i  rich  feast  within  him,  and  the  habitual  twinkle  of 
whose  eye  betrayed  a  disposition  to  b^eak  forth  into 
uproarious  laughter  for  little  cause  or  dbne.  It  turnal 
out,  however,  that  with  the  best  possible  flow  of  spir- 
its, our  poor  friend  was  afflicted  with  a  physical  dis- 
ease of  the  heart,  which  tlireatened  instant  death  on 
the  slightest  cachinnatory  indulgence,  or  even  that 
tdtiUation  of  the  bodily  frame  produced  by  merry 
^^  thoughts.  In  this  dilemma  he  had  sought  admit- 
^H  •  tance  to  the  banquet,  on  the  ostensible  plea  of  bis 
^H  ■  irksome  and  miserable  state,  but,  in  reahty,  with  tlie 
^H  hope  of  imbibing  a  life-presei'ving  melancholy. 
"  A  married  couple  hatl  been  inWted  from  a  motive 

of  bitter  humor,  it  being  well  imderstood  that  they 
^^    rendered  each  other  unutterably  miserable  whenever 
^Bm  they  chanced  to  meet,  and  therefore  must  uecessaiilf 
^H  be  tit  associates   at   the   festival.      In   contrast  with 
^^B  these  was  another  couple,  still  unmarried,  who  hsd 
^^B  interchanged  their  hearts  in  early  life,  but  had  been 
^H|  divided  by  circumstances   as   impalpable  as  momiug 
^■7  mist,  and  kept  apart  so  long  that  their  spirits  nov 
■       '  found   it   impossible   to   meet.      Thei'efore   yearning 
for  eommunion,  yet  shriuking  from  one  another  and 
choosing  none   beside,  they  felt  themselves   compan- 
ionless  in  life,  and  looked  upon  eternity  as  a  botmd- 
less  desert.     Next  to  the  skeleton  sat  a  mere  son  of 
earth  —  a  hunter  of  the  Exchange — a  gatherer  of 
shining  dust  —  a  man  whose  life's  record  was  in  bis 
ledger,  and  whose  soul's  priaon  house  the  vaults  of  the 
Aant  where  he  kept  lua  ik'poaits.     '^V^  \w 
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greatly  perplexed  at  his  mvitation,  deem 
himself  one  of  the  most  fortunate  men  in  the  city; 
but  the  stewards  jwrsisted  in  demanding  his  presence, 
curing  him  that  he  had  no  conception  how  miserably 
frwas. 

now  appeared   a  fignre   which  we  must  t 
taowledge  as  our  acquaintance  of  the   former  festi*" 
val.     It  was  Gervayae  Hastings,  whose  presence  had 
then  caused  so  much  question  and  criticism,  and  who 
now  took  his  place  with  the  composure  of  one  wlioae  . 
claims  were  satisfactory  ta  himself  and  must  needs  be 
allowed  by  others.    Yet  his  easy  and  unruffled  face  be- 
trayed no  sorrow.     The  well-skilled  beholders  gazed  a   ' 
moment  into  his  eyes  and  shook  their  heads,  to  miss 
the  unuttered  sympathy — the  countersign,  never  to  be 
£ed  —  of  those  whose  hearts  are  cavern  moutha, 
FOOgh  which  they  descend  into  a  teg^on  of  illimita-  i 
Ij^troe  and  recognize  other  wanderers  there.  | 

Ti^Who  ia  this  youth  ?  "  asked  the  man  with  a  blood 
I  on  his  conscience.  "  Surely  he  has  never  gone 
1  into  the  depths !  I  know  all  the  aspects  of  those 
%o  have  passed  through  the  dark  valley.  By  v 
right  is  he  among  u 

"All,  it  is  a  sinfid  thing  to  come  hither  without q 
,SOirow,"  murmured  the  aged  lady,  in  accents  that  pact 
Ic  of  the  eternal  tremor  which  pervaded  her  whole 
"  Depart,  young  man !     Your  soul  has  never 
I  shaken,  and,  therefore,  I  tremble  ao  much  the^ 
more  to  look  at  you,"' 

"  His  soul  shaken!     No;  I'll  answer  for  it," 
'  Mr.  Smith,  pressing  his  hand  upon   his  heai 
[i  making  himself   as  melancholy  as  lie  could,  fe^ 
f'of  a  fatal  explosion  of   laugbter.     "W&wweoft 


■SMof 
imma  st 


those 

outH^^I 

;pall^M 

fhole       ■ 

lever 

L  the^^ 

sa£|^| 


MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  AfANSE. 

I  about  town,  and  has  no  more  right  among  us  miser 
I   able  creatures  than  the  child  unborn.     He  never  was 

miserable  and  probably  never  will  be !  " 

"  Our    honored   guests,"    intei'jK'Ped    the    stewards, 

''  pray  have  patient-e  with   us,  and   believe,  at  least, 
r  that  our  deep  veneration    for  the    satirednesa  of  lluB 

I  solemnity  would  preclude  iiny  wilful  violation  of  ii 
,  lieceivu  this  young  man  to  your  table.      It  may  net 

II  be  too  much  I«  itay  that  no  guest  here  would  exchange 
H  his  own  heart  for  the  one  that  beats  within  that  youtli- 
I  f  ul  bosom ! " 

"  I  'd  call  it  a  bai'gain,  and  gladly  too,"  muttered 
Mr.  Smith,  with  a  perplexing  mixture  of  sadness  and 
mirthful  conceit.  "A  plague  upon  their  nor.sense! 
My  own  heart  la  the  only  really  miserable  one  in 
the  company ;  it  nill  certainly  be  tlie  death  of  me  at 
.last!" 

Nevertheless,  as  on  the  former  occasion,  the  judg- 
ment of  the  stewards  being  witliout  appeal,  the  coni- 
f  sat  down.     The  obnoxious  guest  made  do  more 
rSittenipt  to  obtrude  his    conversation   on   those  about 
him,  but  appeared  to  listen  to  the  table  talk  with  pe- 
I  culiar  assiduity,  as  if  some  inestimable  secret)  otlle^ 
wise  beyond  his  reach,  might  be  conveyed  in  a  es»- 
ual  word.     And  in  truth,  to  those  who  could  lulde^ 
stand  and  value  it,  there  was  rich  matter  in  the  up- 
gushings  and  outpourings  of  these  initiated  souls  to 

' whom  sorrow  had   been  a  talisman,  admitting   them 

^H  into  spiritual  depths  which  no  other  spell  can  open. 
^Ht  Sometimes  out  of  the  midst  of  densest  gloom  there 
^Ht  Sashed  a  momentary  radiance,  pui'e  as  crystal,  bright 
^H '  as  the  flame  of  stars,  and  shedding  such  a  glow  upon 
^^^,  the  mysterieB  of  life  tl»at  the  ^esta  were  ready  to  ex- 
^M^aim,   "Surely  the   riddle  ia  on.  tiaft  \«aA  '^1\hH 
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Bolvedl"  At  such  Ultimmatod  intervals  the  saddest! 
mourners  felt  it  to  be  revealed  that  mortal  griefs  arel 
but  shadowy  and  external ;  no  more  tbau  the  sable « 
robes  voluminously  shrouding  a  certain  divine  real-£ 
ity,  and  thus  indicating  what  might  otherwise  be  al-I 
together  invisible  to  mortal  I'ye. 

"Just  now,"  remarked  the    trembling  old  worn 
-'  I  seemed  to  see  beyond  the  outside.     And  then  myfl 
everlasting  tremor  passed  away  I  " 

"  Would  that  I  could  dwell  always  In  these  momen-a 
tary  gleams  of  light  I"  said  the  man  of  stricken  con-l 
sciejice.  "  Then  the  blood  stain  in  my  heart  would  be  I 
washed  clean  away." 

This  strain  of  conversation  appeared  so  unintelli- 
gibly absurd  to  good  Mr,  Smith,  tliat  he  burst  into 
precisely  the  fit  of  laughter  which  his  physicians  liad 
warned  him  against,  as  likely  to  prove  instantaneously 
fatal.  In  effect,  he  fell  back  in  his  chair  a  corpse, 
with  a  broad  grin  upon  his  face,  while  his  ghost, 
perchance,  remained  beside  it  bewildered  at  its  unpre 
meditated  exit.  Tliis  catastrophe  of  course  broke  u|K 
the  festival 

"How  is  this?  You  do  not  tremble ?" observed  thsl 
tremulous  old  woman  to  Gervayae  Hastings,  who  v 
gazing  at  the  dead  man  with  singular  intentness.  '*  I9] 
it  not  awful  to  see  him  so  suddenly  vanish  out  of  thsfl 
midst  of  life —  this  man  of  flesli  and  blood,  whose  I 
earthly  nature  was  so  warm  and  strong  ?  There 
never-ending  tremor  in  my  soul,  but  it  trembles  afresU 
at  this  \     And  you  are  calm !  " 

"  Woidd  that  he  could  teach  me  somewhat !  "   said  J 
Gervayse  Hastings,  drawing  a  long  breath.     "Men 
paaa  before  me  like  sliadows  on  the  •«»&■,  xlBftYt  -ii^^wAa., 
"  ma.  ieelings,  ai'e  flickerlnga  oi  ijife'^^^  ^^^  "^"^^ 
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nor  this  old  womau's  everlasting  tremor,  can  give  ma 
what  I  seek." 

And  theu  the  company  departed. 

We  canuot  linger  to  narrate,  in  such  detail,  more 
oiroumstances  of  these  singular  festivals,  whieh,  in 
accordance  with  the  founder's  will,  continued  to  be 
kept  with  the  regularity  of  an  established  institution, 
In  process  of  time  the  stewards  adopted  the  custom 
of  inviting,  fi-om  far  and  near,  those  individuals  whose 
misfortunea  were  prominent  above  other  men's,  and 
whose  mental  and  moral  development  might,  therefore, 
he  supposed  to  possess  a  corresponding  interest.  'S16 
exiled  nohle  of  the  French  Revolution,  and  the  broken 
soldier  of  the  Empire,  were  alike  represented  at  tlie 
table.  Fallen  monarchs,  wandering  about  the  eaitb. 
have  found  places  at  that  forlorn  and  miserable  feast. 
The  state.'iman,  when  his  party  flung  him  ofE,  might,  if 

I  he  chose  it,  be  once  more  a  great  man  for  the  spUffl 
of  a  single  banquet.  Aarou  Burr's  name  appears  on 
the  record  at  a  period  wbeu  his  ruin  — the  profound- 
est  and  most  striking,  with  more  of  mor^  cirniia- 
Btance  in  it  than  that  of  almost  any  other  man  —  mts 
complete  in  his  lonely  age.  Stephen  Girard,  when 
his  wealth  weighed  upon  him  like  a  mountain,  once 
sought  admittance  of  his  own  accord.  It  is  not  prob- 
able, however,  that  these  men  had  any  lesson  to  teach 
in  the  lore  of  discontent  and  misery  which  might  not 
equally  well  have  been  studied  in  the  common  walks 
of  life.  Illustrious  imfortimates  attract  a  wider  sjin- 
^^  I  patby,  not  because  their  griefs  are  more  intense,  but 
^Hj  beeaufe,  being  set  on  lofty  pedestals,  they  the  better 
^Ht^rFie  mankind  as  instances  anA  \>^-vici'(i^  oi  calamit 
^^"    It  coBcema  our  present  purpose  to  a^ 
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wive  festival,  Gervayse  Hastings  showed  his  face,  - 
Ifeflually  changing  from  the  emootli  beauty  of  hml 
I'ncth  to  the  thoughtful  comeliness  of  manhood,  and  t 
ihence  to  the  bald  impressive  dignity  of  age.     He  was  I 
iie  only  individual  invariably  present.     Yet  ou  every 
Kjcasion  there  were  murmurs,  both  from  those  who  '1 
muw  his  character  and  position,  and  from  them  whoso 
ieart»  shrank  baelc  as  denying  his  companionship  in 
Jieir  mystic  fraternity. 

"  Who  is  this  impassive  man  ?  "  had  been  asked  a  | 
iiindred  times,     "  Has  he  suffered  ?     Has  he  sinned  ?   I 
rhere  are  no  traces  of  either.     Then  wherefore  is  he 
lere  ?  " 

*'  You  must  inquire  of  tlie  stewards,  or  of  himself," 
vas  the  constant  reply.  "  We  seem  to  know  him  well  | 
lere  in  our  city,  and  know  nothing  of  him  but  what  is 
;reditable  and  fortunaf*.  Yet  hither  he  comes,  year  ] 
iter  year,  to  this  gloomy  banquet,  and  sits  among  I 
be  guests  like  a  marble  statue.  Ask  yonder  skele- 
on ;  perhaps  that  may  solve  the  riddle." 

It  was  in  truth  a  wonder.      The  life  of  Gervayse 
Hastings  was  not  merely  a  prosperous,  but  a  brilliant  I 
ne.     Everything  had  gone  well  with  him.     He  wa«  | 
wealthy,  far  beyond  the  expenditure  tliat  was  required 
py  habits  of  magnificence,  a  taste  of  rare  purity  and 
nltivation,  a  love  of  travel,  a  scholar's  instinct  to  col-   , 
set  a  splendid  library,  and,  moreover,  what  seemed  a   i 
lagnificent  h}>eralitj  to  the  distressed.    He  had  sought 
lappiness,  and  not  vainly,  if  a  lovely  and  tender  wife 
nd  children  of  fair  promise  could  insure  it.     He  had, 
peaides,  ascended  above  the  limit  which  aei)arat€e  the 
bacure  from  the  distinguished,  and  liad  won  a  st».\a.> 
eas  reputation  in  affairs  of  the  widest  -pYfoWc  '-tto^o^" 
j^HR&^bat  be  was  a  popular  cU&iaii^^t'^'^  ^^^ 
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r  within  him  the  mjsterioua  attributes  which  are  esaen- 
dal  to  that  species  of  success.  To  the  public  he  WH 
a  cnld  abstraction.,  wholly  destitute  of  those  rick  hna 
of  personality-,  that  living  waruith,  and  the  pecuHai 
faculty  of  stamping  his  own  heai-t*s  impression  on  a 
multitude  of  hearts  by  which  the  people  pecoguLse 
their  favorites.  And  it  must  be  owned  that,  after  Ua 
most  intimate  associates  had  done  their  best  to  know 
liim  thoroughly  and  love  him  warmly,  they  were  dtai- 
tled  to  find  how  little  bold  he  had  upon  their  affec- 
tions. They  approved,  they  admired,  but  still  in  tluM 
moments  when  the  human  spirit  most  craves  realit;^ 
they  shrank  back  from  Gervayse  Hastings,  as  poTOV 

I.  less  to  give  them  what  they  sought.  It  was  the  feet 
I  ing  of  distrustful  regret  with  which  we  should  d^V 
1  back  the  hand  after  extending  it,  iu  an  illusive  twi- 
light, to  grasp  the  hand  of  a  shadow  upon  the  wall 
As  the  superficial  fervency  of  youth  decayed,  Hat 
peonliar  effect  of  Gervayse  Hastings's  character  grer 
more  perceptible.  His  children,  when  he  extended  Iiu 
arms,  came  coldly  to  his  knees,  but  never  climbed  tlieni 
of  their  own  accord.  His  viiie  wept  secretly,  and  al- 
most adjudged  herself  a  criminal,  because  she  shivered 
I  in  the  chill  of  his  bosom.  He,  too,  occasionally  af- 
peared  not  unconscious  of  the  chiUness  of  his  moral 
atmosphere,  and  willing,  if  it  might  he  so,  to  wanD 
himself  at  a  kindly  fire.  But  age  stole  onward  and 
i}enumhed  him  more  and  more.     As  the  hoarfrost  be- 

»gan  to  gather  on  him  his  wife  went  to  her  grave,  and 
,  was  doubtless  warmer  there ;  his  children  either  cUed 
or  were  scattered  to  different  homes  of  their  own ;  and 
old  Gervayse  Hastings,  unscathed  by  grief  —  aloitti 
but  needing  no  companionahi\),  continued  his  steady 
^        walk  through  life,  and  stiil  on  ft^eT-j  C\w" 


r 

Bat  the  ttismal  banquet.     His  privilege  as  a 

■id  become  prescriptive  now.     Had  he  claimed 

pd  of  the  table,  even  the  skeleton  would  have 

1  from  its  seat. 

',  at  the  nierry  Christmas  tide,  when  he  had 

fourscore  years   complete,  tlm  pale,  high- 

^marble-featured  old  man  once  more  entered 

frequented  hall,  with  the  same  impassive  as- 

t  had  called  forth  so  much  dissatisfied  remark 

irst    attendance.       Time,    exeept    in    matters 

tflmal,  bad  done  nothing  for  him,  either  of 

t.evil.     As  he  took  bis  place  he  threw  a  calm, 

J  glance  around  the  table,  as  if  to  ascertain 

^ttaj  guest  had  yet  appeared,  after  so  many 

sful  banquets,  who  might  impart  to  him  the 

-the  deep,  warm  secret — tlie  life  witliin  tlie 

^icb,  whether  manifested  in  joy  ov  sorrow,  is 

s  Bubstance  to  a  world  of  shadows. 

ftfriends,"  said  Gervayse  Hastings,  assuming  a 

hffbich  his  long  conversance  with  the  festival 

^  appear  natural,  "  you  are  welcome  1    I  drink 

1  in  this  cup  of  sepulchral  wine." 

ssts  replied  courteously,  but  still  in  a  manner 

L  them  unable  to  receive  the  old  man  as  a 

*£  their  sad  fraternity.     It  may  be  well  to 

ider  an  idea  of  the  present  company  at  the 

i  formerly  a  clergyman,  enthusiastic  in  his 
1,  and  apparently  of  the  genuine  dynasty  of 
I  Puritan  divines  whose  faith  in  their  calling, 
3  of  it,  had  placed  them  among  the 
E  the  earth.  But,  peldmg  to  the  speculative 
I  of  the  a^,  he  had  gone  astray  ivowi  "Or^  fe:ai. 
fan  ancient  faith,  and  waiuVeKA.  '•miS& 


THE   CHRISTMAS  BANQUET.  34t 


342  MOSSES  FROM  Alf  OLD  MANSE. 

cloud  region,  where  everything  was  misty  aud  deoep 
tive,  ever  mocking  him  with  a  aem.hhiiice  o£  reah^, 
but  still  dissolving  when  he  flung  himgeif  upon  it  fcrt 
support  and  rest.  His  instinct  and  early  training  do- 
mandcd  something  steadfast;  biit,  looking  forward,  ha 
behelil  vapors  piled  on  vapors,  and  behind  htm  an  ist- 
passable  gulf  between  the  man  of  yesterday  and  iy 
day,  on  the  borders  of  which  ho  paced  to  and  fro, 
sometimes  wringing  his  hands  in  agony,  and  often 
making  his  own  woe  a  theme  of  scornful  merriment. 
This  surely  was  a  miserable  man.  Next  there  wffl 
a  theorist  —  one  of  a  numerous  tribe,  although  lu 
deemed  himself  unique  since  the  creation  —  a  theoriat 
who  had  conceived  a  plan,  by  which  all  the  wretched- 
ness of  earth,  moral  and  physical,  might  be  done  away, 
and  the  bliss  of  the  millennium  at  once  acoomplishei 
But,  the  incredulity  of  mankind  debarring  him  fntW 
action,  he  was  smitt«n  with  as  much  grief  as  if  Ifaa 
I  whole  mass  of  woe  which  he  was  denied  the  opportu- 
nity to  remedy  were  crowded  into  his  own  bosom.  A 
plain  old  man  in  hlack  attracted  much  of  the  compa- 
ny's notice,  on  the  supposition  that  he  was  no  other 
than  Father  Miller,  who,  it  seemed,  had  given  himself 
Up  to  despair  at  the  tedious  delay  of  the  final  conflft- 
g'.'ation.  Then  there  was  a  man  distinguished  for  lUk 
tive  pride  and  obstinacy,  who,  a  little  while  before, 
had  possessed  immense  wealth,  and  held  the  contr^ 
of  a  vast  moneyed  interest  whicli  he  bad  wielded  in 
the  same  spirit  as  a  despotic  monarch  would  wield  the 
power  of  his  empire,  carrying  on  a  tremendous  moral 
waifare,  the  roar  and  tremor  of  which  was  felt  at  every 
fireside  in  the  land.  At  length  came  a  enishiag  rutn 
~—a  total  overthrow  of  iortune,  ^ower,  and  characW 
—  tie  eSect  of  which  on  tus  mi^ft'rwiMa,  asii.,m 
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h  noble  and  lofty  nature,  might  have  entitled 
place,  not  merely  at  our  festival,  but  among 
of  Pandemonium. 

a  modem  pbilauthropist,  who  had  become 
sensible  of  the  calamities)  of  thousands  an<l 
his  fellow-creatures,  and  of  the  impraetica- 
any  general  measures  for  their  relief,  that 
heart  to  do  what  little  good  lay  immediately 
power,  but  contented  himself  with  being  mis- 
sympathy.     Kear  him  sat  a  gentleman  in  a 
it  hithexto  unprecedented,  but  o£  wliich  the 
icpooh   probably  affords  numerous  examples. 
JDe  be  was  of  capacity  to  read  a  newspaper, 
0  had  prided  himself  on  his  consistent  ad- 
one  political  party,  but,  in  the  confusion  of 
ir  days,  ha^l  got  bewildered  and  knew  not 
its  his  party  was.     This  wretched  condition, 
ly  desolate  and  disheartening  to  a  man  who 
accustomed  himself  to  merge  his  individu- 
he  mass  gf  a  gjeat  body,  can  only  be  con- 
auch  as  have  experienced  it.     His  next  com- 
as a  popular  orator  who  had  lost  his  voice, 
it  was  pretty  much  all  that  he  had  to  lose  — 
n  into  a  state  of  hopeless  melancholy.     The 
likewise  graced  by  two  of  the  gentler  sex : 
rstarved,  consumptive  seam  stress,  the  repre- 
pf  thousands  just  as  wretched ;  the  other,  a 
nnemployed  energy,  who  found  herself  in 
with  nothing  to  achieve,  nothing  to  enjoy, 
ig    even    to    sufEer.      She    had,    therefore, 
ilf  to  the  verge  of  madness  by  dark  brood- 
the  wrongs  of  her   sex,  and  its   exclusion 
■oper   field   of  action.      Tbe  xo\i.  oi  ^^.'i^a 
ipJete,  a  side  table  \iaA.  \««n.  «^  ^"S-. 
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three  or  four  disappointed  office  seekers,  wilii  Iiearti 
ae  aick  as  death,  whom  the  stewards  had  admitted 
partly  because  their  calamities  really  entitled  them 
to  entrance  here,  and  partly  tliat  they  were  in  eaperaal 
need  of  a,  good  dinner.  There  waa  likewise  a  home- 
less dog,  with  his  tail  between  his  legs,  licking  up  lift 
crumbs  and  gnawing  the  fragments  of  the  feaat, — 
such  a  melancholy  cur  as  one  sometimes  sees  abont 
the  BtroGts  without  a  master,  and  willing  to  follow  the 
first  that  will  accept  his  service. 

In  their  own  way,  these  were  as  wretched  a  set  of 
people  a^  ever  had  assembled  at  the  festival.  There 
they  sat,  with  the  veiled  skeleton  of  the  founder  hold- 
ing aloft  the  cypress  wreath  at  one  end  of  the  tabh, 
I  and  at  the  other,  wrapped  in  furs,  the  withered  Qgim 
[  of  Gervayse  Hastings,  stately,  calm,  and  cold,  im- 
pressing the  company  with  awe,  yet  so  little  intereit- 
ing  theic  sympathy  that  he  might  have  vanished  into 
thin  air  withoiit  their  once  exclaiming,  *'  Whither  is 
he  gone  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  the  philanthropist,  addressing  the  oH 
man,  "  you  hav3  been  so  long  a  guest  at  thia  atuiiul 
festival,  and  have  thus  been  conversant  with  so  many 
varieties  of  human  aiRiction,  that,  not  improbably,  jon 
have  thence  derived  some  great  and  important  IfS- 
sons.  How  blessed  were  your  lot  could  you  reveal  t 
secret  by  which  all  this  mass  of  woe  might  he  re- 
moved I " 

"  I  know  of  but  one  misfortune,"  answered  Getnjw 
Hastings,  quietly,  "  and  that  is  my  own." 

"Your  own!"  rejoined  the  philanthropbt.  "And 
looking  back  on  your  serene  and  prosperous  life,  hon 
i?an  you  claim  to  be  the  sole  vnaiattvYQate  of  the  humai 


^^^oa 


THE  CHRISTMAS  BANQUET. 


845" 


will  not   understand   it,"   replied  Gerveysa 
Tastings,  feebly,  and  with  a  BingTiIar   ineificiency  of 
ronunciation,  and    sometimea    putting  one  word  for 
nother.     "  None  have  understood  it  —  not  even  those    > 
rho  experience  the  liku.     It  ia  a  chilliness  —  a  waut 
f  earnestness  —  a  feeling   as  if  what  should  he  my 
eart  were  a  thing  of  vapor  —  a  haunting  pereeption 
f  unreality !     Thus  seeming  to  jHJssess  all  that  ollieff 
len  have  —  all  that  men  aim  at  —  1  have  really  po»-   I 
essed  nothing,  neither  joy  nor  griefs.     All  things,  all   I 
crsons — as  was  truly  said  to  me  at  this  table  long 
nd  long  ago  —  have  been  like  shadows  flickering  on  ■ 
lie  wall.     It  was  so  with  my  wife  and   children  — 
fitli  those  who  seemed  my  friends :  it  is  so  witli  your- 
slves,  whom  I  see  now  Iwfore  me.     Neitlier  have  I  ' 
lyself  any  real  existence,  but  am  a  shadow  like  the 
eat." 

"  And  how  IS  it  with  your  views  of  a  future  life  7  "  I 
iquired  the  speculative  clergyman.  | 

*'  Worse  than  with  you,"  said  the  old  man,  in  a  i 
ollow  and  feeble  tone ;  "  for  I  cannot  conceive  it  | 
amesHy  enough  to  feel  either  hope  or  fear.  Miiia  ' 
—  mine  is  the  wetchedness  !  This  cold  heart  —  this  J 
nreal  life  I     Ah  \  it  grows  colder  still."  '] 

It   BO   chanced  that   at  this   juncture   the  decayed  | 
gaments   of   the   skeleton   gave   way.  and   the   dry   I 
ones  fell  together  in  a  heap,  thus  causing  the  dusty 
Teath  of  cypress  to  drop  ii|)on  the  table.     The  atten-   i 
■on  of  the  company  being  thus  diverted  for  a  single   | 
istant  fi-om  Gervayse   Hastings,  they  perpeivcd.  on 
inung  again  towards   him,  that  the   old   man   had 
ndei^ne   a   change.      His    shadow   had   ceased  to 
Lcker  on  the  wall. 
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asked 


"  Well,   Roaina,   what  is  your   criticiEm  ? 
Hoderick  as  ht;  rolled  up  the  manuscript. 

•'  Frankly,  your  Buctess  ia  by  no  means  complete," 
replied  ahe.  "■  It  is  true,  I  have  au  idea  of  the  charat^ 
ter  you  endeavor  to  dcacribe ;  but  it  is  rather  by  diut 

I  of  my  own  thought  than  your  expression. 

"  That  is  unavoidable,"  observed  the  sculptor,  "  be- 

I  cause  the  chara<!teriatiL'B  are  all  negative.  If  Gerv^W 
Hastings  could  have  imbibed  one  human  grief  at  lite 
gloomy  banquet,  the   task  of  describing  him  wosld 

I  have  b&en  infinitely  easier.  Of  anch  persons  —  and 
we  do  meet  with  these  moral  monaters  now  and  then 
—  it  is  flifficult  to  conceive  how  they  came  to  esiat 
here,  or  what  there  is  in  them  capable  of  existcace 
hereafter.  They  seem  to  be  on  the  outside  of  everj- 
thing ;  and  notliing  wearies  the  soul  more  than  an 
attempt  to  comprehend  them  within  its  grasp. 


DROWNE'8  WOODEN  IMAGE. 

One  sunshiny  morning,  in  the  good  old  times  of  the 
3wn  of  Boston,  a  young  carver  in  wood,  well  known 
y  the  name  of  Drowne,  stood  contemplating  a.  large 
aken  log,  which  it  wait  his  pnrpose  to  convert  into 
be  figure-head  of  a  vessel.  And  while  he  discussed  ] 
'ithin  his  own  mind  what  sort  of  shape  or  similitude 
;  were  well  to  bestow  upon  this  excellent  piece  of 
imber,  there  came  into  Drowne's  workshop  a  cer- 
ain  Captain  Hunuewell,  owner  and  commander  of 
he  good  brig  called  the  Cynosure,  which  had  juBt 
etumed  from  her  first  voyage  to  Fayal. 

"  Ah  I  that  will  do,  Drowne,  that  will  do  1 "  cried  I 
he  jolly  captain,  tapping  the  log  with  his  rattan.  "  I  [ 
espeak  this  very  piece  of  oak  for  the  figure-head  of  I 
lie  Cynosure.  She  has  shown  herself  the  sweetest 
raft  that  ever  floated,  and  I  mean  to  decorate  her 
irow  with  the  handsomest  image  that  the  skill  of  man  j 
an  cut  out  of  timber.  And,  Drowne,  you  are  the  I 
«llow  to  execute  it." 

"  You  give  me  more  credit  than  I  deserve.  Captain  ] 
Sunnewell,"  said  the  carver,  modestly,  yet  as  one  con- 
wious  of   eminence  in  his  art.      "But,  for  the  salte  1 
3f  the  good  brig,  I  stand  ready  to  do  my  best.     And  | 
which   of  these   designs  do  you  prefer?      Here,"  — 
pointing  to  a  staring,  half-length   figure,  in   a  white 
«Tg  and  scarlet  coat,  —  "  here  is  an  excellent  model, 
Jie  likeness  of  our  gracious  king.     Here  is  the  valiant 
Admiral  Vernon,     Or,  if  you  preier  a,  lerosift  ^^™**- J 
hatsajryoa  to  Britannia  with  tlie  triieaXil" 
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"  All  very  fine,  Drowne ;  all  very  fine,"  answered 
the  mariner.  "  But  as  nothing  like  the  brig  ever 
Hwaiu  the  ocean,  so  I  am  dL-tennined  she  shall  have 
such  a  figure-head  as  old  Neptune  never  aaw  in  his 
life.  And  what  is  more,  as  there  U  a  secret  in  tl« 
matter,  yon  must  pledge  yoiir  credit  not  to  betray  it" 
"  Certainly,"  said  Drowne,  marvelling,  however,  what 
possible  mystery  there  could  be  in  reference  to  an  af- 
fair so  open,  of  necessity,  to  the  inspection  of  all  tlte 
world  as  the  figure-head  of  a  vessel.  "  Tou  may  de- 
pend, cajitain,  on  my  being  as  secret  as  the  nature  of 
the  case  will  permit." 

Captain  Hunnewell  then  took  Drowne  by  tie  hat 
ton,  and  communicated  his  wishes  in  so  low  a  tone 
that  it  would  be  unmimnerly  to  repeat  what  was  evi- 
dently intended  for  the  carver's  private  ear.  We 
shall,  therefore,  take  the  opportunity  to  give  the  reader 

'  a  few  desirable  particulars  about  Drowne  himself. 
He  was  the  first  American  who  is  known  to  have  at- 
tempted —  in  a  very  humble  line,  it  is  true  —  that  aii 
in  which  we  can  now  reckon  so  mftny  names  alreaJj 
distinguished,  or  lising  to  distinction.  From  his  ear- 
liest boyhood  he  had  exhibited  a  knack —  for  it  would 
be  too  proud  a  word  to  call  it  genius  —  a  knack,  there- 
fore, for  the  imitation  of  the  htunan  figure  in  what 

'  ever  material  came  most  readily  to  hand.  The  snows 
of  a  New  England  winter  had  often  supplied  him  wiA 
a  species  of  marble  as  dazzingly  white,  at  least,  as  the 
Parian  or  the  Carrara,  and  if  less  durable,  yet  suffi- 
ciently so  to  correspond  with  any  claims  to  permanent 
existence  possessed  by  the  boy's  frozen  statues.  Yet 
they  won  admiration  from  maturer  judges  than  ias 
gobool  -  fellows,  and  were  indtftd,  remarkably  devef^ 

though   destitute    of  the  na^ve  -wa.rta'OB  'Onait^^H 
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B  the  snow  melt  beneath  his  haud.  As  he 
i  in  life,  the  young  man  adopted  pine  and  oak 
le  materials  for  the  display  of  his  skiU,  which 
1  to  bring  hun  a  return  of  solid  silver  as  well 
empiy  praise  that  had  been  an  apt  reward 
r  his  productions  of  evanescent  snow.  He 
^oted  for  carving  ornamental  pump  heads, 
oden  urns  for  gate  posts,  and  decorations, 
otesque  than  fanciful,  for  mantelpieces.  No 
iry  would  have  deemed  himself  in  tlie  way  of 
',  custom  without  setting  up  a  gilded  mortar. 
Lead  of  Galen  or  Hippocrates,  from  the  skil- 
l,  of  Drowne. 

^e  great  scope  of  his  business  lay  in  the  manu- 
(rf  figure-heads  for  vessels,  Whether  it  were 
u-ch  himself,  or  some  famous  British  admiraJ 
al,  or  the  governor  of  the  province,  or  per- 
le  favorite  daughter  of  the  ship-owner,  there 
■e  stood  above  tlie  prow,  decked  out  in  gor- 
Dlors,  magnificently  gilded,  and  staring  the 
H'ld  out  of  countenance,  as  if  from  an  innate 
Bness  of  its  own  supei-ioiity.  These  specimens 
i  sculpture  had  crossed  the  sea  in  all  direo- 
1  been  not  ignobly  noticed  among  the  crowded 
f  of  the  Thames  and  wherever  else  the  hardy 
1  of  New  England  hjid  pushed  their  adven- 
tt  must  be  confessed  that  a  family  likeness 
i  these  respectable  progeny  of  I>rowne's  skill ; 
benign  countenance  of  the  king  resembled 
"  'b  subjects,  and  that  Miss  I*eggy  Hobart.  the 
t'B  daughter,  bore  a  remarkable  similitude  to 
,  Victory,  and  other  ladies  of  the  allegoric 
, ;  and,  finaUy,  that  they  aW  WA  a  Vwii  «A 
twbicb  proved  an  intuflate  Te\aSaQt*^fi'^ 
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with  the  unshaped  blocks  of  timber  in  the  carvert 
workshop.  But  at  least  there  was  no  inconsiderabis 
skill  of  hand,  nor  a  deficiency  of  any  attribute  to  ren- 
der them  really  works  of  art,  except  that  de*p  qual- 
ity, be  it  of  soul  or  intellect,  which  bestows  life  upon 
the  lifeless  and  wannth  upon  the  cold,  and  which,  had 
it  been  present,  would  have  made  Drowne's  wooden 
image  instinct  with  spirit. 

The  captEun  o£  the  C3fnoBure  had  now  fmished  Hi 
instruction  9. 

"And  Drowne,"  said  he,  impressively,  "you  must 
lay  aside  all  other  business  and  set  about  this  fortt 
with.  And  as  to  the  price,  only  do  the  job  in  first- 
rate  style,  and  you  shall  settle  that  point  yourself," 

"Very  well,  captain,"  answered  the  carver,  who 
looked  grave  and  somewhat  perplexed,  yet  had  a  sort 
of  smile  upon  Ma  visage ;  "  depend  upon  it,  I  'D  do  mj 
utmost  to  satisfy  you." 

From  that  moment  the  men  of  taste  about  Long 
Wharf  and  the  Town  Dock  who  were  wont  to  show 
their  love  for  the  arts  by  frequent  visits  to  Drowne's 
workshop,  and  atlniiration  of  his  wooden  images,  be- 
I  ga,n  to  be  sensible  of  a  mystery  in  the  carver's  con- 
duct. Often  he  was  absent  in  the  dajiiine.  Some- 
times, as  might  be  judged  by  gleams  of  light  from  the 
shop  windows,  he  was  at  work  until  a  late  hour  of  tbe 
evening ;  although  neither  knock  nor  voice,  on  sock 
occasions,  could  gain  admittance  for  a  visitor,  or  elicit 
ajiy  word  of  response.  Nothing  remarkable,  however, 
was  observed  in  the  shop  at  those  hours  when  it  w» 
thrown  open,  A  fine  piece  of  timber,  indeed,  whioh 
Drowne  was  known  to  have  reserved  for  some  woric 
of  especial  dignity,  was  seen  to  \w;  ^eaA»ail"3  ajasumi 
Mhape.     What  shape  it  was  deatmei  vi.&ifi^^ 
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problem  to  his  friends  and  a  point  on  which  the 
■vex  himself  preserved  a  rigid  silenue.  But  day  af-  ' 
day,  though  Drowne  was  st'ldom  noticed  in  the  act 
working  upon  it,  this  nide  form  began  to  he  devel- 
id  until  it  became  evident  to  all  observers  that  a 
oale  figure  was  growing  into  mimic  life.  At  each 
w  visit  they  beheld  a  laiger  pile  of  wooden  chips 
d  a  nearer  approximation  to  something  beautiful, 
seemed  as  if  the  hamadiyad  of  the  oak  had  shel- 
■ed  herself  from  the  unimaginative  world  within  the 
art  of  her  native  tree,  and  that  it  was  only  necessary 
remove  the  strange  shapelcssness  that  had  incrust^d 
r,  and  reveal  the  grace  and  loveliness  of  a  divinity, 
iperfect  as  the  design,  the  attitude,  the  costume,  and 
►ecially  the  face  of  the  image  still  remained,  there 
a  alrea*ly  au  effect  that  drew  the  eye  from  the  wooden 
vemess  of  Drowne's  earlier  productions  and  fixed  it 
an  the  tantalizing  mystery  of  this  new  project. 
Copley,  the  celebrated  painter,  then  a  young  man 
i  a  resident  of  Boston,  came  one  day  to  visit  Drowne ; 
■  he  had  rticognized  so  much  of  moderate  ability  in 
!  carver  as  to  induce  him,  in  the  dearth  of  profes-  j 
nal  sympathy,  to  cultivate  his  acquaintance.  On 
bering  the  shop,  the  artist  glanced  at  the  inflexible 
age  of  king,  commander,  dame,  and  allegory,  that 
od  around,  on  the  best  of  which  might  have  been 
stowed  the  questionable  praise  that  It  looked  as  if  a 
ing  man  had  here  been  changed  to  wood,  and  that 
t  only  the  physical,  but  tlio  intellectual  and  spiritual 
rt,  partook  of  the  stolid  transformation.  But  in  not 
liagle  instance  did  it  seem  as  if  the  wood  were  im- 
ling  the  ethereal  essence  of  humanity.  What  awide 
.tinction  ia  here.'  and  how  f at  wouii  \iie.  ^^tAR* 
•tion  of  the  latter  merit  have  outvaVueA,  "ilBfii  MSsosfl* 
f  the  former !  J 
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"  My  friend  Drowne,"  said  Copley,  smiling  to  liiiB' 
self,  but  alluding  to  tlic  nteclianical  and  wooden  devo^ 
nesa  that  so  invariably  distinguished  the  images,  "  j»m 
are  really  a  ramarkahle  persoti !  I  have  seldom  met 
with  a  man  in  your  Hue  of  buainess  that  could  do  go 
much  ;  for  one  other  touch  might  make  this  figure  of 
General  Wolfe,  for  instance,  a  breathing  and  inhJIi- 
gent  human  creature." 

"  You  would  have  me  think  that  you  are  praising  me 
highly,  Mr.  Copley,"  answered  Drowne,  tnming  liia 
back  upon  Wolfe's  image  in  appaient  disgust.  '■  But 
there  has  come  a  light  into  my  mind.  I  know,  what 
you  know  as  well,  that  the  one  touch  which  you  speak 
of  as  deficient  is  the  only  one  that  would  be  tmly  vat 
liable,  and  that  without  it  these  works  of  mine  are  do 
better  thau  wortliless  abortions.  There  is  the  same 
difference  between  them  and  the  works  of  an  inspired 
artist  as  between  a  sign-post  daub  and  one  of  your 
best  pictures." 

'*  This  is  strange,"  cried  Copley,  looking  him  in  ths 
face,  which  now,  as  the  painter  fancied,  had  a  singular 
depth  of  intelligence,  though  hitherto  it  had  not  given 
him  greatly  the  advantage  over  his  own  family  of 
wooden  images.  "  What  has  come  over  you?  How 
is  it  that,  possessing  the  idea  which  you  have  now  ut- 
tered, you  should  produce  only  such  works  as  these?" 

The  carver  smiled,  but  made  no  reply,  Coplej 
turned  again  to  the  images,  conceiving  that  the  sense 
of  deficiency  which  Drowne  had  just  ejcpressed,  anil 
whieli  is  so  rare  in  a  merely  mechanical  character, 
must  surely  imjily  a  genius,  the  tokens  of  which  had 
heretofore  been  overlooked.  But  no ;  there  was  not  S 
flat'e  of  it.  lie  was  abovit  to  vdthdiaw  wheu  his  eye* 
oimneed  to  fall  upon  a  Uaii-Oift\eVo"^i.  ?i.'gosi&  ■«^ 
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ler  of  the  workshop,  surrounded  by  scattered 
ij>s  of  oak.  It  arrested  him  at  once. 
"  What  is  here  ?  Who  has  done  this  ?  "  he  broko 
t,  after  contemplating  it  in  speechless  astonishment 
r  an  instant.  "  Here  is  the  divine,  the  life-giying 
uch.     What  inspired  hand  is  beckoning  this  wood 

arise  and  live?     Whose  work  is  this?  " 

**No  man's  work,"  replied  Drowne.     "The  figure 

:s  within  that  block  of  oak,  and  it  is  my  businesH  to 

id  it." 

*'  Drowne,"  said  the  true  artist,  grasping  the  carver 

rventJy  by  the  hand,  "  you  are  a  man  of  genius! " 

As  Copley  departed,  happening  to  glance  backward 

jm  the  threshold,  he  beheld  Drowne  bending  over 

E  half-created  shape,  and  stretching  forth  hb  arms 

if  he  would  have  embraced  and  drawn  it  to  his 
art ;  while,  had  such  a  mirajide  beeu  possible,  hia 
untenance  expressed  passion  enough  to  communicate 
bFtntfa  and  sensibility  to  the  lifeless  oak. 
"  Strange  enough '. "  said  the  artist  to  himself.  "  Who 
mid  have  looked  for  a  inodtTU  Pygmalion  iJi  the  per- 
)  of  a  Yankee  mechanic  !  " 

As  yet,  the  image  was  but  vague  in  its  outward  pre- 
itment;  so  that,  as  in  the  cloud  shapes  around  the 
stem  sun,  the  observer  rather  felt,  or  was  led  to  im- 
ine,  than  really  saw  what  was  intended  by  it.     Day 

day,  however,  the  work  assumed  greater  precision, 
d  settled  its  irre^ar  and  misty  outline  into  ilis- 
ict«r  grace  and  beauty.  The  general  design  was 
vious  to  the  common  eye.  It  was  a  female  figure,  in 
lat  appeared  to  be  a  foreign  dress ;  the  gown  being 
ted  over  the  bosom,  and  ojtening  in  front  so  as  to  dis- 
«e  a  skirt  or  petticoat,  tlie  folds  an<\.  \i:\ec\oa!a!Aea  ^A 
i  admirably  represented  in  tVie  otJtoaifc' 
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IBtanoe.  She  wore  a  hat  of  singular  gracefulnesa,  and 
abundantly  laden  with  flowers,  such  as  never  grew  in 
tlie  rude  soil  of  New  England,  but  which,  with  all  their 
fancifid  luxuriance,  had  a  natural  truth  that  it  seemed 
impossible  for  the  most  fertile  im^;inatiou  to  have  at- 
I  tained  without  copying  from  real  prototypes.  Then 
were  several  little  appendages  to  ih\n  dress,  such  38 1 
fan,  a  pair  of  ean-inga,  a  chain  about  the  neck,  a  watch 
in  the  bosom,  and  a  ring  upon  the  finger,  all  of  whiuh 
;  woidd  have  been  deemed  beneath  the  dignity  of  sculf^ 
ture.  They  were  put  on,  however,  with  as  much  taste 
as  a  lovely  woman  might  have  shown  in  her  attire,  and 
,  could  tJierefore  have  shocked  none  but  a  judgment 
,  spoiled  by  artistic  ndea. 

The  face  was  still  imperfect ;  hut  giadually,  by  a 
ma^c  touch,  intelligence  and  sensibility  brightened 
through  the  features,  with  all  the  elf ect  of  fight  gleam- 
ing forth  from  within  the  solid  oak.  The  face  beeiUM. 
alive.  It  waa  a  beautifid,  though  not  p^et^isely  tegti- 
lar  and  somewhat  haughty  aspect,  but  with  a  certain 
piquancy  about  the  eyes  and  moutli,  which,  of  all  ta- 
pressions,  would  have  seemed  the  most  impossible  to 
throw  over  a  wooden  countenance.  And  now,  ao  ttt 
as  carving  went,  this  wonderful  production  was  ooot 
plet«. 

"  Drowne,"  said  Copley,  who  had  hardly  missed  » 
single  day  in  his  visits  to  the  carver's  workshop,  "if 
this  work  were  in  marble  it  woidd  make  you  famous  il 
once ;  nay,  I  woidd  almost  aifirm  that  it  woidd  make 


the  art.  It  is  as  ideal  as  an  antiqi 
and  yet  as  real  as  any  lovely  woman  whom  one  meeti 
at  a  fireside  or  in  the  street.  But  I  trust  you  do  vA 
mean  to  desecrate  this  CKquisite  creature  with  pai>( 
Ztie  those  staring  kings  aad.ajimitai&'SQniia^V^^^ 
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Not  paint  her  ! "  exclaimed  Captain  Himnewell, 
wlio  stood  by  ;  "not  paint  this  figure^liead  of  the  Cync 
sure  I  And  what  sort  of  a  figure  Hhoiild  I  cut  in  a  for- 
eign port  with  such  an  unpainted  oaken  stick  a»  this 
over  my  prow  I  She  must,  and  she  shall,  Ire  painted- 
to  the  life,  from  the  topmost  flower  in  her  hat  down  to 
ihe  silver  spangles  on  her  slippers." 

'*  Mr.  Copley,"  said  Drowme,  quietly,  "  I  know  noth- 
ing of  marble  statuary,  and  nothing  of  the  scidptor's 
rules  of  art ;  but  of  this  wooden  image,  this  work  of 
my  hands,  this  creatine  of  my  heart,"  —  and  here  hi 
TDice  faltered  and  choked  in  a  very  aingularmanner,- 
"  of  this  — of  her  —  1  may  say  that  I  know  something', 
A  well-spring  of  inward  wisdom  gushed  within  me  as 
I  wrought  upon  the  oak  with  my  whole  strength,  and 
soul,  and  faitli.  Let  others  do  what  tliey  may  with 
marble,  and  adopt  what  rules  they  choose.  If  I  can 
produce  my  desired  effect  by  painted  wood,  those  ndes 
are  not  for  me,  and  I  have  a  right  to  disregard  them." 

"  The  very  spirit  of  genius,"  muttered  Copley  to  him- 
self. "  How  otherwise  shoidd  this  carver  feel  himself 
entitled  to  transcend  all  rules,  and  make  me  ashamed 
of  quoting  them  ?  " 

He  looked  earnestly  at  Drowne,  and  again  saw  thatJ 
expression  of  human  love  which,  in  a  spiritual 
as  the  artist  could  not  help  imagining,  was  the  secret 
of  the  life  that  had  been  breatlied  into  this  block  of 
wood. 

The  carver,  still  in  the  same  secrecy  that  marked  all 
his  operations  upon  this  mysterious  image,  proceeded 
to  paint  the  habiliments  in  their  proper  colors,  and  the 
countenance  with  Nature's  red  and  white,  \VKft"R  9S1. 
was  finished  be  t/irewopcn  his  worksYio\t,  anA  ^"ocfiftR^ 
pwas-pcople  to  btihold  what  ho  \iaA  (ioxve,    "^o*l 


I 


jl|^^tn 


[856  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 

I  persDDB,  at  tlieii  first  entrance,  felt  impelled  to  remove 
"r  hata,  and  pay  such  reverence  as  waa  due  to  the 
I  richly-dressed  and  beautiful  young  lady  who  seeiueil  to 
I  stand  in  a  comer  of  the  room,  with  oaken  chips  aiid 
[  shavings  scattered  at  her  feet.    Then  came  a  sensa^on 
n  of  fear ;  as  if,  not  being  actually  human,  yet  so  Hkl 
1  humanity,  she  must  therefore  be  something  preternab 
I  ural.     There  was,  in  truth,  an  indefinable  air  and  ex- 
pression that  might  reasonably  induce  the  query,  "Who 
and  from  what  sphere  this  daughter  of  the  oak  should 
I  be?     The  strange,  rich  flowers  of  Eden  on  her  head; 
I  the  complexion,  so  much  deeper  and  more  bnllianC 
f  than  those  of  our  native  beauties ;  the  foreign,  as  it 
'  seemed,  and  fantastic  garb,  yet  not  too  f antastac  to  b» 
worn  decorously  in  the  street ;  the  delicately-wronght 
embroidery  of  the  skiii, ;  the  broad  gold  chain  about 
I  her  neck  ;  the  curious  ring  upon  her  fingej- ;  the  fan, 
BO  exquisitely  sculptured  in  open  work,  and  painted  to 
resemble  pearl  and  ebony  ;  —  where  could  Drowne,  in 
his  sober  walk  of  Hfe,  have  beheld  the  vision  here  bo 
matchlessly  embodied  !     And  then  her  face  !     In  the 
dark  eyea,  and  around  the  voluptuous  mouth,  thijre 
played  a  look  made  up  of  pride,  coquetry,  and  a  gkais 
of  mirthfulness,  which  impressed  Copley  with  the  idea 
that  the  image  was  secretly  enjoying  the  perplexilig 
admiration  of  himself  and  other  beholders. 

"  And  will  you,"  said  he  to  the  carver,  "permit  thu 
masterpiece  to  become  the  figure-head  of  a  vessd? 
Give  the  honest  captain  yonder  figure  of  Britannia  — 
it  will  answer  his  purpose  far  better  —  and  send  tliia 
fairy  queen  to  England,  where,  for  aught  I  know,  it 
niay  bring  you  a  thousand  pounds." 
'*/  iave  not  wrought  it  for  moiiCY,"  ?,aid  Drowne. 
*'  What  sort  of  a  lellow  ia  ft^\^  '       '     ~ 
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L  Yankee,  and  tlirow  away  tlie  chance  of  makiiig  his] 
fortune !  He  has  gone  mad ;  and  thonee  has  come  this 
gleam  of  genius." 

There  was  still  further  proof  of  Drowiie's  lunacy,  K 
credit  were  due  to  the  rumor  that  he  had  been  seen 
kneeling  at  the  feet  of  the  oaken  lady,  and  gazing  witliJ 
a  lover's  passionate  ardor  into  the  face  tliat  hia  own 
hauds  had  created.  The  bigots  of  tlie  day  hinted  that 
it  would  be  no  matter  of  surprise  if  an  evil  spirit  were 
allowed  to  enter  tliis  beautiful  form,  and  seduce  the 
carver  to  deatruetion. 

The  fame  of  the  image  spread  far  and  wide.  Th4] 
inhabitants  visited  it  so  univerHallj,  that  after  a  fe* 
days  of  exhibition  there  waa  hardly  an  old  man  or  ai 
child  who  ha<l  not  become  minutely  familiar  with  lt»i 
aspect.  Even  had  the  story  of  Drowne's  wooden  im- 
ago ended  here,  its  celebrity  might  have  been  pro* 
longed  for  many  years  by  the  reminiaeences  of  those 
who  looked  upon  it  in  their  childhood,  and  saw  nothing 
else  so  beautiful  in  after  life.  But  the  town  was  now 
astotmded  by  an  event,  the  narrative  of  which  has 
formed  itself  into  one  of  the  most  singular  legends 
that  are  yet  to  be  met  witli  in  the  traditionary  chim- 
ney comers  of  the  New  England  metropolis,  whei-e  old 
men  and  wpmen  sit  dreaming  of  tlie  past,  and  wag 
their  heads  at  the  dreamers  of  the  present  and  the  fii4 
ture, 

One  fine  moniing,  just  before  the  departure  of  th( 
CjTioaure  on  her  second  voyage   to   Fayal,  the  comij 
mander  of  that  gallant  vessel  waa  seen  to  isstie  froi 
hia  residence  in    Hanover  Street.      He  was  stylishl; 
dressed  in  a  blue  broadcloth  coat,  with  f!;okl  X-asr.  a.t. 
Beams  and  button/ioJe.s,  an  embroiileTeA.  %caA&'tNi 
Mji^^S^Ogular  hat,  vnth  a  loo^  aui\  \)i:o'e.&; 
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of  gold,  and  wore  a  ajlver-hilted  hanger  at  hia  t 
But  Hie  good  captain  might  have  been  arrayed  in  tlie 
robes  of  a  prince  or  the  rags  of  a  beggar,  without  in 
either  case  atti-acting  notit'e,  while  obscured  by  such  a 
companion  as  now  leaned  ou  his  arm.     The  people  in 
the  street  started,  rubbed  their  eyes,  and  either  leaped 
aside  from  their  path,  or  stood  as  if  transfixed  to  wood 
or  mai'ble  in  astonishment. 
"  Do  you  see  it  ?  —  do  you  see  it  ?  "  cried  one,  with 
tremulous  eagerness.      "  It  is  the  veiy  same  1  " 
"The  same?"  answered  another,  who  had  arrived 
in  town  only  the  night  before.     "AVho  do  you  mean? 
I  see  only  a  eea-eaptain  in  his  shore-going  clotliea,  and 
a  young  lady  in  a  foreign  habit,  with  a  bunch  of  beau- 
tiful flowers  in  her  hat.     On  my  word,  she  is  as  fair 
and  bright  a  damsel  as  my  eyes  have  looked  on  tliis 
many  a  day ! " 
"  Yea  i  the  same !  —  the  very  ^me  I "  repeated  the 
other.     "  Drowne's  wooden  image  has  come  to  life  I " 
Here  was  a  miraele  indeed  1     Yet,  Illuminated  by 
the  sunshine,  or  darkened  by  the  alternate  shade  ot 
the  houses,  and  with  its  garments  fluttering  lightly  in 
the  morning  breeze,  there  passed  the  image  along  the 
street     It  was   exactly  and  minutely  the  shape,  the 
^^    garb,  and  the  face  which  the  towns-people  had  so  re- 
^^L  cently  tlirouged  to  see  and  admire.     Kot  a  rich  flower 
^H  upon  her  head,  not  a  single  leaf,  but  had  had  ite  proto- 
^H  type  in  Drowne's  wooden  wnrkmansliip,  although  now 
■         their  fragile  grace  had  become  flexible,  and  was  shaken 
by  every  footstep  that  the  wearer  made.     The  broad 
gold  chain  upon  the  neck  was  identical  with  the  one 
represented  on  the  image,  and   glistened  witli  the  mO- 
tion  imparted  by  the  rise  aad  tall  ot  the  bosom  whicb 
it  decorated.     A  real  diamond  aijas^ifti«^     ~ 
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BE  her  right  hand  she  bore  a  pearl  and  chony  faii,^ 
whitih  she  flourished  with  a  fantastic  and  hewitehing 
coquetry,  that  was  likewise  expressed  in  all  her  movB- 
meats  as  well  as  in  the  style  of  her  Leanty  and  the 
attire    that    so    well    harmonized   with  it.     The   fac 
with  its  brilliant  depth  of  complexion  had  the  samc^ 
piquanoy  of  niirthfid  mischief  tiiat  was  fixed  upon  t 
countenance  of  the  image,  but  which  was  here  varied 
and  continually  shifting,  yet  always   essentially  thu^ 
same,  like  the  sunny  gleam  upon  a  bubbling  fountain!  j 
On  tlie  whole,  there  was  something  so  airy  and  yet  so 
real  in  the  figure,  and  withal  so  perfectly  did  it  rep- 
resent Drowne's  image,  that  people  knew  not  whether 
to  suppose  the  magic  wood  etherealized  into  a  spiri 
or  wanned  and  softened  into  an  actual  woman. 

"  One  thing  is  certain,"  muttered  a  Puritan  of  tlu 
old  stamp,  "  Drowne  has  sold  himself  to  the  devil  n 
and  doubtless  this  gay  Captain  Hunnewell  is  a  pai 
to  the  bargain." 

"  And  I,"  said  a  young  man  who  overheard  hint^l 
"  would  almost  consent  to  be  the  third  victim,  for  t 
libei-ty  of  saluting  those  lovely  lips." 

"And  so  would  I," said  Copley,  the  painter,  "foi 
the  privilege  of  taking  her  picture." 

The  image,  or  the  appaiition,  whichever  it  might  h 
still  escorted  by  the  bold  captain,  proceeded  from  Ham 
over  Street  through  some  of  the  cross  lanes  that  males 
this  portion  of  She  town  so  intricate,  to  Ann  Streetj  J 
ihence  into  Dock  Square,  and  so  downward  to  Drowne's 
shop,  which  stood  just  on-the  water's  edge.  The  crowd 
5till  followed,  gathering  volume  as  it  rolled  along. 
Never  had  a  modem  miracle  occurred  in  such  broad 
daylight,  nor  in  the  presence  of  biw},Vi  a  mnS.'o.'wi&fe  «»^- 
yjie  airy  image,  a£  \£  coBacVoMs  "iaaX  ^b* 
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\  the  object  of  the  munnurs  and  distiirl>ani>e  that 
'  swelled  bel^d  her,  appeared  slightly  vexetl  and  flus- 
tered, yet  Etill  iu  a  mannii^r  conBistent  witli  the  light 
vivacity  Eind  sportive  udschief  that  were  written  in 
her  countenance.  She  was  observed  to  flutter  her  fan 
with  such  vehement  rapidity  that  the  elaboi-ate  deli- 
'  cacy  of  its  workmanship  gave  way,  and  it  remained 
broken  in  her  hand. 

Arriving  at  Drowne's  door,  while  the  captain  threw 

I  it  open,  the  marvellous  apparition  paused  an  isBtant 
'  on  the  threflhold,  assuming  the  very  attitude  of  the 
I  image,  and  casting  over  the  crowd  that  glance  of  sunny 
I  coquetry  which  all  remembered  on  the  face  of  tha 
I  oaken  lady.  She  and  her  cavalier  then  disappeared. 
[  "  Ah ! "  murmured  the  cuwd,  drawing  a  deep  breath, 
\  as  with  one  vast  pair  of  limgs. 
1  "  The  worid  looks  darker  now  tliat  she  has  vanished," 
I  said  some  of  the  young  men. 
I  But  the  aged,  whose  recollections  dated  as  far  back 
as  witch  times,  shook  their  heads,  and  hinted  that  our 
forefathers  woidd  have  thought  it  a  pious  deed  to  bum 
the  daughter  of  the  oak  with  fire. 

I"  If  she  be  other  than  a  bubble  of  the  elements," 
exclaimed  Copley, "  I  must  look  upon  her  face  agsun." 
He  accordingly  entered  the  shop  ;  and  there,  in  her 
usual  comer,  stood  the  image,  gazing  at  him,  as  it 
might  seem,  with  the  very  same  expression  of  mirthful 
mischief  tliat  had  been  the  farewell  look  of  the  appa- 
rition when,  but  a  moment  before,  she  tnmed  her  fsioe 
towards  the  crowd.  The  cawer  stood  beside  hia  oifr 
ation  mending  the  beautiful  fan,  which  by  some  acci- 
dent was  broken  in  her  hand.  Bnt  there  was  no 
longer  any  motion  in  the  lifelike  imajfe,  nor  any  real 
;    woman  in  the  workabop,  nor  eveu ' 
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■hadow,  that  might  have  deluded  people's  eyes 
itted  along  the  street.     Captain  Huimewell,  too, 
nished.     His  hoarse  sea-breezy  tones,  however, 
tdible  on  the  other  aide  of  a  door  that  opened 
IB  water, 
down  in  the  stern  sheets,  my  lady,"  Bfud  the 
captain.     "  Come,  bear  a  hand,  you  lubbers, 
us  on  board  in  the  turning  of  a  minute-glass." 
then  waa  heard  the  stroke  of  oars, 
iwne,"  said  Copley  with  a  smile  of  intelligence, 
ive  been  a  ti'uly  fortunate  man.     WTiat  painter 
ary  ever  had  such  a  subject  1     Ko  wonder  that    ' 
pired  a  genius  into  you,  and  first  created  the    [ 
rho  afterwards  created  her  image."  ' 

le  looked  at  hiiu  with  a  visage  tliat  i>ore  the 
tears,  but  from  wliicli  the  light  of  imagina- 
sensibility,  so  recently  illuminating  it,  had 
id.  He  was  again  the  mechanical  cai-ver  that 
ibeen  known  to  be  all  his  lifetime. 
iftrdly  understand  what  youmean,  Mr.  Copley," 

putting  his  hand  to  his  brow,  "  This  image  I  ^ 
have  been  my  work?  Well,  I  have  wrought  it  I 
id  of  dream ;  and  now  that  I  am  broad  awake  i 
set  about  finishing  yonder  figure  of  Admiral 

forthwith  he  employed  liimself  on  the  stolid 
anee  of  one  of  his  wooden  progeny,  and  oom- 
Ui  in  his  own  mechanical  style,  from  which  he 
per  known  afterwarils  to  deviate.  He  followed 
^ess  industriously  for  many  years,  acquired  a 
Bnee,  and  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life  attained 
Joified  station  in  the  church,  being  remembered 
and  traditions  as  Deacon  T>To'«'cvft, *(\ifeCKs^'«- 
KJti«ns,au  Indian  ciaeii^A^^^*^"^^"** 
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I  stood  during  the  better  part  of  a  century  on  the  cupola 
of  the  Province  House,  bedazzling  the  eyes  of  those 
Tfho  looked  upivard,  like  an  angel  of  the  sim.     Anodiei 
work  of  the  good  deacon's  hand  —  a  reduced  likenesg 
I   of  hia  friend  Captain  Hunnewell,  holding  a  telescope 
'   and  quadrant — may  be  seen  to  this  day.  at  the  comer 
of  Broad  and  State  streets,  serving  in  the  useful  capac- 
ity of  sign  to  the  shop  of  a  nautical  instrument  maker. 
We  know  not  how  to  account  for  the  inferiority  of  this 
quaint  old  figure,  as  compared  with  the  recorded  excel- 
lence of  the  Oaken  Lady,  unless  on  the  supposition 
that  in  every  human  spirit  there  is  imagination,  aenai- 
bility,  creative  power,  genius,  which,  according  to  eir- 
B^l     cumstancea,  may  either  be  developed  in  this  world,  or 
Hi     shrouded  in  a  mask  of  dulness  until  another  state  of 
IJ     being.     To  our  friend  Drowne  there  came  a  brief  sea- 
son of  excitement,  kindled  by  love.     It  rendered  him 
a  genius  for  that  one  occasion,  but,  quenched  in  disap- 
pointment, left  hitn  again  the  mechanical  carver  in 
wood,  without  the  power  even  of  appreciating  the  work 
that  his  own  hands  hati  wrought.     Yet  who  can  douht 
that  the  very  highest  state  to  which  a  human  spirit 
can  attain,  in  its  loftiest  aspirations,  is  its  truest  aod 
most  natural  state,  and  that  Drowne  was  more  consists 
cnt  with  himself  when  he  wrought  tlie  admirable  fig- 
■  . ,  ure  of  the  mysterious  lady,  than  when  he  perpetrated 
H^  !  a  whole  progeny  of  blockheads  ? 
H  There  was  a  rumor  in  Boston,  about  this  period,  that 

H  '  a  young  Portuguese  lady  of  i-ank,  on  some  occasion  of 
H  political  or  domestic  disqiuetude,  had  fled  from  her 
^mi  home  in  Fayal  and  put  herself  under  the  protection  of 
^H  Captain  Humiewell,  on  board  of  whose  vessel,  and  at 
^^^  whose  residence,  she  was  sheltered  until  a  change  of 
^^^affairs.  Thia  fair  stranger  in.u%\.  W4e\w.ea.  'Oa&  «a^u 
t.      aal  of  Z>n>wiie's  Wooden  ln\ii^Q.  ^^jH 
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^  OEAVE  figure,  with  a  pair  of  mysterious  spectacles 
pis  Qose  and  a  pen  behind  his  ear.  was  seated  at  a 
*fcsk  in  t)ie  comer  of  a  metropolitan  office.    The  apart- 
ment was  fitted  up  with  a  counter,  and  furnished  with 
an  oaken  cabinet  and  a  chair  or  two,  in  simple  and 
business-like  style.     Aromid  the  walls  were  stuck  ad-J 
vertisements  of  articles  lost,  or  articles  wanted,  or  ap* 
ticles  to  be  disposed  of ;  in  one  or  another  o£  whid 
classes  were  comprehended  nearly  all  the  convenience 
or  otherwise,  that  the  imagination  of  man   has  con«i 
trivod.      The  interior  of  the   room  was  thrown  intol 
shadow,  partly  by  the  (all  edifices  that  rose  on  the  op-4 
posite  side  of  the  street,  and  partly  by  the  immense  ff 
show  bills  of  blue  and  crimson  paper  that  were  ex-1 
panded  over  each  of  the  three  windows.     Undisturbed  T 
by  the  tramp  of  feet,  the  rattle  of  wheels,  the  hum  of  I 
voices,  the  shout  of  the  city  crier,  the  scream  of  the  I 
Dcwsboys,  and  other  tokens  of  the  midtitudlnous  life  4 
that  surged  along  in  front  of  the  office,  the  figure  at  I 
the  desk  pored  diligently  over  a  iolio  volume,  of  ledg-i 
er-like  size  and  aspect.     He  looked  like  the  spirit  of  a  \ 
record — the  soul  of  his  own  great  volume — made  via-.  | 
ible  in  mortal  shape. 

But  scarcely  an  instant  elapsed  without  the  appear- 
ance at  the  door  of  some  individual  from  the  busy  pop- 
ulation whose  vicinity  was  manifested  by  so  much  buzz, 
and  clatter,  and  outcry.  Now,  it  vjas  a.  VwriN\B.%  \ 
stiBtue  in  guest  o£  a,  tenement  that  sUoxiii  co'ma  ■^ 
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his  moderate  means  of  rent ;  now,  a  ruddy  Irish  gid 
from  the  banks  of  Killamey,  wandering  from  kitchen 
to  kitchen  of  our  land,  while  her  heart  still  hung  in  tlw 
peat  smoke  of  her  native  cottage  ;  now,  a  single  gen- 
tleman looking  out  for  economical  board ;  and  now  — 
for  this  establishment  offered  an  epitome  of  worldly 
purBiiits  —  it  was  a  faded  beauty  inquiring  for  her  lost 
hloom  ;  or  Peter  Sehlemihl  for  bh  lost  shadow;  or  BD 
author  of  ten  years'  standing  for  his  vanished  repota- 
.tion ;  or  a  moody  man  for  yesterday's  sunshine. 

At  the  next  lifting  of  the  latch  there  entered  a  pa- 
son  with  his  hat  awry  upon  his  head,  his  clothes  f&c- 
versely  Ul  suited  to  his  form,  his  eyes  staring  in  dtreo- 
fions  opposite  to  their  inteUigeuce,  and  a  certain  odd 
iin suitableness  pervading  his  whole  figure.  Wherever 
he  might  chance  to  be,  whether  in  palace  or  cottagB, 
church  or  market,  on  land  or  sea,  or  even  at  ids  own 
fireside,  he  must  have  worn  the  characteristic  expi«8- 
sion  of  a  man  out  of  his  right  place. 

This,"  inquired  he,  putting  his  question  in  Hu 
form  of  an  assertion,  "  this  is  the  Central  Intdligenoe 
Office?" 

"  Even  BO,"  answered  the  figure  at  the  desk,  turning 
another  leaf  of  his  volume ;  he  then  looked  the  appU- 
cant  in  the  face  and  said  briefly,  "  Your  business  ?  " 

"  I  want."  said  the  latter,  with  tremulous  eanieat- 
nesa,  "  a  place ! " 

"A  place  I  and  of  what  nature  ?  "  asked  the  Intuit 
gencer.  "  There  are  many  vacant,  or  soon  to  be  w, 
some  of  which  will  probably  suit,  since  they  range  from 
that  of  a  footman  up  to  a  seat  at  the  council  hoar<l,  or 
in  the  cabinet,  or  a  throne,  or  a  presidential  cliair." 

The  stranger  stood  pondering  before  the  desk  witi 
an    unquiet,  dissatisfied,  ais  —  *  isii. 


THE  INTELLIGENCE  OFFICE.  a 

boart,  expressed  by  a  slight  contortion  of  the  brow 
ail  earnestness  of  glanoe,  that  asked  and  expected,  jet 
continnally  wavered  as  if  distrusting.  In  short,  he  evi- 
dently wantetl,  not  in  a  physical  or  intellectiial  senset 
but  with  an  iirgent  moral  necessity  that  is  the  hard- 
est of  all  things  to  satisfy,  since  it  knows  not  its  own 
object. 

"  Ah,  you  mistake  me  !  "  said  he  at  length,  with  a 
gesture  of  nervous  impatience.  "  Either  of  the  places 
you  mention,  indeed,  might  answer  my  purpose 
more  probably,  none  of  them.  I  want  my  place  !  my 
own  place  I  my  true  place  in  the  world  I  my  proper 
sphere !  my  thing  to  do,  which  nature  intended  me  to 
perform  when  she  fashioned  me  thus  awiy,  and  which 
I  have  vainly  sought  all  my  lifetime  1  Whether  it  be 
a  footman's  duty  or  a  king's  is  of  little  consequence, 
80  it  be  naturally  mine.     Can  you  help  me  here?  " 

"I  will  enter  your  application,"  answered  the  In- 
telligencer, at  the  same  time  writing  a  few  lines  in  his 
volume.  "  But  to  undertake  such  a  business,  I  tell 
you  frankly,  is  quite  apart  from  the  ground  covered  by 
my  official  duties.  Ask  for  something  specific,  and  it 
may  doubtless  be  negotiated  for  you  on  your  compli- 
ance with  the  conditions.  But  were  I  to  go  further,  I 
should  have  the  whole  population  of  the  city  upon  my 
shoulders  ;  since  far  the  greater  proportion  of  them 
are,  more  or  less,  in  your  predicament," 

The  applicant  sank  int«  a  fit  of  desponden*^,  and 
passed  out  of  the  door  without  again  lifting  his  eyes ; 
and.  if  he  died  of  the  disappointment,  he  was  prol>ably 
buried  in  the  wrong  tomb,  inasmuch  as  the  fatality  of 
Bueh  people  never  deserts  them,  and  whether  alive  or 
dead  they  are  invariably  out  of  place. 
•Abnoat  immediately  another  loot  vva  \«i«A  «>■' 
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thresliold.  A  youth  entered  hastily,  and  threw  a  glanoe 
around  the  office  to  ascertain  whether  the  man  of  intel- 
ligence was  alone.  He  then  approached  close  to  1^ 
desk,  blushed  like  a  maiden,  and  seemed  at  a  loss  hoff 
to  hroach  his  bnsiness. 

"  You  come  upon  an  a£fair  of  tlie  heart,"  said  the 
official  personage,  looking  into  him  through  his  mys- 
terious spectacles.  "  State  it  in  as  few  words  as  may 
be." 

"  You  are  right,"  replied  the  youth.  *'  I  have  i 
heart  to  dlsijoae  of." 

"You  seek  an  exchange?"  said  the  Intelligencer. 
"  Foolish  youth,  why  not  be  contented  with  your  own  ?  " 

"  Because,"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  losing  )m 
embarrassment  in  a  passionate  glow,  "  because  my 
heart  bums  me  with  an  intolerable  fire ;  it  tortures 
me  all  day  long  with  yearnings  for  1  know  not  whiit^ 
and  f  everitth  throbbings,  aud  the  pangs  of  a  vague  aoi- 
row ;  aud  it  awakens  me  in  the  night-time  with  a  qu^ 
when  there  is  nothing  to  be  feared.  I  caimot  endtin 
it  any  longer.  It  were  wiser  to  throw  away  Buolk  a 
heart,  even  if  it  brings  uie  nothing  in  return," 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  the  man  of  ofEce,  making  an 
entry  in  his  volume.  "  Your  affair  will  be  easily  traoa 
aoted.  This  species  of  brokerage  makes  no  ineonaid- 
erable  part  of  my  business,  and  there  is  always  a  la^ 
assortment  of  the  article  to  select  from.  Herein,  If  I 
mistake  not,  comes  a  pretty  fair  sample." 

Even  as  ho  sjKike  the  door  was  gently  and  slowly 
thrust  ajar,  afforiling  a  glimpse  of  the  slender  figure  of 
a  young  girl,  who,  as  she  timidly  entered,  seemed  M 
bring  tlie  light  and  cheerfulness  of  the  outer  atmosphere 
into  the  somewhat  gloomy  apartment.  We  know  not 
iter  errand  there,  nor  oaa  we  iCTevi  'wW^ust  "iJoa- 
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I  gave  up  hia  heart  into  her  custody.  If  so,  the 
arraagement  was  neither  Letter  norworse  than  in  niue- 
ty-niue  cases  out  of  a  hundred,  where  the  imrallel  sen- 
sibilities of  a  similaj'  age,  inipoi'tunate  affections,  and 
the  easy  satisfaction  of  characters  not  deeply  conscious 
of  themselves,  supply  the  place  of  any  prof  ounder  sym- 
pathy. 

Not  always,  however,  was  tlie  agency  of  the  passions 
and  affections  an  of&pe  of  so  little  trouble.  It  hap- 
pened rarely,  indeed,  in  proportion  to  the  cases  that 
came  under  an  ordinary  lade,  but  still  it  did  happen  — 
that  a  heai-t  was  occasionally  brought  Iiither  of  such 
exquisite  material,  so  delicately  attempered,  and  so 
curiously  wrought,  that  no  other  heart  could  be  found 
to  match  it.  It  might  almost  be  considered  a  misfor- 
tune, in  a  worldly  point  of  view,  to  be  the  possessor  of 
Biich  a  diamond  of  the  pm-est  water ;  since  in  any  rea- 
sonable probability  it  could  only  be  exchanged  for  an 
ordinary  pebble,  or  a  bit  of  cunningly-manufactured 
^Isiss,  or,  at  least,  for  a  jewel  of  native  richness,  but 
ill  set,  or  with  some  fatal  flaw,  or  an  earthy  vein  run- 
aiiig  through  its  central  lustre.  To  choose  another 
Bgure,  it  is  sad  that  hearts  which  have  their  well-spring 
in  the  inflnite,  and  contain  inexhaustible  sympathies, 
dioidd  ever  be  doomed  to  pour  themselves  into  shallow 
^aeels,  and  thus  lavish  their  rich  affections  on  the 
ground.  Strange  that  the  finer  and  deeper  nature, 
whether  in  man  or  woman,  while  possessed  of  every 
ither  delicate  instinct,  should  so  often  lack  that  most 
nvaluable  one  of  preserving  itself  from  contamination 
rith  what  is  of  a  baser  kind !  SoraetinieB,  it  is  tnie, 
he  spiritual  fountain  is  kept  pure  by  a  wisdom^  mttvsv 
tself,  and  sparkles  into  the  light  oi  Vieaveu  VvftioxA  i(* 
D  the  earthy  sti-ata  through  wluiAi  \t  VaA  ^os3q«^ 
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Qpward.  And  3onwtiin«9,  even  bere  on  earth,  die  poM 
mingles  with  the  pure,  and  the  inexhaustible  is  recom- 
peiiseil  with  the  infiiiite.  But  these  miraoleB,  thougli 
he  shoult'  claim  the  credit  of  them,  are  far  beyond  tlw 
scope  of  such  a  superficial  agent  in  human  a&irs  U 
the  figure  in  the  mysterious  spectaclea. 

Again  the  door  was  opened,  admitting  the  bustle  of 
the  city  with  a  fresher  I'everberation-  into  the  Intelli- 
gence Office.  Now  entered  a  man  of  woe-begone  and 
downcast  look ;  it  was  siich  an  aspect  as  if  he  had  lost 
the  very  soul  out  of  his  body,  and  had  traversed  all  tha 
world  over,  searching  in  the  du3t  of  the  highways,  and 
along  the  shady  footpaths,  and  beneath  the  leaves  d 
the  forest,  and  among  the  Hands  of  the  sea-shore,  b 
hopes  to  recover  it  again.  He  liad  bent  an  anxiou 
glance  along  tlie  pavement  of  the  street  as  he  easM 
hitherward ;  he  looked  also  in  the  angle  of  the  door 
step,  and  upon  the  floor  of  the  room ;  and,  finally,  com- 
ing up  to  the  man  of  Intelligence,  be  gazed  through  tlw 
inscrutable  spectacles  which  tlie  latter  wore,  aa  if  Uu 
lost  treasure  might  be  hidden  within  his  eyes. 

*'  I  have  lost "  —  he  began  ;  and  then  he  paused. 

*'  Yes,"  said  the  Intelligencer,  "  I  see  that  you  hart 
lost  —  but  what?" 

"  I  have  lost  a  precious  jewel  ] "  replied  the  iiiif<»' 
tunate  person,  "the  like  of  which  is  not  to  be  found 
among  any  prince's  treasures.  While  I  possessed  it, 
the  contemplation  of  it  was  my  sole  and  sufficient  hap- 
piness. No  price  should  have  purchased  it  of  me ;  hot 
it  has  fallen  from  my  bosom  where  I  wore  it  in  mj 
careless  wandeiings  about  the  city." 

After  causing  the  stranger  to  describe  tlie  niarl;9  of 
bis  lost  jewel,  the  Inteliigcwcet  o^^i&u*^  *  dta,WQr  of  tin 
oaken  cabinet  which  has  \>eeii  iBen.>i'3ive&.  aa  " 
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the  furniture  of  the  room.    Here  were  deposited 
latever  artictea  had  been  picked  up  in  the  streets, 
til  the  right  owners  ehoold  ehiini  theni.     It  was  a 
ange  and  heterogeneous  collection.     Not  the  least 
nark&ble  part  of  it  was  a  great  uuniber  of  wedding- 
iga,  each  one  of  which  had  been  riveted  upon  the   I 
gcr  with  holy  vowa,  and  all  the  mystic  potency  that   I 
!  most  solemn  rites  could  attain,  but  had,  neverthe- 
fi,  proved    too    slippery  for  the  wearer's  vigilance. 
le  gold  of  some  was  worn  tliin,  betokening  tlje  atfcri- 
n  of  years  of  wedlock ;  others,  glittering  from  the 
feller's  shop,  must  have  been  lost  withui  the  honey- 
ion.     There  were  ivory  tablets,  the  leaves  scribbled 
ST  with  sentiments  that  had  been  the  deepest  truths 
the  writer's  earlier  years,  but  which  were  now  quite 
[iterated  from  his  memory.     So  aerupidously  were 
dclea  preserved  in  this   depository,  that  not  e\ 
tliered  flowers  were  rejected ;  white  roses,  and  blush 
les,  and  moss  roses,  fit  emblems  of  virgin  purity  and 
imefacedness,  which  had  been  lost  or  flung  away,    | 
d  trampled  into  the  pollution  of  the  streets  ;  locks  of   i 
ir — the  golden  and  the  glossy  dark — the  long  tresses  | 
woman  and  the  crisp  curls  of  man,  signiiied  that    j 
'era  were  now  and  then  ao  heedless  of  the  faith  in-   ' 
isted  to  them  as  to  drop  its  s^-mbol  from  the  treasure   ', 
ice  of  the  bosom.     Many  of  these  things  were  i 
ed  with  perfumes,  and  perhaps  a  sweet  scent  had 
parted  from  the  Kves  of  their  former  jTOSseasors  ever  j 
ce  they  had  so  wilfully  or  negligently  lost  them, 
•re  were  gold  pencil  cases,  little  mby  hearts  with 
through    them,  bosom-pins,  pieces  of 
ind  small  articles  of  every  description,  com^ria- 
irl/oU  that  have  been  lost  smce  a\o^?.'osoKv 
'  them,  doubtless,  haA  a  Xaate-srj  aaA. » 


86P  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 

upward.  And  sonit'timcs,  even  hereon  earth,  the  pan 
mingles  with  the  pure,  and  the  inexhaustible  is  recom- 
pensed with  the  infinite.  But  these  miracles,  thongh 
he  should  claim  the  credit  of  them,  are  far  beyond  tlie 
scope  of  such  a  superficial  agent  in  human  affairs  as 
the  figure  in  the  mysterious  spectacles. 

Again  the  door  was  opened,  admitting  the  bustle  of 
the  city  with  a  fresher  reverberation'  into  the  Intelli- 
gence Office.  Now  entered  a  man  of  woe-begone  and 
downcast  look ;  it  was  such  an  aspect  as  if  he  had  lout 
the  very  sonl  out  of  his  body,  and  had  traversed  all  the 
world  over,  searching  in  the  dust  of  the  highways,  and 
along  the  shady  footpaths,  and  beneath  the  leaves  ol 
the  forest,  and  among  the  sands  of  the  sea-shore,  in 
hopes  to  recover  it  again.  He  had  bent  an  anxioni 
glance  along  the  pavement  of  the  street  aa  he  ccuoe 
hitherward ;  he  looked  also  in  tlie  angle  of  the  doof 
step,  and  upon  the  fioor  of  the  room ;  and,  finally,  com- 
ing up  to  the  man  of  InteUigence,  he  gazed  through  tin 
inscratable  spectacles  which  the  latter  wore,  ae  if  tbi 
lost  treasure  might  be  hidden  within  his  eyes. 

"  I  have  lost "  —  he  began ;  and  then  he  paused. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Intelligencer,  "  I  see  that  yon  hava 
lost  —  but  what  ?  " 

"  I  have  lost  a  precious  jewel  I "  replied  the  unf» 
timate  person,  "the  like  of  which  is  not  to  be  found 
among  any  prince's  treasures.  While  I  possessed  it, 
the  contemplation  of  it  was  my  sole  and  sufficient  h^ 
piness.  No  price  should  have  purchased  it  of  me ;  but 
it  has  fallen  from  my  bosom  where  I  wore  it  in  lof 
careless  wanderings  about  the  city." 

After  causing  tlie  sti-anger  to  describe  the  mark;  o£ 
bis  lost  jewel,  the  InteV^eucKC  OT^-atA  b,  dxa.^er  «f  tb 
cabinet  which  \wl3  \>eett  -menSaoTi^i.  i&a  \ 
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^^ttrt  of  l^e  furniture  of  the  room.    Here  were  deposited 
whatever  Brticlea  had  beeu  picked  up  in  the  streets, 
until  the  right  owners  should  claim  them.     It  was  a 
strange  and  heterogeneous  coUection.     Not  the  least 
remarkable  part  of  it  was  a  great  number  of  wedd 
rings,  each  one  of  which  had  been  riveted  upon  tl 
finger  with  holy  vows,  and  ail  the  mystic  potency  ti 
the  most  solemn  rites  could  attain,  but  had,  nevei 
less,  proved    too    slippeiy  for  the  wearer's  vigil: 
The  gold  of  some  was  worn  thin,  betokening  the  j 
tion  of  yeai's  of  wedlock ;  others,  glittering  from 
jeweller's  shop,  must  have  been  lost  within  the  hon< 
moon.     There  were  ivory  tablets,  the  leaves  scribbl 
Dver  with  sentiments  that  had  been  the  deepest  trut 
L'f  the  writer's  earlier  years,  but  wliich  were  now  quitCI] 
obliterated  from  his  memory.     So  aerupuloualy  wi 
jtiticles  preserved  in  this   depository,  that  not  eveM 
withered  flowers  were  rejected ;  white  roses,  and  bli 
roses,  and  moss  roses,  fit  emblems  of  virgin  purity 
Bhamefacedness,  which  had  been  lost  or  fiung  awaj 
and  trampled  into  the  pollution  of  the  streets ;  looks 
hair — the  golden  and  the  glossy  dark — the  long  tressM 
of  woman  and  the  crisp  curls  of  man,  signified  that 
lovers  were  now  and  tlian  so  heedless  of  the  faith  in- 
trusted to  them  as  to  drop  its  symbol  from  the  treasi 
)daoe  of  the  bosom.     Many  of  tliese  tilings  were  i 
biied  with  perfumes,  and  perhaps  a  sweet  sc^it 
departed  from  the  lives  of  their  foi-mer  possessors 
since  they  had  so  wilfidly  or  negligently  lost  them, 
Here  were  gold  pencil  cases,  little  ruby  hearts  with 
,gDlden   arrows  tlirough   them,  bosom-pins,  pierces 
I,  and  small  articled  of  every  description,  coiui^i 
f  nesrJj  all  that  have  been  Wt  &mee  a^Vitt^  la 
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"and  at  my  first  setting  out  in  life,  as  a  pooi^^ 
fmnded  youth,  I  resolved  to  make  myself  the  posaeasof 
of  such  a  luansioQ  and  estate  as  tliis,  togetlier  with  the 
abundaut  revenue  necessary  to  uphold  it,  I  have  su& 
Deeded  to  the  extent  of  my  utmost  wiiili.  And  this  is 
tlie  estate  which  1  have  now  concluded  to  dispose  of." 

'  And  your  terms  ? "  asked  the  Intelligencer,  afttr 
taking  down  the  particulars  with  which  the  strangef 
had  supplied  him. 

"  Easy,  abundantly  easy  I  "  answered  tlie  successful 
man,  smiling,  but  with  a  stem  and  almost  frightful 
contraction  of  tbe  brow,  as  if  to  quell  an  inward  pan«. 
■'  I  have  been  engaged  in  various  sorts  of  business — 
a  distiller,  a  trader  to  Africa,  an  East  India  merchant,  j 
speculator  in  the  stocks —  and,  in  the  course  of  thoM  i 
affairs,  have  contracted  an  incumbrance  of  a  c^lauii   < 
nature.     The  purchaser  of  the  estate  shall  merely  be 
required  to  assume  this  burden  to  himself." 

"  I  understand  you,"  said  the  man  of  Intelligence. 
putting  his  pen  behind  his  ear.  "  I  fear  that  no  bar- 
gain can  be  negotiated  on  these  conditions.  Veryprol^ 
ably  the  next  possessor  may  acquire  the  estate  with  a 
similar  incumbrance,  but  it  will  be  of  his  own  coo 
tracting,  and  will  not  lighten  your  biuHlen  in  the  least" 

"  And   am   I   to   live  on,"   fiercely  exclaimed  the  ' 

J  stranger,  "  with  the  dirt  of  these  accursed  acres  and  I 

I  the  granite  of  tliis  infernal  mansion  crushing  down  my  ' 

90ul  ?     How.  if  I  should  turn  the  edifice  into  an  alms- 

house  or   a    hospital,  or   tear   it    doviTi    and    buiU  a 

dmreh?  " 

"  You  can  at  least  make  tie  experiment,"  said  the 

Intelligencer ;  "  but  the  whole  matter  is  one  whSioh  yon 

must  settle  for  yourseli" 

23te  taaa  of  flrplriTBi^fti 
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a  hia  coach,  which  rattled  off  lightly  over  the  wood* 
pavements,  though  laden  with  the  weight  of  mueh  hini 
a,  stately  house,  and  pouderouH  heaps  of  gold,  all  eoi 
pitssed  into  au  evil  tronacienee. 

There  now  appeared   many  applicants   for  places 
among  the    most    notewoi-thy  of  whom  was    a  sms 
smoke-dried  figure,  who  gave  himself  out  to  be  one  ol 
the  bod  spirits  that  had  waited  upon  Doctor  Faustus 
in  his  laboratory.     He  pretended  to  show  a  certificate 
of  character,  which,  he  averred,  hatl  been  given 
by  that  famous  necromancer,  and  countei'signed  by 
eral  masters  whom  he  had  subsequently  served. 

"I  am  afraid,  my  good  friend,"  observed  the  Intel*' 
ligeueer,  "that  joiu"  chance  of  getting  a  service  is  but 
poor.  Nowadays,  men  act  the  evil  spirit  for  them- 
selves and  their  neighbors,  and  play  the  part  more^ 
effectually  than  ninety-nine  out  of  a  himdred  of  ym 
fraternity." 

But,  just  as  the  poor  tiend  was  assuming  a  vaporoUi 
consistency,  being  about  to  vanish  through  the  floor 
sad  disappointment  and  chagrin,  the  editor  of  a  poli 
cal  newspaper  chanced  to  enter  the  office  in  quest  of 
deribbler  of  party  paragraphs.     The  former  servant 
Doctor  Faustus,  with  some  misgivings  as  to  bis  i 
ciency  of  venom,  was  allowed  to  try  his  hand  in 
capacity.     Next  appeared,  likewise  seeking  a  servii 
the   mysterious  man  in  Red,   who   had  aided   Boi 
parte  in  his  ascent  to  imperial  power.     He  was  exam* 
ined  as  to  his  qualifications  by  an  aspiring  politician, 
but  finally  rejected,  as   lacking  familiarity  with  the 
sunning  taotios  of  the  present  day. 

People  continued  to  succeed  each  other  with  as  m.uft'is. 

briskness  as  if  everybody  turned,  aside,  ovA  o^  "Ocva  "ts«s 

j^  tumtdt  o£  the  city,  to  record  ViCTe  aotiiB  -w^t*^^^ 
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jBuperfluity,  or  desire.  Some  had  goods  or  posaessions, 
of  which  they  wished  to  negotiate  the  sale.  A  Cluua 
merchant  had  lost  Iuh  health  by  a  loug  residence  In 
tliat  wasting  climate.  He  very  liberally  offered  hb 
disease,  and  his  wealth  aloDg  with  it,  to  any  physieian 
who  would  rid  him  of  both  together.  A  soldier  offered 
his  wreath  of  laurels  for  as  good  a  leg  as  that  which 
it  had  cost  him  on  the  battle-field.  One  poor  weary 
wrei«h  desired  nothing  but  to  be  accommodated  with 
any  creditable  method  of  laying  down  his  life ;  for  mis- 
fortune and  pecmiiary  troubles  ha«l  so  subdned  hie 
spirits  that  he  could  no  longer  conceive  the  possibility 
of  happiness,  uor  had  the  heart  to  try  for  it.  Never- 
theless, happening  to  overhear  some  conversation  in 
the  Intelligence  Office  respecting  wealth  to  be  rapidly 
ulated  by  a  certain  mode  of  speculation,  he  re- 
Bolved  to  live  out  this  one  other  experiment  of  better 
fortune.  Many  persons  desired  to  exchange  their 
youthful  vices  for  others  better  suited  to  the  gravity  of 
advancing  age  ;  a  few,  we  are  glad  to  say,  made  ea^ 
nest  efforts  to  exchange  vice  for  virtue,  and,  hard  aa 
the  bargain  was,  succeeded  in  effecting  it.  But  it  waa 
remarkable  that  what  all  were  the  least  willing  to  givo 
sn  the  most  advantageous  terms,  were  the 
habits,  the  othlides,  the  characteristic  traits,  the  little 
ridiculous  indulgences,  somewhere  between  faults  and 
follies,  of  which  nobody  but  themselves  could  under- 
stand the  fascination. 

The  great  folio,  in  whicJi  the  Man  of  Intelligenoa 
recorded  all  these  freaks  of  idle  hearts,  and  aspira- 
tions of  deep  hearts,  and  desperate  longings  of  misera- 
ble hearts,  and  evil  praj'era  of  perverted  hearts,  wddU 
Ito  curious  reading  were  it  ^saVole.  te  obtain  it  tal 
mblication.      Human  cliatacteT  m  i.\a  \i^^^ 
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VHbfiments  —  human  nature  in  the  mass  —  may  best  I 
be  studied  in  its  wishes ;  and  this  was  the  record  of  I 
them  all.      There  was  an   endless  diversity  of  mode  I 
and  circumstance,  yet  withal  such  a  similarity  in  the  I 
real  ground-work,  that  any  one  page  of  the  volume  —  I 
whether  written  in  the  days  before  the  Flood,  or  the  I 
yesterday  that  is  just  gone  by,  or  to  be  written  on  the  I 
morrow  that  is  close  at  hand,  or  a  thousand  ages  hence  I 
— might  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  whole.     Not  but  1 
that  there  were  wild  sallies  of  fantasy  that  could  scarcely  I 
occur  to  more  than  one  man's  brain,  whether  reason- 1 
able  or  lunatic.     The  stKingest  wishes — yet  most  i 
cident  to  men  who  had  gone  deep  into  scientific  pui"  I 
suits,  and  attained  a  high  iutellectiml  stage,  though  J 
not  the  loftiest  —  were  to  contend  with  Nature,  andl 
wrest  from  her  some  secret  or  some  power  which  she! 
had  seen  fit  to  withhold  from  mortal  p^-asp.     She  lovesfl 
to  delude  her  aspiring  students,  and  mock  them  wifcl 
mysteries  that  seem  but  just  beyond  their  utmost  reach. 
To  eoncoct  new  minerals,  to  produce  new  forms  of 
vegetable  life,  to  create  an  insect,  if  nothing  higher  in 
the  living  scale,  is  a  sort  of  wish  that  has  often  rev-  , 
elled  in  the  breast  of  a  man  of  science.     An  aetr 
omer,  who  lived  far  more  among  the  distant  worldi 
of  space  than  in  this  lower  sphere,  recorded  a  wish  t 
behold  the  opposite  side  of  the  moon,  which,  unlesal 
the  system  of  the  flimament  be  reversed,  she  can  n 
turn  twwards  the  earth.      On  the  same  page  of  thtf! 
volume  was  written  the  wish  of  a  little  child  to  hav* 
the  stars  for  playthings. 

The  most   ordinary  wish,  that  was  written  doi 
with  wearisome  recmTence,  was,  of  course,  for  wealthij 
wealth,  wealth,  in  sums  from  a  Sew  %\vffi\tv^'a  >x^  ■«»  ^ 
Q^mnable  tbouBaads.      But  in  vesi^t^  X^^  ■ 
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I  peated  expression  covered  as  many  differeDt  f 

1  Wealth  is  the  golden  essence  of  the  outward  world. 

I  embodying  ahnost  eveiything  that  exists  beyond  the 

1  limits  of  the   son! ;  and  therefore    it  is    the    natural 

I  jeaming  for  the  life  in  the  midst  of  wliich  we  find 

I  ourselves,  and  of  whteh  gold  is  the  condition  of  en- 

I  joyment,    that  men    abridge    into    this  general  wbh. 

Here  and  there,  it  is  true,  the  volume  testified  to  some 

heart  so  perverted  as  to  desire  gold  for  its  own  sake. 

I  Many  wished  for  power ;  a  strange  desire  indeed,  slnw 

I  it  is  but  another  form  of  slavery.     Old  people  wished 

I  for  the  delights  of  youth;  a  fop,  for  a  fashionable 

,  coat ;  an  idle  reader,  for  a  new  novel ;  a  versifier,  for  a 

rhyme  to  somo  stubborn  word ;  a  painter,  for  Titian's 

secret  of  coloring;  a  prince,  for  a  cottage;  a  reptibli- 

I   can,  for  a  kingdom  and  a  palace  ;  a  libertine  for  hia 

neighbor's  wife  ;  a  man  of  palate,  for  green  peas ;  and 

a  poor  man,  for  a  crust  of  bread.     The  ambitious  d»- 

sires  of  public  men,  elsewhere  so  craftily  concealed, 

were  here  expressed  openly  and  boldly,  side  by  side 

,1  the  unselfish  wishes  of  the  philanthropist  for  the 

welfare  of  the  race,  so  beautiful,  so  comforting,  in 

J  contrast  with  the  egotism  that  continually  weighed 

1  self  against  the  world.      Into  the  darker  secrets  of 

I  the  Book  of  Wishes  we  wUl  not  penetrate, 

It  would  be  an  instructive  employment  for  a  student 
-  of  mankind,  perusing  this  volume  carefully  and  com- 
I  paring  its  records  with  men's  perfected  designs,  U 
I  expressed  in  their  deeds  and  daily  life,  to  ascertain  how 
'  far  the  one  accorded  with  the  other.  Undoubtedly,  in 
most  cases,  the  coiTcspondence  would  be  found  remote. 
The  holy  and  generous  wish,  that  rises  like  incense 
a-ota  a  pure  heart  towards  hea.ven,  often  lavishes  iti 
street  perfume  on  the  blast  ol  ev^  &ae.*i.    '^>^^M 
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Belfiali,  murderous  wish,  that  steams  forth  from  a  eon.  ! 
nipted  heart,  often  passes  into  the  spiritual  atmosphere 
without  being  concreted  into  an  earthly  deed.  Yet  this 
volume  is  probably  truer,  as  a  representation  of  the 
human  heart,  than  is  the  living  drama  of  aetiou  as  it 
evolves  around  us.  There  is  more  of  good  and  more 
of  evil  in  it ;  more  redeeming  points  of  the  had  and 
more  errors  of  the  virtuous ;  higher  upsoarings,  and 
baser  degradation  of  the  soul ;  in  short,  a  more  per- 
plexing amalgamation  of  vice  and  virtue  than  we  wit- 
ness in  the  outward  world.  Decency  and  external 
conscience  often  produce  a  far  fairer  outside  than  is 
warranted  by  the  st^s  within.  And  be  it  owned,  on 
the  other  hand,  that  a  man  seldom  repeats  to  his  near- 
est friend,  any  more  than  he  realizes  in  act,  the  purest 
wishes,  which,  at  some  blessed  time  or  other,  have 
arisen  from  the  depths  of  his  nature  and  witnessed  for 
him  in  this  voliune.  Yet  there  is  enough  on  every  leaf 
to  make  the  good  man  shudder  for  bis  own  wild  and 
idle  wishes,  a^  well  as  for  the  sinner,  whose  whole  life 
is  the  incarnation  of  a  wicked  desire. 

But  again  the  door  is  opened,  and  we  bear  the  tu- 
multuous stir  of  the  world  —  a  deep  and  awful  sound, 
expressing  in  another  form  some  jMirtiim  of  what  is 
written  in  the  volume  that  lies  before  the  Man  of  Intel- 
ligence. A  grandfatherly  personage  tottered  hastily 
into  the  office,  with  such  an  earnnatness  in  his  infirm 
alacrity  that  bis  white  hair  floated  backward  as  be  hur- 
ried up  to  the  desk,  while  bis  dim  eyes  canght  a  mo- 
mentary lustre  from  bis  vehemence  of  purpose.  This  | 
venerable  figure  explained  that  he  was  in  search  of| 
To-Morrow. 

"  I  have  spent  all  my  life  in  puravdt  of  \\,"  aAisft.  'fio 
}  old  gentletuAU,  "  being  a&suxed  AmA.  '\.(s^^Ai« 
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has  some  vast  benefit  or  other  in  store  for  me.  But  I 
nm  Qow  getting  a  little  in  years,  and  most  make  Imstu; 
for,  unless  1  overtake  To-Morrow  aoon,  I  begin  to  be 
afraid  it  will  finally  escape  me,'" 

"This  fugitive  To-Morrow,  my  venerable  friend," 
said  the  Man  of  Intelligence,  "  is  a  stray  child  of  Time, 
and  is  flying  from  his  father  into  the  region  of  the  in- 
finite. Continue  your  pursuit,  and  you  will  doubtlaaa 
I  come  up  with  htm  ;  but  as  to  the  earthly  gifts  which 
you  expect,  lie  lias  scattered  tbem  all  among  a  tbiong 
of  Yesterdays." 

Obliged  to  content  himself  with  this  enigmadal 
response,  the  grandsire  hastened  forth  with  a  qtuok 
clatter  of  his  staff  upon  the  floor ;  and,  aa  he  dia^ 
peared,  a  little  boy  scampered  through  the  door  in 
,  chase  of  a  butterfly  which  had  got  astray  ajoid  the 
barren  sunshine  of  the  city.  Had  the  old  gentlemEU 
been  shrewder,  he  might  have  detected  To-Morrow 
under  the  semblance  of  that  gaudy  insect.  Th©  golden 
butterfly  glistened  through  the  sha^lowy  apartment,  anJ 
brushed  its  wings  gainst  the  Book  of  Wishes,  niJ 
fluttered  fortl)  again  witli  the  child  still  in  pursuit. 

A  man  now  entered,  in  neglected  attire,  with  dM 

aspect  of  a  thinker,  but  somewliat  too  rough-hewn  anil 

brawny  for  a  scholar.     Hia  face  was  full  of  sturdy 

vigor,  with  some  finer  and  keener  attribute  beneath- 

Though  harsh  at  first,  it  was  tempereil  with  the  ^o» 

of  a  large,  warm  heart,  which  had  force  enough  to 

heat  his  powerful  intellect  through  and  through.     \\t 

advanced  to  the  Intelligencer  and  looked  at  him  with  ■ 

glance  of  such  stem  sincerity  that  perhaps  few  secrett 

.    were  beyond  ita  scope. 

'       "J  seek  for  Truth,"  said  he. 

*'It  ia  precisely  tlie  moat^wa 
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^Kunder  my  cognizance,"  replied  the  Intelligencer, 
iths  made  the  new  inscription  in  liis  volume.  "Most  , 
»en  seek  to  itnjjose  sorae  cunning  falsehood  upon  I 
lemaelves  for  truth.  But  I  can  lend  no  help  to  your 
^searches.  You  must  achieve  the  miracle  for  your- 
jlf.  At  some  fortunate  moment  you  may  find  Truth 
t  your  side,  or  perhapa  she  may  be  taistily  discerned  i 
IT  in  advance,  or  possibly  behind  you." 

"  Not  behind  me,"  said  the  seeker ;  "  for  I  hare  left 
othing  on  my  track  without  a  thorough  investigation, 
he  flits  before  me,  passing  now  through  a  naked  soli- 
ide,  and  now  mingling  with  the  throng  of  a  popular 
isembly,  and  now  writing  with  the  pen  of  a  French 
hilosopher,  and  now  standing  at  the  altar  of  an  old 
ithedral,  in  the  guise  of  a  Catholic  priest,  performing 
le  high  mass.  Oh  weaiy  8eai-eh !  But  I  must  not 
Jter;  and  surely  my  heart-deep  quest  of  Truth  shall 
rail  at  last, " 

He  paused  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  Intelligencer 
ith  a  depth  of  investigation  that  seemed  to  hold  com- 
erce  with  the  inner  nature  of  this  being,  wholly  re- 
irdless  of  his  external  development. 

"  And  what  are  you?  "  said  he.  "  It  will  not  satisfy 
e  to  point  to  this  fantastic  show  of  an  Intelligence 
fBce  and  this  mockery  of  business.     Tell  me  what 

beneath  it,  and  what  your  real  agency  in  life,  and 
»ur  influence  upon  mankind." 

"  Yours  is  a  mind,"  answered  the  Man  of  Intelli-  | 
;nce,  "  before  which  the  forms  and  fantasies  that  con- 
aJ  the  inner  idea  from  the  multitude  vanish  at  once  i 
id  leave  the  naked  reality  beneath.  Know,  then,  the  I 
eret.  My  agency  in  worldly  action,  ray  connectioa  | 
ith  the  press,  and  tumult,  and  mtexitflTi^m^,  wai- ^e^  1 
t  o£  hum&a  affairs,  is  mexeis  jAgswfe- 
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's  heart  does  for  him  whatever  I  seem  to 
I  minister  of  actioii,  but  tiie  Kecordisg 


ire  of  m 

1  do.     I  am 

'  Spirit." 

What  further  secrets  were  then  spoken  remains  a 
mystery,  inasmuch  as  the  roar  of  the  city,  the  bustle 
of  hiunaa  business,  the  outcry  of  the  jostling  mafiseB, 
the  rush  and  tumult  of  man's  Uf  e  in  its  noisy  and  hrieE 
career,  arose  so  high  that  it  drowned  the  words  of  these 
two  talkers;  and  whether  they  stood  talking  in  die 
moon,  or  in  Vanity  Fair,  or  in  a  city  of  this  actual 
world,  is  more  tlian  I  can  say. 
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One  of  the  few  ineidents  of  Indian  warfare  nahiF- 
Qy  susceptible  of  the  mooolight  of  romance  was  that 
Kpeditioii  undertaken  for  the  defeui-e  of  the  frontiera 
1  the  year  1725,  which  residttid  in  the  well-remem- 
ered  "Loyell's  Fight."  ItBa^natioii,  by  eautiug  oer- 
UD  einnmutMiiieH  judicially  ii^to  the  ehade^  may  Bee 
kudi  to  -admire  in  the  heioism  of  a  little  baud  who 
ave  battle  to  twice  their  number  in  the  heart  of  the 
aemy'a  country.  The  open  bravery  displayed  by 
oth  parties  was  in  accordance  with  civilised  idea«  of 
akir;  and  chivalry  itself  might  not  blush  to  record 
le  deeds  of  one  or  two  individuals.  The  battle, 
loug'h  HO  fatal  to  those  who  fought,  was  not  unfor- 
inate  in  its  consequences  to  the  country ;  for  it  broke 
lie  strength  of  a  tribe  and  conduced  to  the  peace  , 
'hlch  subsisted  during  aevenal  ensuing  years.  His- 
iry  and  tradition  are  unusually  niinute  in  their  me- 
lorials  of  tliia  affair;  and  the  captain  of  a  scouting 
arty  of  frontier  men  has  acquired  as  actual  a  mili- 
uy  renown  as  many  a  vietorious  leader  of  thousands, 
ome  of  the  incidents  contained  in  the  following  pagea 
ill  be  recognized,  notwithstanding  the  substitution  of 
ctitious  names,  by  such  as  have  heard,  from  old  men's 
p9,  the  fate  of  the  few  combatants  who  were  in  a 
jnditioa  to  retreat  after  "  Lovell's  Fight," 


The  early  sunbeams  hovered  cheertoJis  \v^iv  "iia 
ee-taps,  beneath  wjiicli  two  weary  and.  wovavi^fcA.  ^; 


382    j^mOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 

*^  had  stretahed  their  limbs  the  niglit  lief  ore.  Their  bed 
of  withered  oak  leaves  was  strewn  npon  the  smalllerel 
space,  at  the  foot  of  a  rook,  situated  near  the  snnumt 
of  one  of  the  gentle  swells  by  wlilch  the  fa«e  of  tbe 
country  ia  there  diversified.  The  mass  of  granite, 
rearing  its  smooth,  flat  surfa<?e  fifteen  or  twenty  feet 
above  tlieir  heads,  was  not  unlike  a  gigantic  giav^ 
Btone,  upon  which  the  veins  seemed  to  form  an  inscrip- 
tion in  foi'gotten  cliaract«rs.  On  a  tra«t  of  several 
acres  around  this  rock,  oaks  and  other  hard-wood  trm 
had  supplied  the  place  of  the  pines,  which  were  tie 
usual  jg^^'owth  of  the  land;  and  a  young  and  vigocou 
sapling  stood  close  beside  the  travellers. 

The  severe  wound  of  the  elder  man  had  pralwblif 
deprived  him  of  sleep ;  for,  ao  soon  as  the  first  ray  of 
sunshine  rested  on  the  top  of  the  highest  tree,  he  reared 
himself  painfully  from  his  recumbent  posture  and  est 
erect.  The  deep  lines  of  his  countenance  and  &t 
scattered  gray  of  his  hair  marked  him  as  past  dn 
middle  age  ;  but  his  rauscidar  frame  woidd,  but  for  the 
effects  of  his  woiuid,  have  been  as  capable  of  sustain' 

Iing  fatigue  as  in  the  early  vigor  of  life.  Languor  ani 
exhaustion  now  sat  upon  his  h^^rd  features  ;  and  fliB 
despairing  glance  which  he  sent  forward  through  tht 
depths  of  the  forest  proved  his  own  conviction  that  his 
pilgi-image  was  at  an  end.  He  next  turned  his  eyests 
the  companion  who  reclined  by  his  side.  The  yoofll 
— for  he  had  scarcely  attained  the  years  of  mnnhood  — 
lay,  with  his  head  upon  his  arm,  in  the  embnusn  of  sn 
unquiet  sleep,  which  a  dwill  of  pain  from  liis  wotinili 
seemed  each  moment  on  the  point  of  breaking.  Hii 
right  hand  grasped  a  mnsket ;  and,  to  judge  from  tin 
violent  action  of  bis  ieataTea,  Kw  alumhers  were  brinp- 
^       ttig  back  a  vision  o£  tXve  conftlyA  ol  %\^^ 
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ft  few  survivors.  A  shout  —  deep  and  loud  in  I 
Irearning  fancy —  found  its  way  in  an  imperfect  miir- 
lur  to  liis  lips ;  and,  starting  even  at  the  slight  sound 
i  his  own  voice,  he  suddenly  awoke.  The  first  aet 
f  reviving  recollection  was  to  make  anxious  inquiries 
especting  the  condition  of  his  wounded  fellow-travel- 
jr.     The  latter  shook  hia  head. 

"Reuben,  my  boy,"  said  he,  "this  rock  beneath 
fhich  we  ait  will  serve  for  an  old  hunter's  gravestone. 
'here  is  many  and  many  a  long  mile  of  howling  wil- 
emess  before  us  yet ;  nor  would  it  avail  me  anything 
f  the  smoke  of  my  own  chimney  were  but  on  the 
tlier  side  of  that  swell  of  land.  The  Indian  bullet 
ras  deadlier  than  I  tliought." 

"You  are  weary  with  our  three  days'  travel,"  replied 
lie  youth,  "  and  a  little  longer  rest  will  recruit  you.  Sit 
ou  here  while  I  search  the  woods  for  the  herbs  and 
aots  that  must  be  our  sustenance  ;  and,  having  eaten, 
on  shall  lean  on  me,  and  wo  will  turn  our  faces  honae- 
rartl.  I  doubt  not  that,  with  my  help,  you  can  attain 
)  some  one  of  the  frontier  garrisons." 

"  There  is  not  two  days'  life  in  me,  Reuben,"  said 
He  other,  calndy,  "and  I  will  no  longer  burden  you 
ith  my  useless  body,  when  you  can  scarcely  support 
our  own.  Your  wounds  are  deep  and  your  stren^h 
I  failing  fast ;  yet,  if  you  hasten  onward  alone,  you 
lay  be  preserved.  For  me  there  b  no  hope,  and  I 
■ill  await  death  here." 

"  If  it  must  be  so,  I  will  remain  and  watch  by  you," 
lid  Reuben,  resolutely. 

"No,  my  son,  no,"  rejoined  liis  companion.     "Let 
ae  wish  of  a  dying  man  have  weight  with  you ;  give 
le   one   grasp   of   your  hand,   and   gtt   yovL  Va-osia, 
^^wt  mj  iast  moments  'wiU.  \)6  ease^  Vj  ''^* 
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thought  that  I  leave  you  to  die  a  more  lingermg  dea&! 
I  have  loved  you  like  a  father,  Reuben ;  and  at  a  time 
like  this  I  ehoiild  have  something  of  a  father's  aufho> 
ity.     I  charge  you  to  be  gone  that  I  may  die  in  peace," 

"  And  because  you  have  been  a  father  to  me,  should 
I  therefore  leave  yuu  to  perish  and  to  lie  unburied  in 
the  wilderness?  "  exclaimed  the  youth,  "  No;  if  your 
end  be  in  truth  approaching,  I  will  watch  by  you  ami 
receive  your  parting  words.  I  will  dig  a  grave  here  by 
the  rock,  in  whicli,  if  my  weakness  overcome  me,  we 
will  rest  together ;  or,  if  Heaven  gives  me  strength, 
I  irill  seek  my  way  home." 

"  In  the  cities  and  wherever  men  dwell,"  replied  ll» 
other,  "  they  bury  their  dead  in  the  earth;  they  hiila 
them  from  the  sight  of  the  living ;  but  here,  where  no 
Btep  may  pass  perhaps  for  a  hundred  years,  wheretow 
should  I  not  rest  beneath  the  open  sky,  covered  onl] 
by  the  oak  leaves  when  the  antiunn  winds  shall  strei 
them  ?  And  for  a  monument,  here  is  this  gray  rock,  a 
which  my  dying  hand  shall  carve  the  name  of  Rogei 
Malvin  ;  and  the  traveller  in  days  to  come  will  Icdot 
that  here  sleeps  a  hunter  and  a  warrior.  Tarry  not, 
then,  for  a  foUy  like  tliis,  but  hasten  away,  if  not  foi 
your  own  sake,  for  hers  who  will  else  be  desolate." 

Malvin  apoke  the  last  few  words  in  a  faltering  voiee, 
and  tlieir  effect  upon  his  companion  was  strongly  vita- 
blc.  They  reminded  him  that  thei-e  were  otiMr<«Bil 
lefifi  quastJonahle  duties  tlum  that  of  sharing  the  fstt 
of  a  man  whom  his  dcatli  could  not  benefit.  Nor  mit 
it  be  aSirmed  that  no  sel&eh  fe^lin^  strove  to  enter 
Reuben'«  heart,  tfaoui^h  the  conacioiMnem  ouids  Un 
moi-e  eamesdy  resist  his  coiupauiun's  entreaties. 

"  How  terrible  t*i  wait  the  alovi  -Axi^Toach  of  death  in 
'tude  I  "  exclaimeil  Ve.    *'  KWa.")*' 
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in  the  battle ;  anil,  when  friends  stand  round  the 
lied,  even  women  may  die  comj)osedly  ;  but  here  "  — 

*'  1  shall  not  shrink  even  hoi-e,  Keubt^n  Bourne,"  in- 
errupted  Malvin.  "  I  am  a  man  of  no  weak  heart, 
nd,  if  I  were,  tliere  is  a  siu-er  support  than  that  of 
arthlj  friends.  You  are  yoimg,  and  life  is  dear  to 
ou.  Your  last  moments  will  need  comfort  far  more 
ban  mine  ;  and  when  you  have  laid  me  in  the  earth, 
ad  are  alone,  and  night  is  settling  on  the  forest,  you 
fill  feel  all  the  bitterness  of  the  death  that  may  now 
>e  escaped.  But  I  will  urge  no  selfish 'motive  to  your 
enerous  nature.  Leave  me  for  my  sake,  that,  having 
aid  a  prayer  for  your  safety,  I  may  have  space  to  set- 
le  my  account  imdisturbed  by  worldly  sorrows." 

'■  And  your  daughter,  —  how  sliall  T  dare  to  meet 
Lffl:  eye  ?  "  exclaimed  Reuben.  "She  will  ask  tlio  fate 
f  her  father,  whose  life  I  vowed  to  defend  with  my 
■wn.  Must  I  tell  her  that  he  travelled  three  days' 
aarch  with  me  from  tlie  field  of  battle  and  that  then 

left  hira  to  perish  in  the  wilderness?  Were  it  not 
letter  to  lie  down  and  die  by  your  side  than  to  return 
afe  and  say  this  to  Dorcas  ?  " 

'*  Tell  my  daughter,"  siud  Roger  Malvin,  "  that, 
hough  yourself  sore  wounded,  and  weak,  and  weary, 
OU  led  my  tottering  footsteps  many  a  mile,  and  left 
ae  only  at  my  earnest  entreatj',  because  I  would  not 
ave  your  blood  upon  my  soul.  Tell  her  tlLat  through 
ain  and  lianger  you  were  faithful,  and  that,  if  ymw 
ieblood  could  have  saved  me,  it  would  have  flowed 
>  its  last  drop ;  and  tell  her  that  you  will  be  some- 
bing  dearer  than  a  fatlier,  and  that  my  blessing  is 
rith  you  botli,  anil  that  niy  dying  eyes  can  see  a  loa% 
nd    pleasant  path   in  which    you  w'il    \Qiimsfg   ^»"i 
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As  Malvin  spoke  he  almost  raised  faimself  from  tlM 
ground,  and  the  ejiergy  of  his  concluding  words  seemed 
to  fill  tho  wild  and  lonely  forest  with  a  vision  of  Lap- 
pintiss  ;  but,  when  he  sank  exhausted  upon  his  be«l  of 
oak  leaves,  the  light  which  had  kindled  in  Keuben'a 
eye  was  quenched.  He  felt  as  if  it  were  both  sin  and 
folly  to  think  of  happiness  at  such  a  moment.  Hi) 
companion  watched  his  changing  countenance,  ami 
sought  with  generous  art  to.ifMo  him  to  his  own  good. 

"  Perhaps  I  deceive  myself  in  i-egai'd  to  the  tjrae  I 
have  to  live,"  he  resumed.  "It  may  be  that,  with 
speedy  assistance,  I  might  recover  of  my  wound.  TliS 
foremost  fugitives  must,  ere  this,  have  carried  tidings 
«f  our  fatal  battle  to  the  frontiers,  and  parties  will  be 
out  to  succor  those  in  like  condition  with  ourselves. 
Should  you  meet  one  of  these  and  guide  them  hitlieii 
wbo  can  t^ll  but  that  I  may  sit  by  my  own  fireaifiii 
again?  " 

A  mournful  smile  strayed  across  the  features  of  the 
dying  man  as  he  insinuated  that  unfounded  hope,— 
which,  however,  was  not  without  its  effect  on  Reuben. 
No  merely  selfish  motive,  nor  even  the  desolate  condi- 
tion of  Dorcas,  could  have  induced  him  to  desert  his 
companion  at  such  a  moment  —  but  his  wishes  seized 
on  the  thought  that  Malvin's  life  might  be  preserved, 
and  his  sanguine  nature  heightened  almost  to  ve> 
tainty  the  remote  possibility  of  procuring  human  aid. 

"SuriJy  there  is  reason,  weighty  reason,  to  hope 
that  friends  are  not  far  distant,"  he  said,  half  aloud. 
"  There  fled  one  coward,  nnwounded,  in  the  beginning 
of  the  fight,  and  most  probably  lie  made  good  spewl 
Every  true  man  ou  the  frontier  would  shoulder  liii 
musket  at  tlie  news  ;  and,  t\iow^Vi  wa  ^arty  may  ranp 
JO  for  into  the  woods  aat'bi&,'V  %'Ba3i-"?a^'^ia''S«> 
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them  in  one  day's  march.     Couusel  me  fsuthfully,"  b 
sullied,  tuming  to  Malvin,  in  distrust  of  hia  own  mcvfl 
lives,     "  Were  your  tiituation  mine,  would  you  desert 
me  while  life  remained  ?  " 

"  It  is  now  twenty  years,"  replied  Roger  Malvin,  — ■  I 
sighing,  however,  as  he  secretly  acknowledged  the  wide  I 
ctissimilarity  between  the  two  eases,  —  "it  is  nowfl 
twenty  years  since  I  escaped  with  one  dear  friend  i 
from  Indian  captivity  near  Montreal.  We  joumeyeilil 
many  days  through  the  woods,  till  at  lengtli  overcome-f 
with  hunger  and  weariness,  my  friend  lay  down  andJ 
besought  me  to  leave  him  ;  for  he  knew  that,  if  I  r 
mained,  we  both  must  perish  ;  and,  with  but  little  hope 
of  obtaining  succor,  I  heaped  a  pillow  of  dry  leavesfl 
beneath  his  head  and  hastened  on." 

*•  And  did  you  return  in  time  to  save  him  ?  " 
Reuben,  hanging  on  Malvin's  worda  as  i£  they  were  tol 
be  prophetiL-  of  his  own  success. 

"  I  did."  answered  the  other.  "  I  came  upon  ibtfM 
camp  of  a  hunting  pai-ty  before  sunset  of  the  SMne  day.S 
1  gnided  them  to  the  spot  where  my  comrade  was  ex*C 
pecting  death  ;  and  he  is  now  a  hale  and  hearty  maal 
upon  his  own  farm,  far  within  the  frontiers,  while  I  lie  I 
wounded  here  in  the  depths  of  the  wilderness." 

This  eKami)le,  powerful  in  affecting  Reuben's  deei 
ion,  was  aided,  uncoaeoiously  to  hims^f,  by  ika  }udum 
den  strength  trf  many  another  motive.     Roger  Malvi 
perceived  that  the  victory  was  nearly  won. 

*■  Now.  go,  my  son,  and  Heaven  prosper  you  I "  h0^ 
said.  "Turn  not  back  with  your  friends  when  yoaf 
meet  them,  lest  your  wounds  and  weariness  overcome '] 
you ;  but  send  hithei'ward  two  or  three,  that  may  ba 
spared,  to  seai-eh  for  me  ;  and  believe  Tftia,Ticx&iett.."v»^ 
^dj^e  lighter  with  every  steip  you  taJaa  \»-»ia^^ 
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I  home."  Yet  there  was,  perhH,|)t<,  a  change  butli  in  liia 
I  couatenance  and  voice  &s  lio  apoke  thus  ;  for,  after  all, 
I  it  was  a  ghastly  fate  to  he  left  expiriiig  in  Uie  wilder- 

Keuben  Bourne,  butiialf  cooviiieed  tliat  he  waa.act- 

I  ing  rightlj',  at  length  raised  himself  from  the  grounil 

1  and  prepared  himself  for  hia  departure.      And  firet. 

I  though  contrary  to  Malvin's  wishes,  ho  collected  a  stock 

I  of  roota  ajid  herbs,  which  had  been  their  only  food  dur- 

I  ing  the  last  two  d^ys.     This  useless  supply  he  placed 

I  within  reach  of  the  dying  uian,  for  whom,  also,  he  swept 

I  together  a  bed  of  dry  oak  leaves.     Then  climbing  to 

the  summit  of  the  rock,  which  on  one  side  was  rough 

and  broken,  he  bent  the  oak  sapling  downward,  and 

bound  his  handkerchief  to  the  topmost  branch.     This 

I        precaution  was  not  imnecessary  to  direct  any  who  might 

^^^  come  in  search  of  Malvin ;  for  every  part  of  tlie  rock, 

^^m  except  its  broad,  smooth  front,  was  concealed  at  a  liU 

^^g  tie  distance  by  the  dense  undergrowth  of  the  forest. 

fc        The  handkerchief  had  been  the  bandage  of  a  wound 

upon  Keuben's  ami ;  and,  as  he  boimd  it  to  the  tree, 

he  vowed  by  the  blood  tliat  stained  it  that  he  would  re- 

tm-n,  either  to  save  his  companion's  life  or  to  lay  his 

body  ill  the  grave.      He  then  descended,  and  stood, 

with  downcast  eyes,  to  receive  Koger  Malviu's  part- 

I  ing  words. 
The  experience  of  the  latter  suggested  much  and 
minute  a<lvice  respecting  the  youth's  journey  through 
the  trafkleas  forest.  Upon  this  subject  he  spoke  with 
ealm  earnestness,  as  if  he  were  sending  Reuben  to  tho 
battle  or  tlie  chase  while  he  himself  remained  secuie 
at  home,  and  not  as  if  the  human  countenance  that 
BUS  about  to  leave  him  vfece  the  last  he  would  evuj 
heboid.  But  luB  firnmeaa  Mfas  aYaitKQ  \«&nt«\iS4«( 
k    Mluded. 
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^PCarry  my  Wtssing  to  Dorcas,  and  say  that  my  las 
prayer  shall  be  for  her  aiid  you.     Bid  hec  to  have  nda 
hard  thoughts  because  you  left  me  here,"  —  lieiibeii'^ 
heart  smote  him,  —  "  for  that  your  life  would  not  hava^ 
weighed  with  you  if  its  sacrifice  could  have  done  ma'lV 
good.     She  will  marry  you  after  she  has  mourned  a 
little  while  for  hor  father ;  and  Heaven  grant  you  long^ 
and  happy  days,  and  may  your  children's  children  stanti-l 
round  your  death  bed  1     And,  Reuben,"  added  lie,  oA  J 
the  weakness  of  mortality  made  its  way  at  last, 
turn,  when  your  wounds  are  healed  and  your  weari-J 
ness  refreshed, — return  to  this  wild  rock,  and  lay  c 
bonea  in  the  grave,  and  say  a  prayer  over  them." 

An  almost  superstitious  regard,  arising  perhaps  from 
the  customs  of  the  Indians,  whose  war  was  with  the 
dead  as  well  as  the  living,  was  paid  by  the  frontier  in- 
habitants to  the  rites  of  sepulture ;  and  there  are  many 
instances  of  the  sacrifice  of  life  in  the  attempt  to  bury 
those  who  had  fallen  by  the  "  sword  of  the  wUdemess," 
Reuben,  therefore,  felt  the  full  importance  of  the  prom- 
ise wliich  he  most  solemnly  made  to  return  and  per- 
foiTn  Roger  Malvin's  obsequies.  It  was  remarkable 
that  the  latter,  speaking  his  whole  heart  in  his  parting 
words,  no  longer  endeavored  to  persuade  the  youth  that 
even  the  speediest  succor  might  avail  to  the  preserva- 
tion of  his  life.  Reuben  was  internally  convinoed  that  J 
he  should  see  Malvin's  living  face  no  more, 
ecoua  nature  would  fain  have  il^yed-hiiSi  atwhatev<.>v1 
risk,  till  the  dying  scene  were  jmst ;  4)Ut  the  desire  of  ' 
exifttencu  ajid  tlie  hope  of  happiness  had  at^engtheaM 
iohitt  heart,  and  he  was  tmable  to  resist  thnn, 

"  It  ia  enough,"  said  Roger  Malvin,  having  listened  J 
to  Reuben's  promise.     "Go,  and  GoA  a^eei-^cra-V 
pressed  his  hand  in  sii&ace.,  % 
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vaa  departing.     His  alow  and  faltering  steps,  hom 
had  borne  hiin  but  a  little  way  before  Malviu's  voioe 
recalled  him. 

"Reuben,  Reuben,"  said  be,  faintly;  and  Reuben 
returned  and  knelt  down  by  the  dying  man. 

"  Raise  me,  and  let  me  lean  against  the  rock,"  was 
hia  last  request.  "  My  face  will  be  turned  towards 
home,  and  I  shall  see  you  a  moment  lunger  as  you 
pass  among  the  trees." 

Reuben,  having  made  the  desiretl  alteration  in  his 

j  ,^       companion's  posture,  again  began  hia  solitary  pilgrim- 

1^"^       age.     He  walked  oiQre  liastUy  at  first  than  was-eonKtu- 

"^     tent  with  his  stieogUi;  for  a  eort  of   ^Hty  feeing, 

\        wllich  KKnetimes  tormente  men  ju  their  most  jnsti&Hlila 

N*        ftots,-eaused  liim  to  seek  concealment  from  Malvtii'fl 

eyes ;  but  after  he  had  trodden  far  upon  the  rustling 

forest  luaves  he  crept  back,  impelled  by  a  wild  and 

painful  curiosity,  and,  sheltered  by  the  earthy  roots  o( 

tan  uptom  tree,  gazed  earnestly  at  the  desolate  man. 
The  morning  suu  was  uuoloudt^,  and  tlte  tretia  aQil 
shruba  imiiibed  the  sweet  air  of  the  montfa  <rf  Majc; 
yet  there  seemed  a  gloom  on  Katnre's  fnoe,  as'if-^e 
sympathized  with  mcn-tal  pain  and  sorrow.  Roger 
Malvin's  hands  were  uplifted  in  a  fervent  prayer,  some 
of  the  words  of  which  stole  through  the  atillness  of  the 
woods  and  entered  Reuben's  heart,  torturing  it  with  an 
unutterable  pang.  They  were  the  broken  accents  of  a 
petition  for  hia  own  happiness  and  that  of  Dorcaa :  and. 
as  the  youth  listened,  eonfleience,  or  some^ing  ia-ita. 
siiiumMdv,  pleaded  strongly  with  him  to  return  and  IJo 
down  again  by  the  i-ock.  He  felt  how  hard  waa  llw 
doom  of  the  kind  and  generous  being  whom  he  hail 
/ieserted  in  his  extremity.  Death  would  come  like  the 
Blow  approach  of  a  eorgae,  ^fciiin^  ^a&.Ma!i:3  \ 
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I  through  the  forest,  and  showing  its  ghastly  a 
inntionless  features  from  behind  a  nearer  and  yet  i 
nearer  tree.     But  such  must  have  been  Beubeu'a  o 
fate  had  he  tai-ried  another  auaaet ;  and  who  shall  im^ 
pute  Uaiiie  to  him  if  he  shrink  from  so  useless  a  aacsit  1 
ficie?     As  he  gave  a  partuig  look,  a  breeze  waved  the 
little  banner  upon  ^e  sapling  oak  and  reminded  Kou- 
ben  of  his  Yow.     X->— •'-'^^-^'-— ^'^  i  >  -^«-'-«t-^""^;<^--^-*-«=^  ^ 

Many  ciroumstances  combined  to  retard  the  wounded     ^_ 
traveller  in  his  way  to  the  frontiers.     On  the  second  ^^| 
day  the  clouds,  gathering  densely  over  the  sky,  pre-  ^H 
eluded  the  possibility  of  i-egulating  his  course  by  the    ^^ 
position  of  the  sun  :  and  he  knew  not  but  that  every 
effort  uf  his  almost  exhausted  strength  was  removing 
him  farther  from  tlie  home  he  sought.     His  scanty  sus- 
tenance was  supplied  by  the  berries  and  other  sponta- 
neous products  of  the  forest.    Herds  of  deer,  it  is  true, 
sometimes  bounded  past  him,  and  partridges  frequently 
whirred  up  before  his  footsteps ;  but  his  ammunitioD 
had  been  expended  in  the  fight,  and  he  had  no  means 
of  slaying  them.    His  wounds,  irritated  by  tlie  cons! 
exertion  in  which  lay  the  only  hope  of  life,  wore  a" 
his  strength  and  at  intervals  eonf  used  his  reason.     Bui 
even  in  the  wanderings  of  intellect,  Eeuben's  yoanj 
heart  clung  strongly  to  existence ;  and  it  was  only 
through  absolute  incapacity  of  motion  that  he  at  last  sank 
down  beneath  a  tree,  compeEed  there  to  await  death. 

In  thia  situation  he  was  discovered  by  a  party  who, 
upon  the  first  intelligence  of  the  fight,  had  been  de- 
Bpatt'hed  to  the  relief  of  the  survivors.  They  conveyed 
him  to  the  nearest  settlement,  which  chanced  ta  Vie  Xii-ait 
of  his  own  residence. 
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the  bedside  of  her  wounded  lover,  and  administeie 
those  comforts  that  are  in  the  sole  gift  of  woman's  heart 
and  hand.  During  several  days  Reuben's  reijollection 
strayed  drowsily  ainong  the  perils  and  hai-dships  through 
which  he  had  passed,  and  he  was  iucap£>.ble  of  return- 
ing; definite  answers  to  tlie  inquiries  with  which  many 
were  ea^r  to  harass  him.  No  authentic  particulars 
of  the  battle  had  yet  been  eiroulated ;  nor  could  moth- 
ers, wives,  and  childj'en  tell  whether  their  loved  oues 
were  detained  by  captivity  or  by  the  stronger  chain  of 
death.  Dorcas  nourished  her  apprehensions  in  silenc« 
till  one  afternoon  when  Keuben  awoke  from  an  unquiet 
J  sleep,  and  seemed  to  recognize  her  more  perfectly  than 
p-  at  any  previous  time.  She  saw  tliat  his  intellect  had 
J  become  composed,  and  she  could  no  longer  resti'ain  hef 
,        filial  anxiety. 

I  "  My  father.  Eeuben  ?  "  she  began  ;  but  the  change 

I        in  her  lover's  countenance  made  her  pause. 
J  The  youth  shrank  as  if  with  a  bitter  pain,  and  the 

blood  gushed  vividly  into  his  wan  and  hollow  cheeks. 
His  first  impulse  was  to  cover  his  iace ;  but,  appar- 
ently with  a  de»perata  effort,  lie  half  raised  hinuwlf 
and  spoke  vehemently,  defending  himself  agahist  au 
imaginary  accnHation. 

"  Your  father  was  sore  wounded  in  the  battle,  Dor 
oas  ;  and  he  bade  ine  not  burden  myself  with  him,  but 
only  to  lead  him  to  the  lakesiile,  that  he  might  quenoh 
Ilia  tliirst  and  <lie.  But  1  would  not  desert  the  old  man 
in  his  exti^emity,  and,  though  bleetling  myself,  I  sup- 
ported him;  I  gave  him  half  my  strength,  and  led  lum 
away  with  me.  For  three  days  we  Journeyed  on  to- 
gether, and  your  father  was  sustained  beyond  my  hopes, 
but,  awaking  at  anniise  on  tbeioMrtKAa.-^,! found  him 
faint  and  exliausted ;  W  via»  \Ki^\a  \n  -^^ukx^^ 
iife  had  ebbed  away  ia&t ;  B,ni."  — 
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*'  Re  died  I  "  exclaimed  Dorcas,  faintly.  -^ 

Keulten  felt  it  impossible  to  acknowledge  that  his 
love  flf  life  had  hurried  liim  away  before  her 
ither's  fate  was  decided.      He  spoke  not;   he  only 
ed  hia  head ;  and,  between  shame  and  exhaustion, 
k  back  and  hid  hia  f  a<^e  in  the  pillow,     Dorcas  wept 
len  her  fears  were  tlnis  confirme<l ;  but  the  shock,  t 
had  been  long  anticipated,  wan  on  that  account  thiiH 
is  violent. 
Yon  dng  a  grave  for  my  poor  father  in  the  wild« 
Reuben?"  was  the  question  by  which  her  f 
ity  manifested  itself. 
My  bands  were  weak ;  but  I  did  what  I  co 
replied  the  youth  in  a  smothered  tone.    "  There  si 
a  noble  tombstone  above  his  hea^l;  and  I  would  i 
,ven  I  slept  as  soundly  as  he ! " 
[Dorcas,  perceiving  the  wililness  of  his  latter  words, 
[oired  no  further  at  the  time ;  but  her  heart  found 
le  in  the  thought  that  Roger  Malvin  had  not  lacked  . 
Such  funeral  rites  as  it  was  possible  to  bestow. 
talfl  of  Reuben's  courage  and  fidelity  lost  nothing  whf 
she  commimicfited  it  to  her  friends ;  and  the  poor 
youth,  totterisig  from  his  sick  chamber  to  breathe  the 
Bunuy  air.  experienced  from  every  tongue  the  miserable 
and  humiliatiiig  torture  of  unmerited  praise.     AH  ac- 
knowledged that  he  might  worthily  demand  the  hand  of 
the  fair  maiden  to  whose  father  he  had  been  "  faithful 
^. .  unto  death ;  "  aud,  as  my  tah:  is  not  of  love,  it  shall     | 
hapiflioe  to  say  that  i;i  the  sjiaoeof  a  fewmontha  Hxm-    J  ■ 
^^■■.•^mame-tiie  hus^ncfoi  Dorca03[alvin.     During     i 
P"  i^tte  marriage  ceremony  the  bride  was   covered  with  ^* 
blushes,  but  the  bridegi'oom's  face  was  pale. 

There  wits  now  in  the  breast  oi  B^^vAien^oNwro*. «». 
^^ceoimanivable  thought  —  someflung  iH\i\dD.\»"«^^^ 
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conceal  most  heedfuUy  from  her  whom  he  most  loved 
and  trusted.  He  regretted,  deeply  and  bitterly,  the 
moral  cowiu'dice  tliat  hitd  restrained  his  words  when 
he  was  about  to  disclose  the  truth  to  Dorcas ;  bu* 
pride,  the  fear  of  losing  her  affection,  the  dread  ol 
universal  scorn,  forbade  hiin  to  rectify  tiiis  falsehood. 
He  felt  that  for  leaving  Roger  Maivin  he  deserved 
no  censure.  Hia  presence,  the  gratuitous  sacriiiee  of 
hia  own  life,  woidd  have  added  only  another  and  a 
needless  agony  to  the  last  moments  of  the  dying  man : 
but  concealment  had  imparted  to  »  jasttfiable  Act 
much  of  the  secret  effect  o£  guilt ;  and  Reuben,  while 
1  told  him  that  he  had  done  right,  experienced 
small  degree  the  mental  horrors  which  punish 
the  perpetrator  of  undiscovered  crime.  By  a.  eeitoin 
association  of  ideas,  be  at  times  almost  imagined  biot- 
sdf  a  muxderer.  For  years,  also,  a  thought  would 
occasioDally  recur,  which,  though  he  perceived  all  its 
foUy  and  extravagance,  he  had  not  power  to  banish 
from  his  mind.  It  was  a  haunting  and  torturing  fan- 
cy that  his  father-in-law  was  yet  sitting  at  the  foot 
of  the  rook,  on  the  withered  forest  leaves,  alive,  and 
awaiting  his  pledged  assistance.  These  mental  decep- 
tions, however,  came  and  went,  nor  did  he  ever  mis- 
take them  for  realities ;  but  in  the  calmest  and  clear- 
est moods  of  his  mind  be  was  conscious  that  he  had  a 
deep  vow  unredeemed,  and  that  an  unburied  corpse 
was  calling  to  him  out  of  the  wilderness.  Yet  such 
was  the  consequence  of  his  prevarication  that  be  could 
not  obey  the  call.  It  was  now  too  late  to  require  the 
assistance  of  Roger  Malvin's  friends  in  performing 
his  long -deferred  sepidture;  and  Huperstitioua  imoi, 
<f  wbieh  none  were  mote  5u&cft'{i^V)\fc  tbau  the  pco- 
fe  o/  the  outward  settlementa^ioAia&ft'^'iiSwsa.^ftrjSjJ 
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ne.  Neither  did  he  know  where  in  the  pathlt 
and  illimitable  forest  to  seek  that  smooth  a,nd  lettered 
rock  at  the  base  of  which  the  body  lay :  his  remem- 
hrauce  of  every  portion  of  his  travel  thence  was  indis- 
tiuct,  and  the  latter  part  had  left  no  impression  upon 
his  mind.  There  was,  however,  a  continual  impulse, 
a  voice  audible  only  to  himself,  commanding  him  to 
go  forth  and  redeem  hit  vow ;  and  he  had  a  stranj^ 
impression  ^at,  were  he  to  make  the  trial,  he  would 
be  led  insight  to  Malvin's  bones.  But  year  after 
year  that  smnmnns,  unheard  but  fvlt,  was  disobeyed. 
His  one  secret  thought  became  like  a  chain  binding 
down  his  spirit  and  like  a  serpent  gnawing  into  his 
heart ;  and  he  was  transformed  into  a  sad  and  dowo- 
emC  yet  irritable  man. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  years  after  their  mairiage 
changes  began  to  be  visible  in  the  external  prosperity 
of  Keuben  and  Doreas.  The  only  riches  of  the  former 
had  been  his  stout  heart  and  strong  arm  ;  but  the  lat- 
ter, her  father's  sole  heiress,  had  made  her  husband 
master  of  a  farm,  under  older  cultivatiou,  larger,  and 
better  stocked  than  most  of  the  frontier  establishments, 
Iteuben  Bourne,  however,  was  a  oegleetinl  huabaud- 
man ;  and,  while  the  lands  of  the  other  settlers  became 
annually  more  fruitful,  his  deteriorated  in  the  same 
proportion.  The  discouragements  to  agriculture  were 
greatly  lessened  by  the  cessation  of  Indian  war,  dur- 
ing which  men  held  the  plough  in  one  hand  and  the 
musket  in  the  other,  and  were  fortunate  if  the  products 
of  their  dangerous  labor  were  not  destroyed,  either  in 
the  field  or  in  the  bam,  by  the  savage  enemy.  But 
Reuben  did  not  profit  by  tlie  altered  condition  o£  tJtw. 
country;  nor  can  it  be  denied  t\iat  \v\a  \n.\jEtNi»\&  lA. 
^^dastrSous  attention  to  his  aSEsdia  "weTie  "Vixi^,  wko^^^ 
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^H  rewarded  witli  success.  The  irritability  by  whl 
^H  bad  recently  become  distmguished  was  another  csnse 
^^1  of  his  declining  prosperity,  as  it  occasioned  fre^jiient 
^H  quarrels  in  his  unavoidable  intercourse  with  the  neigh- 
'  boring  settlers.     The  results  of  these  were  innumer, 

able  lawsuits  ;  for  the  people  of  New  England,  in  the 
earliest  stages  and  wildest  oircumstanoes  of  tlie  coim- 

Itry,  adopted,  whenever  attainable,  the  legal  mode  of 
deciding  their  differences.  To  be  brief,  the  world  did 
not  go  well  with  lieuben  lloume ;  and,  though  not 
till  many  years  after  his  marriage,  he  was  finally  a 
ruined  man,  with  but  one  remaining  expedient  against 
the  evU  fate  that  had  pursued  him.  lie  was  to  throw 
sunlight  into  some  deep  recess  of  the  forest,  and  seek 
subsistence  from  the  virgin  bosom  of  the  wililerness. 
The  only  child  of  Reuben  and  Dorcas  was  a  son, 
now  arrived  at  the  age  of  fifteen  years,  beautifal  u 
youth,  and  giving  promise  of  a  glorious  manhood.  Ho 
was  peculiarly  qualified  for,  and  already  began  to  excel 
in,  the  wild  accomplishments  of  frontier  life.  liis  foot 
was  fleet,  his  aim  true,  his  apprehension  quick,  his 
heart  glad  and  high ;  and  all  who  anticipated  the  re- 
turn of  Indian  war  spoke  of  Cyrus  Bourne  as  a  futurs 
leader  in  the  land.  The  boy  was  loved  by  hia  father 
with  a  deep  and  silent  strength,  as  if  whatevw  WM 

Igooil  and  happy  in  his  own  nature  had  been  transfenwl 
to  his  child,  carrying  his  affections  with  it.  Even  Do^ 
cas,  though  loving  and  beloved,  was  far  less  dear  \o 
him ;  for  Keuben's  secret  tlioughts  and  insulated  emo- 
tions had  gradually  made  him  a  selfish  man,  and  ha 
could  uo  longer  love  deejily  iuccept  where  he  saw  ui 
imaged  aonie  reflection  or  likeness  of  his  own  mini 
Tn  Cyme  he  recogmzed  w\utt  W  l^atl  himself  been  in 
otimr  dajB ;  and  at  intervaia  \ift  waiaeSL  to  -^ni^^uj^ 
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)  boy'fl  spirit,  anA  to  be  revived  with  a  fresh  and 
happy  life,  Reuben  was  accompanied  by  bis  son  in 
the  expedition,  for  the  purpose  of  aelecting  a  tract  of 
land  and  felling  and  burning  the  timber,  which  nec- 
essarily preceded  the  removal  of  the  household  gods. 
Two  months  of  autimin  were  thus  occupied,  after  which 
Reuben  Bourne  and  his  young  hunter  returned  to  spent 
their  last  winter  in  the  settlements. 


i 


It  was  early  in  the  month  of  May  that  the  little  failll 
ily  snapped  asunder  whatever  tendrils  of  aifections  had 
clung  to  inanimate  objects,  and  bade  farewell  to  the 
few  who,  in  the  blight  of  fortune,  called  themselves 
tlieir  friends.  The  sadness  of  the  parting  moment 
had,  to  each  of  the  pilgrims,  its  pecidiar  alleviations. 
Keuhen,  a  moody  man,  and  mi^anthropio  because  un- 
hap]^,  strode  onward  with  his  usual  stem  brow  and 
downcast  eye,  feeling  few  regrets  and  disdaining  to  ac- 
knowledge any.  Dorcas,  while  she  wept  abundantly 
over  the  broken  ties  by  which  her  simple  and  affection- 
ate nature  had  bound  itself  to  everything,  felt  that  the 
inhabitants  of  her  inmost  heart  moved  on  with  her,  and 
tiiat  all  else  would  be  supplied  wherever  she  might  go. 
And  the  boy  dashed  one  tear^lrop  from  his  eye,  and 
thought  of  the  adventurous  pleasiu-es  of  the  untrodden 
forest. 

Oh,  who,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  a  daydream,  has  not 
wished  that  he  were  a  wanderer  in  a  world  of  summer 
wilderness,  with  one  fair  and  gentle  being  hanging 
lightly  on  his  arm  ?  In  youth  his  free  and  exulting 
step  would  know  no  harrier  but  the  rolling  ocean  or  the 
Bnow-topped  mountains ;  caliiior  manhood  would  chooaa 
fthome where  Nature  had  strewn  a doaViVft-we'ai'OB.Nsi'&w. 
^ra/e  of  some  transparent  stream  ',  aaad  "wlaea  Voaxs  ^^v 
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after  long,  long  yeara  of  that  pOK  life,  stole  on  and 
found  him  there,  it  would  find  him  the  faUiert^  antoe, 
the  patriarch  of  a  people,  the  founder  of  a  mighty  nar 
tion  yet  to  he.  When  deatli,  like  the  sweet  sleep  whidi 
we  wekome  after  a  day  of  happiness,  came  over  him, 
hia  far  descendants  would  mourn  over  the  venerated 
dust.  Enveloped  by  tra*Ution  in  mysterious  attiibnten, 
the  men  of  future  generations  would  call  him  godlike; 
and  remote  posterity  would  see  him  standing,  rlimly 
glorious,  far  up  the  Talley  of  a  hundred  flentiiries. 

The  tangled  and  gloomy  forest  through  which  the 
personages  of  my  tale  were  wandeiing  difieced  -widely 
from  the  dreauier'a  land  of  fantasy;  yet  there  was 
something  in  their  way  of  life  that  Nature  asserted  aa 
her  own,  and  the  gnawing  cares  wliich  went  with  them 
from  the  world  were  all  that  now  obstructed  their  hap- 
piness. One  stout  and  shaggy  steed,  the  bearer  of  all 
their  wealth,  did  not  shrink  from  the  added  weight  of 
Dorcas;  although  her  hardy  breeding  sustained  her, 
during  the  latter  part  of  each  day's  journey,  by  her 
huHband's  side.  Reuben  and  bis  son,  their  muskets  on 
their  shoulders  and  their  axes  slung  behind  them,  kept 
an  unwearied  pace,  each  watching  with  a  hunters  eye 
for  the  game  that  supplied  their  food.  When  hunger 
bade,  they  halted  and  prepared  their  meal  on  the  bank 
of  some  impolluted  forest  brook,  which,  as  tbey  knelt 
down  with  thirsty  lips  to  drink,  muimured  a  sweet  un- 
willingness, like  a  maiden  at  love's  first  kiss.  They 
slept  beneath  a  hut  of  branches,  and  awoke  at  peep  of 
light  refreshed  for  the  toils  of  another  day.  Dorcaa 
and  the  boy  went  on  joyously,  and  even  Reuben's  spirit 
Ehone  at  intervaU  with  an  outward  gladoesB  ;  but  io- 
wanily  tiiere  was  a  cold,  caVA  aoTrow,  which  be  coii> 
pared  to  the  snowdrif ta ly^g  dee-gm'slbR^ 
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>f  the  rivulets  while  the  leaves  were  brightly  greoi^H 
above. 

Cynis  Bouine  was  sufficiently  skilled  in  the  travel  of 
the  woods  to  observe  that  his  father  did  not  adhere  to 
the  course  they  bad  pursued  in  their  expedition  of  th^ 
preceding  autumn.     They  were  now  keeping  farther  8 
the  north,  striking  out  more  directly  from  the  set) 
uenta,  and  into  a  region  of  which  savage  beasts  a 
savage  men  were  as  yet  the  sole  possessors.     The  I 
stHnetimes  hinted  his  opinions  upon  the  subject,  am 
Reuben  listened  attentively,  and  once  or  twice  altered 
the  direction  of   their  inarch  in  accordance  with  his 
son's  counsel :  but,  having  ao  done,  he  seemed  ill  at 
ease.     His  quick  and  wandering  glances  were  sent  for- 
ward, apparently  in  search  of  enemies  lurking  behind 
the  tree  trunks  ;  and,  seeing  nothing  there,  he  would 
cast  hia  eyes  backwards  aa  if  in  fear  of  some  pnrsuM 
Cyrus,  perceiving    that  his  father  gradually  resumei 
the  old  direction,  forbore  to  interfere ;  nor,  thoug) 
something  began  to  weigh  upon  hia  heart,  did  his  a 
venturous  nature  permit  him  to  regret  the  incre 
length  and  the  mystery  of  their  way. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  fifth  day  they  halted,  and 
made  their  simple  encampment  nearly  an  hour  before 
sunset.  The  face  of  the  country,  for  the  last  few  miles, 
had  been  diversified  by  swells  of  land  resembling  huge 
waves  <)f  a  petrified  sea ;  and  in  one  of  the  correspond- 
ing hollows,  a  wild  and  romantic  spot,  had  the  family 
reared  their  hut  and  kindled  tlieir  fire.  There  is  some- 
thing chilling,  and  yet  heart-warming,  in  the  thought 
of  these  three,  miited  by  sti'ong  bands  of  love  and  in- 
sulated from  .ill  that  breathe  beside.  The  dark  and 
gloomy  pines  looked  down  upon  t\iem,  ami,  »s>^^^*i^"'^^ 
I^Haough  their  tops,  a  pitying  wroxA'sroa'^tSftg^'^^ 
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^H  the  foreat ;  or  did  those  old  trees  groan  m  fear  that 
^^K  meti  were  come  to  lay  the  axe  to  their  roots  at  last  ? 
^^1  Heuben  and  liis  son,  whUo  Dorcas  made  ready  tbeii 
^^1  meal,  proposed  to  wander  out  in  search  of  game,  of 
^^m  which  that  day's  march  had  affoi-ded  no  supply.  The 
^^K  hoy,  promising  not  to  quit  the  vicinity  of  tJic  encamp- 
^^g  ment,  bounded  off  with  a  step  as  light  and  elastic  aa 
H  that  of  the  deer  he  hoped  to  slay  ;  while  his  father, 
feeling  a  transient  happiness  as  he  ga^ed  after  hini,  wa§ 

I   about  to  pursue  an  opposite  direction.     Dorcas,  in  the 
meanwhile,  had  seated  herself  near  tlicir  iire  of  fallen 
branches,  upon  the  mossgrown  and  motddering  trunk 
of  a  tree  uprooted  years  hefore.     Her  employment, 
diversified  by  an  occasional  glance  at  the  pot,  now  be- 
ginning to  simmer  over  the  blaze,  was  the  perusal  of 
the  current  year's  Massachusetts  Almanac,  which,  wiUl 
the  exception  of  an  old  black-letter  Bible,  compnsed  all 
the  literary  wealth  of  the  family.     None  pay  a  greater 
regard  to  arViitrai-y  divisions  of  time  than  those  who 
are  excluded  from  society;  and  Doi-cas  mentioned,  as 
If  the  information  were  of  importance,  that  it  was  now 
I         the  twelfth  of  May.     Her  husband  stalled. 
^^L        "  The  twelfth  of  May !    I  shoidd  remember  it  well," 
^H   muttered  be,  while  many  thoughts  occasioned  a  mo- 
^y   mentary   confusion  ui  his  mind.      "  Where  am  I V 
B         Wliither  am  I  wandering?    Where  did  1  leave  him?" 
Dorcas,  too  well  accustomed  to  Iier  husband's  way 
ward  moods  to  note  any  peculiarity  of  demeanor,  now 
hud  aside  the  abnanac  and  atldressed  him   in   that 
mournful  tone  which  the  tender  hearted  appropmU    | 
to  griefs  long  cold  and  dead. 

"It  was  near  this  time  of  tlie  month,  eighteen  year* 
ngo,  tJiat  my  poor  father  left  this  world  for  a  better. 
He  bad  a  kind  arm  to  b.o\k\.  V\&  '\i£wi  «&&.  %'HBii&'-vwk  ' 
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p  cheer  him,  Keuben,  in  his  last  moments ;  aod  the 
ihought  of  the  faithful  care  you  took  of  him  has  com- 
bed me  many  a  time  since.     Oh,  death  would  have 
awful  to  a  solitary  man  in  a  wild  place  like 

"Pray  Heaven,  Dorcas,"  said  Reuben,  in  a  broken 

-"pray  Heaveu  that  neither  of  us  three  dies 

lolitary  and  hes  unburied  in  this  howling  wilderness  1 " 

Old  he  hastened  away,  leaving  her  ki  watch  the  fire 

sneath  the  gloomy  pines. 

Keuben  Bourne's  rapid  pace  gradually  Blackened  as 
the  pang,  unintentionally  inflicted  by  the  words  of 
Dorcas,  became  less  acute.  Many  strange  reflections, 
however,  throned  upon  hnn ;  and,  straying  onward 
rather  like  a  sleep  walker  than  a  hmiter,  it  was  at- 
tributable to  no  care  of  his  own  that  his  devious 
^^^nne  kept  him  in  the  vicinity  of  the  encampment. 
^BSis  steps  were  imperceptibly  led  almost  in  a  circle; 
^^lor  did  he  observe  that  he  was  on  the  verge  of  a  tract 
of  land  heavily  timbered,  but  not  with  pine-ti-ees. 
The  place  of  the  latter  was  here  supplied  by  oaks 
and  other  of  the  harder  woods  ;  and  around  their 
tots  clustered  a  dense  and  bushy  under-growth,  leav- 
,  however,  barren  spaces  between  the  trees,  thick 
ppwn  with  withered  leaves.  Whenever  the  rustling 
[.  the  branches  or  the  creaking  of  the  trunks  madQ^H 
sound,  as  if  the  forest  were  waking  from  slumhet^^l 
iuben  instinctively  raised  the  musket  that  rested  on^H 
B  arm,  and  cast  a  quick,  sharp  glance  on  every  side  ; 
but,  convinced  by  a  partial  observation  that  no  ani- 
mal was  near,  he  would  again  give  himself  up  to  his 
thoughts.  He  was  musing  on  the  strange  influence 
that  had  led  him  away  fro\n  his  pTemfttoia.\eA.  «<«awt, 
.»ad  80  far  into  the  depths  of  tlie  vniAetiisaft.    'V^'wJrttft 
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to  penetrate  to  the  secret  place  of  his  soul  wliere  bk 
motires  la;  hidden,  ho  believed  that  a  superaatuial 
voice  had  called  him  onward,  and  that  a  superuatural 
power  had  obstructed  his  retreat.  He  trusted  that  it 
waB  ileaveu's  intent  to  afford  him  an  opportuni^  of 
expiating  his  sin  ;  he  hoped  that  he  might  find  the 
hones  bo  long  unburied  ;  and  that,  having  laid  the 
earth  over  them,  peace  would  throw  its  simlight  into 
the  Bepnlchre  of  his  heart.  From  these  thoughts  he 
was  aroused  by  a  rustling  in  the  forest  at  some  dis- 
'tance  from  the  spot  to  which  he  had  wandered.  Per- 
ceiving the  motion  of  some  object  behind  a  thick  veil 
of  undergrowth,  he  fired,  with  the  instinct  of  a  hunter 
and  the  aim  of  a  practised  marksman.  A  low  moan, 
which  told  his  success,  and  by  which  ev«i  i^niTiMa 
can  express  their  dying  i^ny,  was  unheeded  by  Keo- 
ben  Bourne.  What  were  the  recollections  now  bus 
ing  upon  him  ? 

The  thicket  into  which  Keuben  had  fired  was  i 

the  summit  of  a  swell  of  land,  and  was  clustcHd 
around  the  base  of  a  rock,  which,  in  the  shape  and 
smoothness  of  one  of  ita  surfaces,  was  not  unlike  a 
gigantic  gravestone.  Aa  if  tefleoted  in  a,  mirror, 
its  likeness  was  in  Reuben's  memory.  He  even  rec- 
ognized the  veins  which  seemed  to  form  an  inscrip- 
tion in  forgotten  characters :  everything  remained  the 
same,  except  that  a  thick  covert  of  bushes  shrouded 
the  lower  part  of  the  rock,  and  would  have  hidden 
Roger  Malvin  had  he  still  been  sitting  there.  Yet 
in  the  next  moment  Reuben's  eye  was  caught  hy 
another  change  that  time  had  effected  since  he  last 
stood  where  he  was  now  standing  again  behind  th» 
earthy  roots  of  the  uptom  tree.  The  sapling  to  which 
be  bad  bound  the  bloodstained.  sjoftsoV  oi  \aft  "s 
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d  and  strengthened  into  an  oak.  for  indeed  ^^V 
from  ita  maturity,  but  with  no  mean  spreail  of  shad- 
owy  branuhea.     There  was  one  sing;ularity  observable 
in  this  tree  wliich  made  Reuben  tremble.     Tlie  middia 
and  lower  branches  were  in  luxuriant  life,  and  an  ex-  ■ 
cess  of  vegetation  had  fringed  the  trunk  almost  to  the  J 
ground ;  but  a  blight  had  apparently  stricken  the  upper  k 
part  of  the  oak,  and  the  very  topmost  bongh  was  with-  I 
ered,  sapless,  and  utterly  dead.     Reub^p  ramembered  i 
liow  the  little  banner  had  fluttered  on  that  topmost  I 
bough,  when  it  was  green  and  lovely,  eighteen  years  I 
before.     Whose  guilt  had  blasted  it  ? 


Dorcas,  after  the  departiu^e  of  the  two  hunters,  con- 
tinued her  ppeparationa  for  their  evening  repast.  Her 
sylvan  table  was  the  moss-covered  trunk  of  a  large 
fallen  ti'ee,  on  the  broadest  part  of  which  she  had 
spread  a  snow-white  eloth  and  arranged  what  were 
left  of  the  bright  pewter  vessels  that  had  been  her 
pride  in  the  settlements.  It  had  a  strange  as])eet, 
that  one  little  spot  of  homely  comfort  in  the  desolate 
heart  of  Nature.  The  sunshine  yet  lingered  upon  the 
higher  branches  of  the  trees  that  grew  on  rising 
ground;  but  the  shadows  of  evening  had  deepened 
into  the  hollow  where  the  encampment  was  made,  and 
the  firelight  began  to  redden  as  it  gleamed  up  the 
tall  trunks  of  the  pines  or  hovered  on  the  dense  and 
obscure  mass  of  foliage  that  circled  round  the  spot. 
The  heart  of  Dorcas  was  not  sad ;  for  she  felt  that 
it  was  better  to  journey  in  the  wilderness  with  two 
whom  she  loved  than  to  be  a  lonely  woman  In  a  crowd 
that  cared  not  for  her.  Aa  she  busied  herself  in  bjv 
ranging  seats  of  moiddering  wood,  co^eTei.  wi^  V».NCi, 

r  Reuben  and  her  son,  her  yoic©  Aaocei 
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the  g;loomy  forest  in  the  measure  of  a  song  that  B 
had  learned  in  youth.  The  rude  melody,  the  prodt 
tion  of  a  bard  who  won  no  name,  was  descriptive 
a  winter  evening  in  a  frontier  cottage,  when,  secui 
from  aavage  inroad  by  the  high-piled  snow-drifts,  t 
family  rejoiced  by  their  own  tii-eside.  The  whole  so 
possessed  the  nameless  charm  peculiar  to  unborrow 
thought,  but  four  continually- recurring  lines  shone  o 
from  the  rest,  like  the  blaze  of  the  hearth  whose  jo 
they  celebrated.  Into  them,  working  inagic  with 
few  simple  words,  tlie  poet  had  instilled  the  ve 
essence  of  domestic  love  and  hous^old  Imppinei 
and  they  were  poetry  and  picture  joined  in  one.  j 
Dorcas  sang,  the  walls  of  her  forsaken  home  seem 
to  encircle  her ;  she  no  longer  saw  the  gloomy  pirn 
nor  heard  the  wind  which  still,  as  she  began  ea 
verse,  sent  a  heavy  breath  through  the  branches,  u 
died  away  in  a  hollow  moan  from  the  burden  of  t 
song.  She  was  aroused  by  the  report  of  a  gun  in  t 
vicinity  of  the  encampment;  and  ditlier  the  sudd 
sound,  OP  her  lonelineas  by  the  glowing  fire,  caud 
her  to  tremble  violently.  The  next  moment  s 
laughed  in  the  pride  -of  a  mother's  heart. 

"  My  beautiful  young  hunter  I  My  boy  has  slain 
deer ! "  she  exclaimed,  recollecting  that  in  the  din 
tion  whence  the  shot  proceeded  Cyma  had  gone  to  t 
cliase. 

SJie  waited  a  reasonable  time  to  hear  her  son's  lig 
step  bounding  over  the  rustling  leaves  to  tell  of  I 
success.  But  he  did  not  immediately  appear ;  ai 
she  sent  her  cheerful  voice  among  the  trees  in  sear 
of  him. 
"  Cyiua  !  Cyrus  1 " 
HiB  coming  was  still  deVa-^ftt 
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P^Bbe  report  haA  apparently  been  very  near,  to  aeekl 
for  him  in  person.     Her  assistance,  also,  might  he  nec- 
essary in  biTnging  home  the  venison  which  she  flat- 
tered herself  he  had  obtained.     She  therefore  set  for- . 
wai'd,  directing  her  steps  by  the  long-past  sound,  and] 
singing  as  she  went,  in  order  that  tlie  boy  might  1 
aware  of  her  approach  and  run  to  meet  her.     From 
behind  the  trunk  of  every  tree,  and  from  every  hii 
ing-place  in  the  tliick  foUage  of  the  imdei^owth,  shel 
hoped  to  discover  the  countenance  of  her  son,  laugh- 1 
ing  with  the  sportive  mischief  that  is  bom  of  affection. 
The  sun  was  now  beneath  tlie  horizon,  and  the  light 
that  canie  down  among  the  leaves  was  sufficiently  dim 
to  create  many  illusions  in  her  expecting  fancy.     8ev^ 
eral  times  she  seemed  indistinctly  to  see  his  face  gazin_ 
out  from  among  the  leaves ;  and    once  she  imaginelfl 
that  he  stood  beckoning  to  her  at  the  base  of  a  craggy 
rock.     Keeping  her  eyes  on  this  object,  however,  it 
proved  to  be  no  more  than  the  trimk  of  an  oak  fringed 
to  the  very  ground  with  little  branches,  one  of  whiehj 
thrust  out  farther  than  the  rest,  was  shaken  by  thefl 
breeze.     Making  her  way  round  the  foot  of  the  rockvl 
she  suddenly  found  herself  close  to  her  husband,  who 
had  approached  in  another  direction.     Leaning  upon 
the  butt  of  his  gim,  the  muzzle  of  which  rested  upon 
the  withered   leaves,  he  was   apparently  absorbed  in 
the  contemplation  of  some  object  at  his  feet. 

"How  is  this  Reuben?     Have  you  slain  the  deer  _ 
and  faUen  asleep  over  him?"  exclaimed  Dorcas,  laughi 
ing  cheerfully,  on  her  first  slight  observation  of  hidi 
posture  and  appeal 

He  stirred  not,  neither  did  he  turn  his  eyes  to-K^ti* 
her ;  and  a.   oold,  shuddei-ing   ieat,   \ft(ie)tvm\fc  ""o^  "** 
JHBW  sod  object,  began  to  creep  into  Ver  \Jto^^^®^^ 


leer^M 
hid^H 
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r  perceived  that  her  hushand'a  face  was  glu 
I  pale,  and  hia  features  were  rigid,  an  if  incapable  of 
aasuming  any  other  expression  than  the  strong  despair 
I  which  had  hardened  upon  tliem.  He  gave  not  the 
I  slightest  Rvidenee  that  he  waa  aware  of  her  approach, 
"  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  Reuben,  speak  to  me ! "' 
[  cried  Dorcaa  ;  and  the  strange  sound  of  her  own  voice 
I  affrighted  her  even  more  than  the  tiead  silenee. 

Iter  husband  atartfid,  stared  into  her  face,  drew  her 
'  to  the  front  of  the  rock,  and  pointed  with  his  finger. 
Oh.  there  lay  the  boy,  asleep,  but  dreamless,  upon 
the  fallen  forest  leaves!     His  cheek  rested  upon  Iiis 
I  arm  —  his  curled  locks  were    thrown    back  from  hia 
brow — his  limbg  were  slightly  relaxed.     Had  a  sud- 
den weariness  overcome  the  youthfid  hunter?    Woidd 
'  his  mother's  voice  arouse  him  ?     She  knew  that  it  « 
I  death. 

"  This  broad  rock  is  the  gravestone  of  your  ij 
I   tindred,  Dorcas,"  said  her  husband.     "Yourti 
fall  at  once  over  your  father  and  your  8 

She  heard    liim  not.      With  one  wild  shriek, '^ 

seemed  to  force  its  way  from  the  sufferer's  inmogfen 

she  sank  insensible  by  the  side  of  her  dead  boy. 

that  moment  the  withered  topmost  bough  of  the  osk 

i  iliiosened  itself  in  the  stilly  air,  and  fell  in  soft,  light 

4  ii-ag;mcnts  upon  the  rock,  upon  the  leaves,  upon  Ren- 

^  ^   ben,  upon  his  wife  and  child,  and  upon  Roger  Malvin's 

J       bones.      Then  Reuben's  lieart  was  stricken,  and  the 

J  I    tears  gushed  out  like  water  from  a  rock.     The  vow 

\      that  the  wounded  youth  had  made^the  blighted  •aan 

had  come  to  redeem.      His    sin  was    expiated,  —  the 

*       curse  was  gone  from  him  ;  and  in  the  hour  when  he 

had  abed  hlooA  dearer  to  \iim  tViU  \aa  o-w-q,  b.  grayer; 

the  iirst  for  years,  went  u^p  to  \leaven iwmjfcfclft  "  ~ 

^^Meulien  Bouma. 
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Mt  unfortunate  friend  P.  has  lost  the  thread  of  Ma 
ife  by  the  interposition  of  long  intervals  of  partially 
lisordered  reason.  The  past  and  present  are  jumhleii 
ogether  in  his  mind  in  a  manner  often  productive  of 
iirious  results,  and  which  will  be  better  understood 
if ter  the  perusal  bf  the  following  letter  than  from  any 
lescription  that  I  coidd  give.  The  poor  fellow,  with- 
lut  ones  stirring  from  the  little  whitewashed,  iron- 
^ated  room  to  which  he  alludes  in  his  first  paragraph, 
s  nevertheless  a  great  traveller,  and  meets  in  his  wan- 
lerings  a  variety  of  personages  who  have  long  ceased 
o  be  visible  to  any  eye  save  his  own.  In  my  opinion, 
Jl  this  is  not  so  much  a  delusion  as  a  partly  wilful  and 
lartly  involuntary  sport  of  the  imagination,  to  which 
lis  disease  has  imparted  such  morbid  energy  tliat  he 
leholds  these  spectral  scenes  and  characters  with  no 
BS3  distinctness  than  a  play  upon  the  stage,  and  with 
oraewhat  more  of  illusive  credence.  Many  of  his  let- 
ers  are  in  my  possession,  some  based  upon  the  same  va- 
;ary  as  the  present  one,  and  otliers  upon  hypotheses 
lot  a  whit  short  of  it  in  abstu'dity.  The  whole  form  a 
eries  of  correspondence,  which,  should  fate  seasonably 
emove  my  poor  fi'iend  fi'om  what  is  to  hii"  a  world  of 
Qoonshine,  1  promise  myself  a  pious  pleasure  in  edit- 
ng  for  the  public  eye.  P.  had  always  a  hankering 
fter  literary  reputation,  and  has  made  more  tlian  one 
insuccessful  effort  to  achieve  it.  It  wovii  \iKit\«i 
ttle  odd  if,  after  missing  his  object  vf\u\£ 
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by  the  light  o£  reason,  he  should  prove  to  hava  stony 
I  bled  upon  it  in  his  misty  escursious  beyond  the  limits 
I  of  sanity. 


■  bl 

I 

^H        Mt  dear  Friesb,  —  Old  asaociations  cling  to  the 
^Hl  mind  with  astonishing  tenacity.     Daily  custom  grows 
^^H  up  about  us  like  a  stone  wall,  and  consolidates  itself 
^H^  into  almost  as  material  entity  as  mankind's  strongest 
^f  I  arcliitecture.     It  is  sometimes  a  serious  question  witli 
K         me  whether  ideas  be  not  really  visible  and  tan^ble 
and  endowed  with  all    the  other  qualities  of  matter. 
Sitting  as  I  do  at  this  moment  ui  my  hired  apartment, 
writing  beside  the  hearth,  over  which  hangs  a  print  of 
Queen  Victoria,  listening  to  the  muffled  roar  of  the 
world's  metropolis,  and  with  a  window  at  but  five  paies 
distant,  through  which,  whenever  I  please,  I  can  gaze 
out  on  actual  London, — with  all  this  positive  certainty 
as  to  my  whereabouts,  what  kind  of  notion,  do  yon 
think,  is  just  now  perplexing  my  brain  ?      Why, — 
would  you  believe  it? — that  all  this  time  I  am  still  an 
inhabitant  of  that  wearisome  little  chamber  —  that 
whitewashed  little  chamber  —  that  little  chamber  with 
its  one  small  window,  across  which,  from  some  inscru- 
table reason  of  taste  or  convenience,  my  landlord  had 
I-  placed  a  row  of  iron  bars —  that  same  little  chamber, 
in  short,  whither  your  kindness  has  so  often  brought 
you  to  visit  me !     Will  no  length  of  time  or  breadth 
of  space  enfranchise  me  from    that  imlovely  abode? 
I  travel ;  but  it  seems  to  be  like  the  snail,  with  my 
^^  house  upon  my  heatl.     Ah,  well  \      I  am  verging,  1 
suppose,  on  tliat  period  of  life  when  present  scenes  and 
events  make  but  feeble  invpieswoYva  is\  awnvarison  with 
tiioae  of  yore ;  bo  tliat  1  must  lecOTisiia  ■av-jwiS.  ^a^Qc 
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more  and  more  the  prisoner  of  Memory,  who  mere 
ieta  me  hop  about  a.  little  witk  her  chain  around  my  It 

My  letters  of  introduction  have  been  of  the  utmos 
service,  enabling'  me  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  sey-. 
eral  diatinguiahed  characters,  who,  mitU  now,  have 
seemed  aa  remote  from  the  sphere  of  my  personal  in- 
tercourse as  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  time  or  Ben 
Jonson'a  compotators  at  the  Mermaid.  One  of  the 
first  of  which  I  availed  myself  was  the  letter  to  Lord 
Byron,  I  found  hia  lordship  looking  much  older  than 
I  had  anticipated,  although,  considering  hia  forma 
irregularities  of  life  and  the  various  wear  and  tear  ^ 
his  constitution,  not  older  than  a  man  on  the  verge  a 
sixty  reasonably  may  look.  But  I  had  invested  his 
earthly  frame,  in  my  imagination,  with  the  poet's  spir- 
itnal  immortality.  He  wears  a  brown  wig,  vei^  luxu- 
riantly curled,  and  extending  down  over  his  forchei 
The  expression  of  his  eyes  \s  concealed  by  spectacle 
His  early  tendency  to  obesity  ha'/ing  increaaetl,  Loro^ 
Byron  is  now  enormously  fat  —  so  fat  as  to  give  the 
impression  of  a  person  quite  overladen  with  his  own 
fiesh,  and  without  sufficient  vigor  to  diffuse  his  per- 
sonal life  through  the  great  inaaa  of  corporeal  substance 
which  weighs  upon  him  so  oPHclly.  You  gaze  at  the 
mortal  heap;  and,  while  it  fills  your  eye  with  what 
purports  to  be  Byron,  you  murmur  within  yourself, 
"  For  Heaven's  sake,  where  is  he  ?  "  Were  I  disposed 
to  be  caustic,  I  might  consider  this  mass  of  earthly 
matter  as  the  symbol,  in  a  material  shape,  of  those 
evil  habits  and  carnal  vices  which  unspiritualize  man 'a 
nature  and  clog  up  his  avenues  of  conununication  with 
the  better  life.  But  thia  would  be  too  harsh ;  and,  be- 
tides. Lord  Byron'a  morals  have  been  \ia\i\ovvft^V^iisi 
.  kiffogtwatid  jtflaa  iiaa  swollen  to  aacb.  tiag<aaB«asnMM^ 
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circumf  erenoe.    Would  that  he  were  leaner ;  i 
he  (lid  me  the  honor  to  present  his  band, ; 
[luffed  out  with  alien  Bubataiipe  that  1  coo] 
aa  if  I  had  touched  the  hand  that  wrote  C 
old. 

On  my  entrance  his  loi-dship  apologized  J 
ing  to  receive  me  on  the  sufficient  plea 
for  several  years  past  had  taken  up  ite  coi 
dence  in  his  right  foot,  which  accordingly  w 
in  many  rolls  of  flannel  and  deposited  upon) 
The  other  foot  was  hidden  in  the  drapery  o ' 
Do  you  recollect  whether  Byron's  right  or  lea 
the  deformed  one  ? 

The  noble  poet's  reconciliation  with  Lady  B| 
now,  as  you  are  aware,  of  ten  years'  standing ;  n 
it  exhibit,  I  am  assured,  any  symptom  of  bM 
fi-acture.  They  are  said  to  be,  if  not  a  hap^ 
a  contented,  or  at  all  events  a  quiet  couple,? 
the  slope  of  life  with  that  tolerable  degree  | 
support  which  will  enable  them  to  come  easily  n 
fortably  to  the  bottom.  It  is  pleasant  to  refle 
entirely  the  poet  haa  redeemed  his  youthful  i 
this  particular.  Her  ladyship's  influence,  j 
me  to  add,  has  been  productive  of  the  happl 
upon  Lord  Byron  in  a  religious  pomt  of  vien 
combines  tlie  most  rigid  tenets  of  Methoc" 
ultra  doctrines  of  the  Puseyites ;  the  forme^ 
hapa  due  to  the  conviotions  wrought  upon  1 
his  noble  consort,  while  the  latter  are  the  emlri 
and  picturesque  illumination  demanded  by  his 
native  character.  Much  of  whatever  expenditt 
inci'easiug  habits  of  thrift  continue  to  allow|H 
stowed  in  the  reparation  ot  WautvE^in^  '^^^1 
m>Tship ;   and  this   nobleman,  '«Vo%«  i>Aii>^| 
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considered  a  ayaonyrae  of  tlie  foul  fiend,  is  now  all  I 
canonized  as  a  aaint  in  m:iny  pulpits  of  the  metropolis 
and  elsewhere.  In  politics,  Lord  Byron  is  an.  un- 
compromising conservative,  and  loses  no  opportunity, 
whether  in  the  House  of  Lords  or  in  private  circles,  of 
denouncing  and  repudiating  the  mischievous  and  anar- 
chical notions  of  his  earlier  day.  Nor  does  he  fail  to 
visit  similar  sins  in  other  people  with  the  sincerest  ven- 
geauce  wliich  his  somewhat  blmitcd  pen  is  capable  of 
inflicting.  Southey  and  he  are  on  the  most  intimate 
t^rms.  You  are  aware,  that  some  little  time  before  the 
death  of  Moore,  Byron  caused  that  brilliant  but  repre- 
hensible man  to  be  ejected  from  his  house.  Moore  took 
the  insult  so  much  to  heart  that  it  is  said  to  have  been 
one  great  cause  of  the  fit  of  illness  which  brought  him 
to  the  grave.  Others  pretend  that  the  lyrist  died  in  a 
/  happy  state  of  mind,  singing  one  of  his  own  sa- 
Eflred  melodies,  and  expressing  his  belief  that  it  woiild 
e  heard  within  the  gate  of  paradise,  and  gain  him  in- 
uit  uid  honorable  admittance.  I  wish  he  may  have 
md  it  so. 

I  failed  not,  as  yon  may  suppose  in  the  course  of 
mveraation  with  Lord  Byron,  to  pay  the  meed  of 
ige  due  to  a  mighty  poet,  by  allusions  to  pas- 
a  Childe  Harold,  and  Manfred,  and  Don  Juan, 
pich  have  mcule  so  large  a  portion  of  the  music  of 
r  life.  My  words,  whether  apt  or  otherwise,  were 
E  least  warm  with  the  enthusiasm  of  one  worthy  to 
B  of  immortal  poesy.  It  was  evident,  however, 
Eftt  they  did  not  go  precisely  to  tlie  right  spot.  I 
1  perceive  that  there  was  some  mistake  or  other, 
s  not  a  little  angry  with  myself,  and  ashatned 
I  my  abortive  attempt  to  throw  liacV,  Ivow^  nyj  <y«^ 
i  to  tbe  gi£ted  author's  eax,  the  e^Aio  ot  Jflgjw 
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etraina  that   have  reaounfled   tlironghout 

But  by  and  by  the  Beeret  peeperf  quietly  out.     B 

—  I  have  the  information  from  hi3  own  lips,  sa 
you  need  not  hesitate  to  repeat  it  in  litdraty  ci 

—  Byron  ia  preparing  a  new  edition  of  his  eon 
works,  carefidly  corrected,  espui^ted,  and  ame 
in  accordance  with  his  present  ereed  of  taste,  ni 
politics,  and  religion.  It  so  happened  that  the 
pasaagea  of  highest  inspiration  to  which  I  had  al 
were  among  the  condemned  and  rejected  rubbiali  ■ 
it  is  his  purpose  to  cast  into  the  gulf  of  oblivion, 
whisper  you  the  truth,  it  appears  to  me  that  hi 
sions  having  burned  out,  the  extinction  of  their 
and  riotous  flame  baa  deprived  Lord  Byron  of  ( 
lumination  by  which  he  not  merely  wrote,  bul 
enabled  to  feel  and  comprehend  what  he  had  wi 
Positively  he  no  longer  understands  liis  own  poet 

This  became  very  apparent  on  his  favoring  i 
far  as  to  read  a  few  apecimens  of  Don  Juan  i 
moralized  version.  Whatever  is  licentious,  whs 
disreapectful  to  the  sacred  mysteries  of  our 
whatever  morbidly  melancholic  or  splenetieally  i 
ive,  whatever  assails  settled  constitutions  of  g( 
ment  or  systems  of  society,  whatever  could  woun 
sensibility  of  any  mortal,  except  a  pagaji,  a  repuh 
or  a  dissenter,  has  been  unrelentingly  blotted  oul 
its  place  supplied  by  unexceptionable  veraes  i 
lordship's  later  style.  You  may  judge  how  mn 
the  poem  remains  as  hitherto  published.  The 
is  not  BO  good  as  might  be  wished ;  in  plain  I 
it  ia  a  very  sad  affair  indeed  ;  for,  though  the  b 
kindled  in  Toj>het  have  been  extinguished,  tli«y 
an  abominably  ill  oAor,  awA  aife  wicwftdad  1 
glimpses  of  hallowed  fiie.    \\.  Ha  to  ^»  \ 
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tbeloss,  that  this  attempt  on  Lord  Byron's  part  to 
atone  for  his  youthful  errors  will  at  length  induce 
the  Dean  of  Westminster,  or  whatever  chiu'ehman  is 
concerned,  to  allow  Thorwaldsen's  statue  of  the  poet  . 
its  due  niehe  in  the  grand  old  Al)hey.  His  boi 
you  know,  when  brought  from  Greece,  were  dei 
sepulture  among  those  of  his  tuneful  brethren  there. 
What  a  vile  slip  of  the  pen  was  that!  How  i 
surd  in  me  to  talk  about  burying  the  bones  of  Byro 
whom  I  have  just  seen  alive,  and  incased  in  a  big,  *< 
round  bulk  of  flesh !  But,  to  say  the  ti'uth.  a  pro- 
digiously fat  man  always  impresses  me  as  a  kind  of 
hobgoblin ;  in  the  very  extravagance  of  his  mortal 
system  I  And  something  akin  to  the  immateriality  of 
a  ghost.  And  then  that  ridiculous  old  story  darted 
into  my  mind,  how  that  Byron  died  of  fever  at  Mifr  _ 
solonghi,  above  twenty  years  ago.  More  and  mm 
I  recognize  that  we  dwell  in  a  world  of  shadow 
.  and,  for  my  part,  I  hold  it  hardly  worth  the  troubl 
»  attempt  a  distinction  between  shadows  in  the  i 
1  shadows  out  of  it  J£  there  be  any  difference,  1 
e  ratlier  the  more  substantial. 
■Only  think  of  my  good  fortune  1  The  venerable 
pbert  Bums  —  now,  if  1  mistake  not,  in  his  eighty- 
renth  yeax — happens  to  be  making  a  visit  to  Lon- 
8  if  on  purpose  to  afford  me  an  opportunity  of 
Lsping  him  by  the  hand.  For  upwards  of  twentj- 
ira  past  he  has  iiardly  left  his  quiet  cottage  in 
Ayrshire  for  a  single  night,  and  has  only  been  drawn 
hither  now  by  the  irresistible  persuasions  of  all  the 
distinguished  men  in  England.  They  wish  to  cele- 
brate the  patriarch's  birthday  by  a  festival.  It  will 
be  the  greatest  literary  triump\i  oi\  xfti.'.o'ci,.  Ytwj 
"  ~     "     3  spirit  of  )if»  'ffit^''"  *^''-  »gB&\«^* 
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bosom  may  not  be  extinguished  in  the  lustre  of  thai 
hour  !  I  have  already  had  the  honor  of  an  intiwlTio- 
tion  to  him  at  the  British  Museum,  where  he  was  ex- 
amining a  collection  of  his  own  unpublished  lettets, 
interspersed  with  songs,  which  have  escaped  the  notice 
of  all  his  biographers. 

I'oh  I  Nonsense  I  What  am  I  thinking  of?  How 
-  should  Bunia  have  been  embalmed  in  biography  when 
he  is  still  a  hearty  old  man  ? 

The  figure  of  the  bai'd  is  tall  and  in  the  highest 
degree  reverend,  nor  the  less  so  that  it  is  mach  bent 
by  the  burden  of  time.  His  white  hair  floats  like  s 
snow  -  drift  around  hia  face,  in  which  are  seen  the 
furrows  of  intellect  and  passion,  lilie  the  chamieti 
of  headlong  torrents  that  have  foamed  themselves 
away.  The  old  gentleman  is  in  excellent  presetva- 
tion  considering  his  time  of  life.  He  has  that  criek- 
ety  sort  of  liveliness  —  I  mean  the  cricket's  humor 
of  chirping  for  any  cause  or  none  —  which  is  perhaps 
the  most  favorable  mood  that  can  befall  extreme  old 
age.  Our  pride  forbids  us  to  desire  it  for  ourselves, 
although  we  perceive  it  to  be  a  beneficence  of  natuK 
in  the  case  of  others.  I  was  surprised  to  find  it  in 
Bums.  It  seems  as  if  his  ardent  heart  and  brillianl 
imagination  had  both  burned  down  to  the  last  emben, 
leaving  only  a  little  flickering  flame  in  one  corner, 
which  keeps  dancing  upward  and  laughing  all  by 
itself.  He  is  no  longer  capable  of  pathos.  At  tlw 
request  of  jVllan  Cunningham,  he  attempted  to  sing 
his  own  song  to  Mary  in  Heaven ;  but  it  was  evident 
£hat  the  feeling  of  those  verses,  so  profoundly  true 
and  so  simply  expressed,  was  entirely  beyond  tl» 
eeope  of  Iiia  present  aensiV>'iiftfc%\  3.tv4,  NtWn.  a  tond 
I  of  it  did  partially  awaken  \iitn,  We  Xsa-xa  \am^jrt| 


P.'S  CORRESPONDENCE.  415 

(iished  into  his  eyes  and  his  voice  broke  into  a  treniu-  ■ 
ous  cackle.     And  yet  he  but  indistinctly  knew  where-  I 
ore  he  was  weepmg.     Ah,  he  must  not  think  again 
if  Mary  in  Heaven   until  he  shake  off  the  dull  i 
ledinient  of  time  and  ascond  to  meet  her  tliere. 

Bums  then  began  to  repeat  Tam  O'Shanter;  but 
ifas  so  tickled  with  its  wit  and  humor  —  of  which, 
lowever,  I  suspect  he  had  but  a  traditionary  sense 
—  that  he  soon  burst  into  a  fit  of  chirruping  laughter, 
ucceeded  by  a  cough,  which  brought  this  not  very 
greeable  exhibition  to  a  close.  On  the  whole,  I  would 
ather  not  have  witnessed  it.  It  is  a  satisfactory  idea, 
lowever,  that  the  last  forty  years  of  the  peasant  poet's 
ife  have  been  passed  in  competence  and  perfect  com- 
ort.  Having  been  cured  of  hia  bardic  improvidence 
or  many  a  day  past,  and  grown  as  attentive  lo  the 
nain  chance  as  a  canny  Scotsman  should  be,  he  i 
LOW  considered  to  be  qiute  well  off  as  to  pecuniary  I 
ircnmstances.  This,  1  suppose,  is  worth  having  lived 
o  long  for. 

I  took  occasion  to  inquire  of  some  of  the  country- 
aen  of  Bums  in  regard  to  the  health  of  Sir  Walter  , 
tcott.  His  condition,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  remains  tlie 
ame  as  for  ten  years  past;  it  is  that  of  a  hopeless 
raralytic,  palsied  not  more  in  body  tlian  ia  those 
lohler  attributes  of  which  the  body  is  the  instrument, 
iud  thus  he  vegetates  from  day  to  day  and  from  year 
o  year  at  that  splendid  fantasy  of  Abbotsford,  which 
^w  out  of  his  brain,  and  became  a  symbol  of  the 
;i-eat  romancer's  tastes,  feelings,  studies,  prejudices, 
nd  modes  of  intellect.  Whether  in  verse,  prose,  or 
xchitectnire,  he  could  achieve  but  one  thing',  although 
bat  one  in  infinite  variety.  There  \ie  Teti>ia».ft^  a«.  ». 
>  bJB  library,  and  ia  said  to  a-^ui.  ^jWlft  Vaws* 
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of  every  <Lay  in  diciatiug  tales  to  aa  amawoKM 
to  an  imaginary  amanuenBia ;  for  it  is  not  den 
wortli  any  one's  trouble  now  to  take  down  what  fli 
from  that  once  brilliant  fancy,  every  image  of  wh 
was  foimeriy  woith  gold  and  oapahle  of  being  eoiB 
Yet  Cunningham,  who  has  lately  seen  him,  assures 
tbat  there  is  now  and  then  a  touch  of  the  genius, 
a  striking  combination  of  incident,  or  a  picturea 
trait  of  character,  such  as  no  other  man  alive  co 
have  hit  off,  —  a  glimmer  from  that  rained  mind, 
if  the  sun  had  suddenly  Bashed  on  a  half-rusted  ] 
met  in  the  gloom  of  an  ancient  hall.  But  the  pj 
of  these  romances  become  inextricably  confused; 
characters  melt  into  one  another;  and  the  tale  k 
itself  like  the  course  of  a  stream  flowing  tbroi 
mudily  and  marshy  grottnd. 

For  my  part,  I  oan  hardly  regret  that  Sir  Wftl 
Scott  had  lost  his  consciousness  of  outward  thh 
before  his  works  went  out  of  vogue.  It  was  gi 
that  be  should  forget  his  fame  rather  than  that  fft 
should  first  have  forgotten  him.  Were  he  Btil 
writer,  and  as  brilliant  a  one  as  ever,  he  could 
longer  maintain  anj-thing  like  the  same  position 
literature.  The  world,  nowadays,  requires  a  nu 
earnest  purpose,  a  deeper  moral,  and  a  closer  a 
homelier  truth  than  he  was  qualiRed  to  supply 
with.  Yet  who  can  be  to  the  present  geoerat 
even  what  Scott  has  been  to  the  past?  I  had 
peetations  from  a  young  man  —  one  Dickens  —  t 
published  a  few  magazine  aiticlea,  very  rich  in  1 
mor,  and  not  without  symptoms  of  genuine  patb 
hut  the  poor  fellow  died  shortly  after  commenci 
an  odd  series  of  sketehea,  entitled,  I  think,  the  Pi 
trick  Papers.     Not  impoaaVNAj  ftia  ■wQi\i.\iaa'^*^ 
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han  it  di-eama  of  by  tlie  untimely  death  of  this  Mr. 
tokens. 

Whom  do  you  tliink  I  met  in  Fall  Mall  the  other 
lay?  You  would  not  hit  it  in  ten  gnesses.  Why, 
10  less  a  man  ti  an  Napoleon  Donaparte,  or  all  that 
I  now  left  of  Tiiin  —  that  is  to  say,  the  skin,  bones, 
nd  corporeal  substance,  little  coekeil  hat,  green  coat, 
riiite  hreeches,  and  small  sword,  which  are  etill  known 
ly  his  redoubtable  name.  He  was  atteadetl  only  by 
fro  poKcemen.  who  walked  quietly  behind  the  phan- 
asm  of  the  old  ex-emperor,  appearing  to  have  no  duty 
a  regard  to  him  except  to  see  that  none  of  the  lighb- 
ingered  gentry  should  possess  themselves  of  the  star 
■f  the  Legion  of  Honor.  Nobody,  save  myself,  go 
Buoli  aa  turned  to  look  after  him ;  nor,  it  grieves  mo 
0  confess,  could  eveu  1  contrive  to  muster  up  any 
alecable  interest,  even  by  all  that  the  warlike  spiiit, 
oimerly  manifested  within  that  now  decrepit  shape, 
lad  wrought  upon  our  globe.  There  is  no  surer 
nethod  of  annihilating  the  magic  influence  of  a  great 
■enown  than  by  exhibiting  the  possessor  of  it  in  the 
lecline,  the  overthrow,  the  uttsr  degradation  of  hia 
Mwers,  —  buried  beneath  his  own  mortality,  —  and 
scking  even  the  qualities  of  sense  that  enable  the 
nost  ordinary  men  to  bear  themselves  decently  in  the 
ye  of  the  world.  This  is  the  state  to  wliich  disease, 
^gravated  by  long  endurance  of  a  tropical  climate, 
ad  assisted  by  old  age,  —  for  he  is  now  above  sev- 
nty,  —  has  reduced  Bonaparte,  The  British  govem- 
nent  has  acted  shrewdly  in  reti'an  sporting  him  from 
k.  Helena  to  England.  They  should  now  restore 
itm  to  Paris,  and  there  let  him  once  again  review  the 
elics  of  his  armies.  His  eye  ia  duVl  a^A.  vVewnv^', 
Ig  netber  lip  bung  down  upon  hia  ckun..    "N^Via"^ 
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was  observing  liim  there  chanced  to  Le  a  little 
hustle  in  the  street;  aud  he,  the  brother  of  Ciesa 
Hanuibal, — the  great  captain  who  had  veilei 
world  in  battle  smoke  and  tracked  it  round 
blootly  footsteps,  —  was  seized  with  a  nervous 
bling,  and  claimed  the  protection  of  the  two  polic 
by  a  cracked  and  dolorous  cry.  The  fellows  wink 
one  another,  laughed  aside,  and.  patting  Napolec 
the  bach,  took  each  an  ami  and  led  him  away. 

Death  and  fury !  Ha,  villain,  how  came  yon  hi 
Avaunt !  or  I  fling  my  inkstand  at  your  head.  ' 
tush  ;  it  is  all  a  mistake.  Pray,  my  dear  friend 
don  this  little  outbreak.     The  fact  is,  the  menti 

■  those  two  policemen,  and  their  custody  of  Bonaj 
had  called  up  the  idea  of  that  odious  wretch  — 
remember  him  well  —  who  was  pleased  to  take 
gratuitous  and  impertinent  care  of  my  person  bef 
quitted  Now  England.  Forthwith  up  rose  befoi 
mind's  eye  that  same  little  whitewashed  room, 
the  iron-grated  window,  — strange  that  it  should 
been  iron-grated !  —  where,  in  too  easy  compl 
with  the  absurd  wishes  of  my  relatives,  I  have  w: 
several  good  years  of  my  life.  Positively  it  se 
to  me  that  I  was  still  sitting  there,  and  that  the  ki 
— not  that  he  ever  was  my  keeper  neither,  but  a 
kind  of  intrusive  devil  of  a  body  servant  —  bad 
peeped  in  at  the  door.  The  rascal!  I  owe  bii 
old  grudge,  and  wiU  find  a  time  to  pay  it  yet 
tie  I  The  mere  thought  of  him  has  exceedingly 
composed  me.  Even  now  that  hateful  chamber- 
iron-grated  window,  which  blasted  the  blessed  sum 
as  it  fell  through  the  dusty  panes  and  made  it  pi 
tu  my  soul  — looks  more  i^¥,tmct  to  ra^y  view  than 

this  my  comfortable  a'paitm&pX.'ta  \!a»\«a:At&\ja 
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The  realitj-  —  that  which  I  know  to  be  such  —  hauga-  , 
like  remnants  of  tattered  scenery  over  the  intolei-abl 
promiDent  illusion.     Let  us  think  of  it  iio  n 

You  will  be  anxions  to  hear  of  Shelley.  I  need  ttotl 
say.  what  is  known  to  all  the  world,  that  this  oelebrated 
poet  has  for  many  years  past  been  reconciled  to  the 
Clmroh  of  England.  In  hia  more  recent  works  he  has 
applied  hia  fine  powera  to  the  vindication  of  tlie  Chris- 
tian faith,  with  an  especial  view  to  that  particular  de- 
velopment. Latterly,  as  yon  may  not  have  heard,  he 
has  taken  orders,  and  been  inducted  to  a  small  country 
living  in  the  gift  of  the  lord  chancellor.  Juat  now, 
luckily  for  me,  he  has  come  to  the  metropolis  to  super- 
int£nd  the  publication  of  a  volume  of  discourses  treat- 
ing of  the  poetico-philosophical  proofs  of  Christianity 
on  the  basis  of  the  Thirty-Nine  Articles.  On  my  flriit 
introduction  I  felt  no  little  embarrassment  as  to  the 
manner  of  combining  what  I  had  to  say  to  the  antlior 
of  Queen  Mab,  the  Revolt  of  Islam,  and  Prometheus 
Unbound  with  such  acknowledgniGnts  as  might  be  ac- 
ceptable to  a  Christian  minister  and  zealous  upholder 
of  the  established  chiuch.  But  Shelley  soon  plaeed 
me  at  my  ease.  Standing  where  he  now  does,  and  i-e- 
viewing  all  his  successive  productions  from  a  higher 
point,  he  assures  me  that  there  is  a  harmony,  an  order, 
a  regular  procession,  which  enables  him  to  lay  his  hand 
Qpon  any  one  of  the  earlier  poems  and  say,  "  This  is 
my  work,"  with  precisely  the  same  complacency  of  con- 
science wherewithal  he  contemplates  the  volume  of  dis- 
courses above  mentioned.  They  ave  like  the  successive 
ateps  of  a  staircase,  the  lowest  of  which,  in  the  depth 
of  chaos,  is  as  essential  to  the  support  of  the  whole  as 
the  highest  and  iinai  one  resting  vnpoiv  ftie  ftise,^*A&.  vS- 
"Mrans.   J  felt  half  inclined  toast  \uwv'«\>a!t'««*** 
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have  been  bis  fate  had  he  perished  on  the  lower  steps 
of  bia  staircase  instead  of  building  his  way  aloft  into 
the  celestial  brightness. 

How  all  this  may  be  I  neither  pretend  to  understand 
nor  greatly  care,  so  long  as  Shelley  has  really  climbed, 
t  it  seems  he  has,  from  a  lower  region  to  a  loftier 
one.  Without  touching  upon  their  religious  merits,  I 
consider  tlie  productions  of  his  maturity  superior,  as 

i  poems,  to  those  of  his  youth.     They  are  warmer  with 
human  love,  which  has  served  as  an  interpreter  between 
his  mind  and  the  multitude.     The  author  ha^  learned 
to  dip  his  pen  oftener  into  hb  heart,  and  has  thereby 
I  avoided  the  faults  into  which  a  too  exclusive  use  of 
I  fancy  and  intellect  are  wont  to  betray  him.     Formerly 
It  his  page  was  often  little  otiier  than  a  concrete  arrange- 
,  ment  of  crystallizations,  or  even  of  icicles,  as  cold  as 
t  they  were  brilliant.     Now  yon  tahe  it  to  your  heart, 
and  are  conscious  of  a  heart  warmth  responsive  to  your 
own.    In  his  private  character  Shelley  can  hardly  have 
L  more  gentle,  kind,   and  affectionate,  than  his 
fiiends  always  represented  him  to  be  up  to  that  dis- 
astrous night  when  he  was  drowned  in  the  Mediter- 
Nonsense,  again  —  sheer  nonsense  I     What 
am  I  babbling  about  ?     I  was  tliinktng  of  that  old  fig- 
ment of  his  being  lost  in   the   Bay  of   Spezzia,  and 
L    washed  ashore  near  Via  Reggio,  and  burned  to  asbes 
I    on  a  funeral  pyre,  with  wine,  and  spices,  and  frankin- 
1     cense  ;  while  Byron  stood  on  the  beach  and  beheld  i» 
flame  of  marvellous  beauty  rise  heavenward  from  the 
dead  poet's  heart,  and  that  his  fire-purifiod  relics  were 
finally  buried  near  his  child  in  Roman  earth.     Ifafl 
this  happened  three  and  twenty  years  ago,  how  fl 
I  have  met  the  drowned,  aiiA  Wrwed,  wad  V 
here  in  London  only  yeatetAatjt 
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^^nfore  qtiittiiig  the  subject,  I  may  meatnon  that  Dr.  ' 
Heginald  Heber,  heretofore  Bishop  of  Calcutta,  but  re- 
cently translated  to  a  see  in  England,  called  on  Shelley 
wliile  I  was  with  him.  They  appeared  to  be  on  terms 
of  very  cordial  intimacy,  and  are  said  to  have  a  joint 
poem  in  contemplation.  What  a  strange,  incongruous  / 
dream  is  tlie  life  of  man ! 

Coleridge  has  at  last  finished  his  poem  of  Chriatabel. 
It  will  be  issued  entire  by  old  John  Murray  in  the 
course  of  the  present  publishing  season.  The  poet,  I 
hear,  is  visited  with  a  troublesome  affection  of  the 
tongue,  which  has  put  a  period,  or  some  lesser  stop,  to 
the  life-long  discourse  that  has  hitherto  been  flowing^ 
from  his  lips.  He  will  not  survive  it  above  a  month 
imless  his  accumiilation  of  ideas  be  sluiced  oif  in  some 
other  way.  Wordsworth  died  only  a,  week  or  two  ago.' 
Heaven  rest  his  soul,  and  grant  that  he  may  not  ha"va 
completed  The  Excursion !  Methinta  I  am  sick  of 
everytliing  he  wrote  except  his  Laodamia.  It  is  very 
Ka<l,  this  inconstancy  of  the  mind  to  the  poets  whom  it 
once  worshipped.  Sonthey  ia  as  hale  as  ever,  and 
writes  with  his  usual  diligence.  Old  Gifford  is  still 
alive  in  the  extremity  of  age,  and  with  most  pitiable 
decay  of  what  little  sharp  and  narrow  intellect  the 
devil  had  gifted  him  witliaj.  One  hates  to  allow  such 
a  man  the  privilege  of  growing  old  and  infirm.  It 
takes  away  our  speculative  license  of  kicking  him.  ' 
Keats  ?  No ;  I  have  not  seen  him  except  across  a 
crowded  street,  with  coaches,  drays,  horsemen,  cabs,  om- 
nibuses, foot  passengers,  and  divers  other  Bensual  ob- 
structions intervening  betwixt  his  small  and  slender  fig- 
ure and  my  eager  glance.  I  would  fain  liave  met  bim. 
OD  the  sea-shore,  or  beneath  a  naUwaX  arda  ol  'i.OTfe*. 

M^AjaJbe  Gothic  arch  o£  an  oU  ca.t\«i4i9i:^  ««  wsw^ 
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Grecian  ruins,  or  at  a  glimmering  fireside  on  t 
o£  evening,  or  at  the  twilight  entrance  of  a  cavej! 
tlie  dreaiy  depths  o£  whieh  he  would  hare  led  m( 
the  hand  ;  anywhere,  iii  short,  save  at  Temple  ] 
where  his  presence  was  blotted  out  by  the  poi-ter-e' 
leu  bulks  of  these  gross  Englishmen.  I  stood 
watched  him  fading  away,  fading  away  along  the  pi 
ment,  and  cotild  hai-dlj  tell  whether  he  were  an  ac 
man  or  a  thought  that  had  slipped  out  of  my  mind 
clothed  itself  in  human  form  and  habiliments  nm 
to  beguile  me.  At  one  moment  be  put  his  hand! 
chief  to  his  lips,  and  withdrew  it,  I  am  almost  cert 
stained  with  blood.  You  never  saw  anything  bo  £ 
lie  as  his  person.  The  truth  is,  Keats  has  all  his 
felt  the  effects  of  that  terrible  bleeding  at  the  lu 
caused  by  the  article  on  his  Eudyuiion  in  the  Quarb 
Review,  and  which  so  nearly  brought  hini  to  the  gn 
Ever  since  he  has  glided  about  tlie  world  like  a  gh 
sighing  a  melancholy  tone  in  the  ear  of  here  and  tt 
a  friend,  but  never  sending  forth  his  voice  to  gj 
the  multitude.  I  can  hardly  think  him  a  great  p 
The  burden  of  a  mighty  genius  woidd  never  hare  b 
imposed  upon  shoulders  so  physically  frail  and  a  sf 
so  infirmly  sensitive.  Great  poets  should  have  i 
sinews. 

Yet  Keats,  though  for  so  many  years  he  has  gl 
nothing  to  the  world,  is  understood  to  have  devc 
himself  to  the  composition  of  an  epic  poem,  S< 
passages  of  it  have  been  commimicated  to  the  iti 
circle  of  his  admirers,  and  impressed  them  as 
loftiest  strains  that  have  been  audible  on  earth  si 
Milton's  days.  If  I  can  obtaiu  copies  of  these  ^ 
mens,  I  will  ask  you  to  pteaent  them  t«  James  Rn^ 
XrtJiveii,  who  seems  to  be  oirn  olftui'gQa'OftTi 


aimQA^ 
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^^Bd  worthiest  worsMppers.     The  information  took  m^^H 
Hn  surprise.     I  had  supposed  that  all  Iveats's  poeti^^H 
^■bofense,  without  being  embodied  in  human  l^tuguagv^  I^H 
*  floated  lip  to  heaven  and  mingled  with  the  songs  of  thft   '" 
immortal  choristei-a,  who,  perhaps,  were  conscious  of 
an   unknown  voice  among  them,  and   thought  their 
melody  the  sweeter  for  it.     But  it  is  not  so;  he  has   f_ 
jwsltively  written  a  poem  on  the  subject  of  Faradingll 
Regained,  though  in  another  senile  than  that  whibk^H 
presented  itself  to   the   mind  of   Milton.      In  com-    " 
pllance,  it  may  be  imagined,  with  the  dogma  of  those 
who  pretend  that  all  epic  possibilities  in  the  past  his- 
tory of  the  world   are  exhausted,  Keats  baa  thrown 
his  poem  forward  into  an  indefinitely  remote  futurity. 
He  pictures  mankind  amid  the  closing  circumstances 
of  the  timelong  warfare  between  good  and  evil.     Our 
i-s^e  is  on  the  eve  of  its  final  ti'iumph.     Mau  is  within 
the  last  stride  of  perfection  ;  Woman,  redeemed  from 
the  thraldom  against  wliiob  our  sibyl  uplifts  so  pow- 
erful and  so  sad  a  remonstrance,  stands  equal  by  his 
side,  or  communes  for  herself  with  angels ;  the  Earth, 
sympathizing  with  her  children's  happier  state,  has 
clothed  herself  in  such  luxuriant  and  loving  beauty 
as  no  eye  ever  witnessed  since  our  first  parents  saw 
the  Hun  rise  over  dewy  Eden.     Nor  then  indeed ;  for 
tins  is  the  fulfilment  of  what  was  then  but  a  golden 
promiae.     But  the  picture  has  its  shadows.      There 
'■emains  to  mankind  another  peril  —  a  last  encounter 
with  the  evil  principle.     Should  the  battle  go  against 
as,  we  sink  back  into  the  slime  and  misery  of  ages. 
If  we  triumph —    But  it  demands  a  poet's  eye  to  con- 
template the  splendor  of  such  a  oona\ufiaisA.\'i«v  wjm^ 
not  to  he  dazsdeil. 
-■■    Tf  **"'■  great  work  Keats  in  said,  to  ^^-^^  Vcc^ggj 

n^  n 
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BO  deep  and  tender  a  spirit  of  humanity  that  the  ^ 
has  all  the  Hweet  and  warm  interest  of  a  village  tale 
no  less  than  tlie  grandeur  which  befits  so  lugh  a 
theme.  Such,  at  least,  is  the  perhaps  partial  rt^pre- 
eentation  of  his  friends ;  for  I  have  not  read  or  beard 
even  a  single  line  of  the  performance  in  question. 
Keats,  I  am  told,  withholds  it  from  the  press,  under 
an  idtia  that  the  age  has  uot  enough  of  spiritual  iur 
flight  to  receive  it  worthily.  I  do  not  like  this  dia- 
trust ;  it  makes  me  distrust  the  poet.  The  universe 
is  waiting  to  respond  to  the  highest  word  that  the  best 
child  of  time  and  immortality  can  utter.  If  it  refuse 
to  listen,  it  is  because  he  mumbles  and  stammers, 
or  discotu^es  things  unseasonable  and  foreign  to  the 
purpose. 

»I  visited  the  House  of  Lords  the  other  day  to  hear 
Canning,  who,  you  know,  is  now  a  peer,  with  I  forget 
what  title.  He  disappointed  me.  Time  blunts  both 
i  point  and  edge,  and  does  great  mischief  to  men  of  his 
(order  of  intellect.  Then  I  stepped  into  the  lower 
bouse  and  listened  to  a  few  words  from  Cobhett.  who 
looked  as  earthy  as  a  real  clod-hopper,  or  rather  ss 
if  he  had  lain  a  dozen  years  beneath  the  clods.  The 
men  whom  I  meet  nowadays  often  impress  me  thus; 
probably  because  my  spirits  are  not  very  good,  and 
lead  me  to  think  much  about  graves,  with  the  loi^ 
grass  upon  them,  and  weather-worn  epita,phs,  and  diy 

■    bones  of  people  who  made  noise  enough  in  their  day,  i 
but  now  can  only  clatter,  clatter,  clatter  whan  the  sex- 
,  ton's  spade  disturbs  them.     Were  it  only  possible  to 
find  out  who  are  alive  and  who  dead,  it  would  con-  i 
tribute  infinitely  to  my  peace  of  mind.     Every  day  rf  I 
my  lite  somebody  coniea  a.i\4  *Me.%  Tae.  m  the  f 
whom  I  bad  quietly  blotted  out  ol  flae.  Xj^s^bS.  <Jv  S 
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.,  and  trusted  nevermore  to  Le  pestered  with  t 
sight  or  sound  of  hiin.  For  inatance,  going  to  Drt 
Lane  Theatre  a  few  evenings  itince,  up  rose  befoEd 
me,  in  the  ghost  of  Hamlet'ti  father,  tlie  bodily  pre 
ence  of  the  elder  Kean,  who  did  die,  or  ought  to  liav^4 
died,  in  some  drunken  fit  of  otlier,  so  loug  ago  that,  f 
his  fame  is  scarcely  traditionary  now.  Hia  power*  I 
are  quite  gone ;  he  was  rather  the  ghost  of  himself  j 
than  the  ghost  of  the  Danish  king. 

In  the  stage  box  sat  several  elderly  and  decrepit 
people,  and  among  them  a  stately  ruin  of  a  woman 
on  a  very  large  scale,  with  a  profile  —  for  I  did  not 
gee  her  front  face  —  that  stamped  itself  into  my  brain 
as  a  seal  impresses  hot  wax.  By  the  tragic  gesture 
with  which  she  took  a  pinch  of  sniifF,  I  was  sure  it 
must  be  Mrs.  Siddons.  ller  brother,  John  Kemble, 
sat  behind  —  a  bi-oken-down  figure,  but  still  with  a 
kingly  majesty  about  him.  In  lieu  of  aU  former 
achievements.  Nature  enables  him  to  look  the  part 
of  Lear  far  better  than  in  the  meridian  of  his  genius. 
Charles  Matthews  was  likewise  there ;  but  a  paralytio 
affection  has  distorted  his  once  mobile  countenance 
I  most  disagreeable  one-sidedness,  from  which  he 
1  no  more  wrench  it  uito  proper  form  than  he 
1  rearrange  the  face  of  the  great  globe  itself.  It 
looks  as  if,  for  the  joke's  sake,  the  poor  mau  had 
twisted  his  features  into  an  expression  at  onoe  the 
most  ludicrous  and  horrible  that  he  could  contrive, 
and  at  that  very  moment,  as  a  judgment  for  making 
himself  so  hideous,  an  avenging  Providence  had  seen 
fit  to  petrify  him.  Since  it  is  out  of  his  own  power. 
I  would  gladly  aasist  him  to  change  coimtenance,  for 
hia  ugly  visage  haunts  me  both  at  noon^im  asA  ■tti^*' 
jUae.    Some  olJier  players  oi  the  ■past  gKae.'cst'a-Q'^'*^^ 
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present,  but  none  that  greatly  interested  i 
hooves  actors,  more  than  all  other  men  of  publieitj 
vanish  from  the  scene  betimes.  Being  at  best 
painted  shadows  fliekeiing  on  the  wall,  and  en 
Gounds  that  echo  another's  thought,  it  is  a  sad  di 
chantment  when  the  colors  begin  to  fade  and  the  v 
to  croak  with  age. 

What  is  there  new  in  the  literary  way  on  yoor 
of  tho  water?  Nothing  of  the  kind  haa  <M)me  tu 
my  inspection  except  a  volume  of  poems  public 
above  a  year  ago  by  Dr.  Channing.  I  did  not  be 
know  that  this  eminent  writer  is  a  poet :  uor  does 
volume  alluded  to  exhibit  any  of  the  characterit 
of  the  author's  mind  as  displayed  In  his  prose  woi 
although  some  of  the  poems  have  a  richness  1^ 
not  merely  of  the  surface,  but  glows  still  brighter 
deeper  and  more  faithfully  you  look  into  them.  T 
seem  carelessly  wrought,  however,  like  those  rings 
ornaments  of  the  very  purest  gold,  but  of  rude,  na 
manufacture,  which  are  foimd  among  the  gold  t 
from  Africa.  I  doubt  whether  the  American  pu 
will  accept  them ;  it  looks  less  to  the  assay  of  m 
than  to  the  neat  and  cunning  manufacture.  I 
slowly  our  literature  grows  up !  Most  of  our  wri' 
of  promise  have  come  to  untimely  ends.  There 
that  wild  fellow,  John  Neal,  who  almost  turned 
boyish  brain  with  his  romances ;  he  surely  has  \ 
been  deatl,  else  ho  never  could  keep  himself  so  qu 
Bryant  has  gone  to  his  last  sleep,  with  the  Thanai 
sis  gleaming  over  him  like  a  sculptured  marble  se] 
chre  by  moonlight.  Halleck,  who  used  to  write  qi 
verses  in  tho  newspapers  and  published  a  Don  Jut 
poem  called  Fanny,  is  dcivuwA  «»  «.  ^oet,  thoi 
•rerred  to  be  exempUiy'mg  tiia  ■m^AeiK^sj'SBRii^ 
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^Hha  of  business.     Somewhat  later  there  was  Whit- 

^BSer,  a  fiery  Quaker  youth,  to  whom  the  muse  had  per- 

^pjVersely  asaigned  a  battle  trumpet,  and  who  got  himseli 

■  '^mched,  ten  years  agone,  in  South  Carolina.     I  re- 

member,  too,  a  lad  juat  from  college,  Longfellow 

name,  who  scattered  some  delicate  verseu  to  the  win^j 

and  went  to  Germany,  and  perished,  I  tlilnk,  of  )4< 

tense   application,   at  the   University   of    Gottiugen, 

Willis  —  what  a  pity !  —  was  lost,  if  I  recollect  rightji 

in  18-33,  on  his  voyage  to  Europe,  whither  he 

going  to  give  us  sketches  of  the  world's  sunny  fi 

If  these  had  lived,  they  might,  one  or  all  of 

have  grown  to  be  famous  men. 

And  yet  there  is  no  teUing ;  it  may  be  as  well  that 
they  have  died.  I  was  myself  a  young  man  of  prom- 
ise. Oh  shattered  brain,  oh  broken  spirit,  where  is 
the  fulfilment  of  that  promise?  The  sad  truth  is,  thajki' 
when  fate  would  gently  disappoint  the  world,  it 
away  the  hopef  ulest  mortals  in  their  youth ;  when 
would  laugh  the  world's  hopes  to  acorn,  it  lets 
live.  Let  me  die  upon  this  apothegm,  for  I  si 
never  make  a  truer  one. 

What  a  strange  substance  is  the  human  brain!  Or 
rather, — for  there  is  no  need  of  generalizing  the  re- 
mark,—  what  an  odd  brain  is  mine!  Would  you 
believe  it?  Daily  and  nightly  there  come  scraiw  o£ 
jTOetry  humming  ui  my  intellectual  ear  —  some  as  aary 
as  bird  notes,  and  some  as  delicately  neat  as  parlor 
music,  and  a  few  as  grand  as  organ  peals  —  that 
seem  just  such  verses  as  those  departed  poets  would 
have  written  had  not  an  inexorable  destiny  snatched 
them  from  their  inkstands.  They  visit  me  in  syirit, 
perhaps  desiring  to  engage  my  aerncea  as  ftxie  i&soasi^- 
Ltheir  posthumous  proiMctioTiSi  bsA  "Ooa^^ 
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OsCE  upon  a  time  —  but  whether  in  the  time  past 
or  time  to  come  ia  a  matter  of  little  or  no  moment  — 
this  wide  world  had  become  bo  overbiirdene<l  with  an 
accumulatiDn  of  wornout  trmnperj  that  the  iiihaH 
tants  determined  to  rid  themselves  of  it  by  a  general 
bonfire.  The  site  fixed  upon  at  the  representation  of 
the  insurance  eompanies,  and  as  being  as  central  a 
spot  as  any  other  on  the  globe,  waa  one  of  the  broodeat 
prairies  of  the  West,  where  no  human  habitation  would 
be  endangered  by  the  flames,  and  where  a  Vast  assem- 
blage of  spectators  might  commodiously  admire  tlia 
show.  Having  a  taste  for  sights  of  this  kind,  and  im- 
agining, likewise,  that  the  illumination  of  the  bon&'e 
might  reveal  some  profundity  of  moral  truth  hereto- 
fore hidden  in  mist  or  darkness,  I  made  it  convenient 
to  journey  thither  and  be  present.  At  my  arrival, 
although  the  heap  of  condemned  rubbish  was  as  jBt 
comparatively  small,  the  torch  had  already  been  ap- 
plied. Amid  that  boundless  plain,  in  the  dusk  of  the 
f  evening,  like  a  far  off  star  alone  in  the  firmament, 
there  was  merely  visible  one  tremulous  gleam,  whence 
none  could  have  anticipated  so  fierce  a  blaze  aa  was 
destined  to  ensue.  With  every  moment,  howevpr, 
there  came  foot  travellers,  women  holding  up  their 
apronc,  men  on  horseback,  wheelbarrows,  lumbering 
baggage  wagons,  and  other  vehicles,  great  and  small. 
aad  from  far  and  near  \aAiin  "NvtV  asticles  that  were 
judged  at  for  nothing  but  to  'W  \>\)iaei. 
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ifit  materiala   have  been  used  to  kindle  tlie  I 
lame  ?  "  inqnired  I  of  a  by-stander ;  for  I  was  desirous  | 
pf  knowing  the  whole  process  of  the  afEair  from  begin- 
ling  to  end. 

The  person  whom  I  addressed  was  a  grave  man,  fifty  I 
■ears  old  or  thereabout,  who  had  evidently  come  thitJier  J 
S  a  looker  on.  He  sti'uck  me  immediately  aa  having  I 
reighed  for  liimself  the  tme  valne  of  life  and  its  t'ir-l" 
umatauces.  and  therefore  as  feeling  little  personal  in-  H 
erest  in  whatever  judgment  the  world  might  form  of  8 
hem.  Before  answering  my  question,  he  looked  me  b 
he  face  by  the  kindling  light  of  the  fire. 

"Oh,  some  very  dry  combustihles,"  replietl  he,  "  and  1 
Ktremely  suitable  to  the  purpose  —  no  other,  in  fact,  | 
ban  yesterday's  newspapers,  hist  month's  magazines,  I 
,nd  last  year's  withered  leaves.  Here  now  comes  some  J 
,ntiquated  trash  that  will  take  fire  like  a  haudfiil  of  I 
havings," 

As  he  spoke  some  rough-looking  men  advanced  to  I 
hfl  verge  of  the  bonfire,  and  threw  in,  as  it  appeared,  I 
U  the  rubbish  of  the  herald's  office  — the  blazonry  of  J 
oat  armor,  the  crests  and  devices  of  iUustrious  fami-  r 
ies,  pedigrees  that  extended  back,  like  lines  of  light,  I 
uto  the  mist  of  the  dark  ages,  together  with  stars,  gar- 1 
ers,  and  embroidered  collars,  each  of  which,  as  paltry  1 
,  bawhle  aa  it  might  appear  tc  the  uninstrueted  eye,  f 
lad  onoe  possessetl  vast  significanpe,  and  was  still,  in  i 
ruth,  reckoned  among  the  most  precious  of  moial  or  I 
naterial  facts  by  the  worshippers  of  the  gorgeous  past.  [ 
(tingled  with  this  confused  heap,  which  was  tossed  I 
nto  the  flames  by  armfids  at  once,  were  innumerable  * 
ta^lges  of  knighthood,  coniprising  those  of  all  tba  &i.- 
apean  sovereignties,  and  NapoVeon'fe  iV&CQT^*ao'0- *A  fea 
"  s  libbonB  o£  NiWcVi  N?' 
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with  those  of  the  ancieat  order  of  St.  Louia.  There, 
too,  were  the  mecIaU  of  our  owe  soeietj  of  Cincmnad, 
by  means  of  which,  as  history  tells  us,  an  order  of  he- 
re<Utary  knights  caine  uear  being  constituted  out  of 
the  king  quellera  of  the  revolution.  And  besides,  there 
were  the  patents  of  nobility  of  German  counts  and  bar- 
ons, Spanish  grandees,  and  Knglish  peers,  from  the 
'm-eaten  inBtrnments  signed  by  William  the  Con- 
queror down  to  the  bran  new  parchment  of  the  latest 
lord  who  has  received  Ida  honors  from  the  fair  hand  of 
Victoria. 

At  sight  of  die  dense  volumes  of  smoke,  mingled 
with  vivid  jets  of  flame,  that  gushed  and  eddied  foilb 
from  this  immense  pile  of  earthly  distinctions,  the  mul- 
titude of  plebeian  spectators  set  up  a  joyous  shout,  and 
clap^Ted  their  bauds  with  an  emphasis  that  made  tiba 
■welkin  echo.  That  was  their  moment  of  triuat]^ 
achieved,  after  long  ages,  over  creatures  of  the  sane  \ 
.■lay  and  the  same  spiritual  infirmities,  who  had  dared 
to  assume  the  privileges  due  only  to  Heaven's  better 
workmanship.  But  now  there  rushed  towards  the  bbu* 
ing  heap  a  grayhaired  man,  of  stately  presence,  wea^ 
ing  a  coat,  from  the  breast  of  which  a  star,  or  other 
badge  of  rank,  seemed  to  have  been  foreiUy  wrenched 
away.  He  had  not  the  tokens  of  intellectual  power  in 
his  face  ;  but  still  there  was  the  demeanor,  the  iaHair  , 
ual  and  almost  native  digni^,  of  one  who  bad  beU 
bom  to  the  idea  of  his  own  social  superiority,  and  had 
never  felt  it  questioned  till  that  moment. 

"  People,"  oriefl  he,  gazing  at  the  rum  of  what  was 

dearest  to  his  eyes  with  grief  and  wonder,  but  neve> 

theless  with  a  degree  of  etateliness,  —  "  people,  what 

have  yoa  done  ?    This  fire  ia  cDii^wnvm^  aU.  that  mtkrked 

^our  advance  from  barbaiism,  ot  ^na.^-  wi&.\ian*2gt 
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Tented  your  relapse  tliither.  We,  the  men  of  the  priv^. 
[leged  orders,  were  those  who  kept  alive  from  age  ta 
age  the  old  chivalrous  spirit ;  the  gentle  and  generouf .; 
thought ;  the  higher,  the  purer,  the  more  refined  aui^' 
delicate  life.  With  the  nobles,  too,  you  cast  ofF  th^l 
poet,  the  painter,  the  sculptor —  ull  the  beautiful  arta{" 
fur  we  were  their  patrons,  and  created  the  atmospbei 
in  which  they  flourish.  In  abolishing  the  majestic  di^j 
tinctions  of  rank,  society  loses  not  only  ita  grace,  bi 
its  steadfastness"  — 

More  he  would  doubtless  have  spoken ;  but  here 
there  arose  an  outciy,  sportive,  contemptuous,  and  in- 
dignant, that  altogether  drovmed  the  appeal  of  the 
fallen  nobleman,  insomuc^h  that,  casting  one  look  of 
despair  at  his  own  half-burned  pedigree,  he  shrunk 
back  into  the  crowd,  glad  to  shelter  himself  under  his 
new-found  insignificance. 

"  Let  him  thank  his  stars  that  we  have  not  fli 
bim  into  the  same  fire  I  "  shouted  a  rude  figure,  spunt<j 
ing  the  embers  with  his  foot  "  And  henceforth 
no  man  dare  to  show  a  piece  of  musty  parchment 
his  warrant  for  lording  it  over  his  fellows.  If 
bave  strength  of  arm,  well  and  good ;  it  is  one  speciea 
of  superiority.  If  he  have  wit,  wisdom,  courage, 
force  of  character,  let  these  attributes  do  for  bim  what 
they  may  ;  but  from  this  day  forward  no  mortal  must 
hope  for  place  and  consideration  by  reckoning  np  the 
mouldy  bones  of  his  ancestors.  That  nonsense  is  done 
away." 

"  And  in  good  time,"  remarked  the  grave  observ* 
by  ray  side,  in  a   low  voice,  however,  "  if  no  worae 
nonsense  comes  in  its   place  t  but,  at  all  events,  this 
tpecies  of  nonsense  has  fairly  UveA  ovA  S.\:%  XAa^"* 
W^fS^m'waa  ii'ttle  apace  to  rnusa  ox  xoHwiltiift  wie*  '^^ 
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^^1  embers  of  this  time-honored  rubbish ;  for,  befoi 
^^M  was  half  burned  out,  theve  came  another  muldtode 
^H  from  beyond  the  sea,  bearing  the  purple  robes  of  roy- 
^H  altj,  and  the  crowns,  globes,  and  sceptres  of  emperora 
^^M  and  kings.  All  these  had  been  condemned  as  useless 
^H  bawbles,  playthings  at  best,  fit  only  for  the  infancy  of 
^H  the  world  or  rods  to  govei-n  and  chastise  it  in  its  non* 
^H  age,  but  with  which  imiversal  manhood  at  its  full-grown 
^H  stature  could  no  longer  brook  to  be  insulted.  Into 
^F  Buoh  contempt  bad  these  regal  insignia  now  falleii 
1  that  the  gilded  crown  and  tinselled  robes  of  the  player 
king  from  Drury  Lane  Theatre  had  been  thrown  in 

»  among  the  rest,  doubtless  as  a  mockery  of  his  brother 
monarchs  on  the  great  sta^  of  the  world.  It  was  a 
strange  sight  to  discern  the  crown  jewels  of  Enghmil 
glowing  and  flashing  in  the  midst  of  the  ilre.  Some 
of  them  had  been  delivered  down  from  the  time  of  the 
Saxou  princes ;  others  were  purchased  with  vast  revft" 
□ues,  or  perchance  ravished  from  the  dead  brows  of 
the  native  potentates  of  Hindostan ;  and  tlie  whole 
now  blazed  with  a  dazzling  lustre,  as  if  a  star  hail 
fallen  in  that  spot  and  been  shattered  into  fragment*. 
The  splendor  of  the  ruined  monarchy  had  no  reflection 
save  in  those  iaestimable  precious  stones.  But  enough 
on  this  suhject.  It  were  but  tedious  to  describe  how  the 
Emperor  of  Austria's  mantle  was  converted  to  tinder, 
and  how  the  posts  and  pillars  of  the  French  throne 
became  a  heap  of  coals,  which  it  was  impossible  to 
distinguish  from  those  of  any  other  wood.  Let  me 
add,  however,  that  I  noticed  one  of  the  exiled  Poles 
stirring  up  the  bonfire  with  the  Czar  of  Russia's  scep- 
tre, wliieh  he  afterwards  flung  into  the  flames. 
"  The  smell  of  singed  gaimeute  is  i\uit«  intolerable 
•itere,"  observed  my  new  act^asmXiuic&t u>  1$&9m\| 
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Hbped  US  in  the  smoke  of  a  royal  wardrobe.     "  Let 
get  to  windward  and  see  what  they  are  doing  on 

other  side  of  the   bonfire." 
Ye   accordingly  passed  around,  and  were  juat  in 
e  to  witness  the  ai-iival    of  a   vast  prouession  of 
Lshingtonians,  —  aa  the  votaries  of  temperance  call 
maelves  nowadays,  —  aeeompanied  by  thousands  of 

Irish  disciples  of  Father  Mathew,  with  that  great 
stle  at  tlieir  head.  They  brought  a  rich  eontribu- 
i  to  the  bonfire  —  being  nothing  less  than  all  the 
laheada  and  barrels  of  liquor  in  the  world,  which 
y  rolled  before  them  across  the  prairie. 
'  Now,  my  children,"  cried  Father  Mathew.  when 
y  reached  the  verge  of  the  fire,  "  ona  shove  more, 
.  the  work  is  done.     And  now  let  us  stand  off  and 

Satan  deal  with  his  own  liyuor." 
Accordingly,  having   placed   their  wooden   vessels 
bin  reach  of  the  flames,  the  procession  stood  off  at 
Eife  distance,  and  soon    beheld  them  bnrst  into  a 
Be  that  reached  the  clonda  and   threatened  to  set 

sky  itself  on  fire.     And  well  it  might :  for  here 
I  the  whole  world's  stock  of  spirituous  liquors,  which,    ' 
«ad  of  kindling  a  frenzied  light  in  the  eyes  of  indi-    1 1 
nal  topers  as  of  yore,  soared  upwards  with  a  bewil- 
ing  gleam  that  startled  all  mankind.      It  was  the 
Tegate   of   that  fierce   fire  which  would  otherwise 
e  Bcorehed  the  hearts  of  millions.     Meantime  num- 
less  bottles  of  precious  wine  were   flung  into  the 
SB,   which  lapped  up  the  contents  as  if  it  loved 
m,  and  grew,  like  other  drunkards,  the  merrier  and 
cer  for  what  it  quaffed.    Never  again  will  the  insa- 
»le  thirst  of  the  fire  fiend  he  so  painjtcred.     Here 
6  the  treasures  of  famous  bon  vi^anXa — \\!;^«w. 
I  been  toBsed  on  ocean,  an.A  meUoviwS.  Sa  *&» 
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siiD,  and  hoarded  long  iii  the  reoeases  of  the  eartli- 
the  pale,  the  gold,  the  ruddy  juice  of  whatever  vin 
yards  were  most  deUcate — the  entire  vintage  of  1 
kay  —  all  mingling  in  ono  stream  with  the  vile  fluii 
of  the  common  pothouse,  and  contiibutiug  to  heighb 
the  aelfaame  blaze.  And  while  it  rose  In  a  giguil 
Bpire  that  seemed  to  wave  against  the  arch  of  ti 
firmament  and  combine  itself  with  the  light  of  stai 
the  multitude  gave  a  shout  as  if  the  broad  earth  we 
exulting  in  its  deliverance  from  the  curse  of  ages. 

But  the  joy  waa  not  universal.  Many  deemed  tij 
human  life  would  be  gloomier  than  ever  when  th 
brief  illumination  should  suik  down.  While  the  i 
formers  were  at  work,  I  overheard  muttered  expost 
lations  from  several  respectable  gentlemen  with  n 
noses  and  wearing  gouty  shoes  ;  and  a  ragged  vnyrtk 
whose  face  looked  like  a  hearth  where  the  fire 
burned  out,  now  expressed  his  discontent  more  open 
and  boldly. 

"  What  is  this  world  good  for,"  said  the  last  top« 
"  now  tliat  we  can  never  be  jolly  any  more?  Wh 
is  to  comfort  the  poor  man  in  sorrow  and  perplexi^ 
How  is  he  to  keep  liis  heart  warm  against  the  cw 
winds  of  this  cheerless  earth?  And  what  do  Ji 
propose  to  give  him  in  exchange  for  the  solace  th 
you  take  away  ?  How  are  old  friends  to  sit  t<)geth 
by  the  fireside  without  a  cheerful  glass  between  then 
A  plague  upon  your  reformation  I  It  is  a  aad  worl 
a  cold  world,  a  selfish  worlil,  a  low  world,  not  wor 
an  honest  fellow's  living  in,  now  that  good  fellowsfa 
is  gone  forever !  " 

This  harangue  excited  great  mirth  among  the  I: 
Btandei's;  but,  prcposteroua  aa  ^^is  tlie  sentiment. 
eould  not  help  commiaeT&'ting  tX&  ici'c\oTa  cox^^cgqn^ 
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last  toper,  whose  boon  compiinions  Iiad  dwindled  ^^H 
away  from  his  side,  leaving  tlie  poor  fellow  withoat  a  i^^l 
Houl  to  eounteuance  him  in  sipping  bis  liquor,  nor  io-  ^^H 
deed  any  liquor  to  sip.  Not  that  this  was  quite  the  ^^H 
true  state  of  the  case ;  for  I  had  observed  him  at  a.  ^^H 
critical  moment  iUch  a  bottle  of  fourth-proof  brandy  ^^H 
that  fell  beside  the  bouiire  and  hide  it  in  his  pocket.     ^^H 

The  spiiituous  and  fermented  liquors  being  thus  dis- 
posed of,  the  zeal  of  the  reformers  next  induced  them 
to  replenish  the  tire  with  all  the  boxes  of  tea  and  b£^ 
of  coffee  in  the  world.     And  now  came  the  planters   , 
of  Virginia,  bringing  their  crops  and  tobacco.     These,    ' 
being  cast  upon  the  heap  of  inutility,  aggregated  it  to 
diD  size  of  a  mountain,  and  incensed  tlte  atmosphere  J 
with  such  potent  fragrance  that  methought  wc  should  I 
never  draw  pure  breath  again.     The  present  saciifica  I 
seemed  to  startle  the  lovers  of  the  weed  more  than  any  I 
that  diey  had  hitherto  witnessed.  I 

"  Well,  they  've  put  my  pipe  out,"  said  an  old  gen-  | 
tleman  flinging  it  into  the  flames  in  a  pet.  "  What  ia 
this  world  coming  to?  Everything  rich  and  racy  — 
all  the  spice  of  life  —  is  to  be  condemned  as  uaelesst 
Now  that  they  have  kindled  the  bonfire,  if  these  noDr 
sensical  reformers  would  fling  themselves  into  it,  all 
would  be  well  enough  !  " 

'^  Be  patient,"  responded  a  stanch  conservative  s  "  it 
will  Rome  to  that  in  the  end.  They  will  fljrst  fling  ua 
in,  and  flnally  themselves." 

From  the  general  and  systematic  measures  of  ra?      J 
iorm  I  now  turned  to  consider  the  individual  eontri-   /fl 
hutions  to  this  memorable  bonfire.    In  many  instances     " 
these  were  of  a  very  amusing  chai-acter.     One  poM 
fellow  threw  in  his  empty  purse,  anA  aiio'iXveT  a,\>\a\Siet 
af.flpi^pjlfa^eit  or  inaolvable  tank  notes.    "EaaJtCvsos^^^ 
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Lidies  threw  in  their  last  season'B  bonnets,  togetluir 
with  heaps  of  ribbons,  yellow  lu^e,  and  much  other 
half-wom  milliner's  ware,  all  of  which  proved  even 
more  evanescent  in  the  fire  than  it  had  been  in  the 
fashion.  A  niidtitude  of  lovei-a  of  both  sexes — dis- 
carded maids  or  bachelors  and  couples  mutually  weary 
of  one  another  — tossed  in  bimdles  of  perfumed  letters 

,  and  enamored  somiets.  A  hack  jiolitician,  being  de- 
prived of  bread  by  the  loss  of  office,  threw  in  his 
teeth,  which  happened  to  be  false  ones.  The  Rev. 
Sydney  Smith  —  having  voyaged  across  the  Atlantic 
for  that  sole  purpose  —  came  up  to  the  bonfire  with 
a  bitter  grin  and  threw  in  certain  repuiUated  bonds, 
fortified  though  they  were  with  the  broad  seal  of  ■ 
sovereign  state.  A  little  boy  of  five  years  old,  in  the 
premature  manliness  of  the  present  epoch,  threw  tn 
his  playthings;  a  college  graduate  his  diploma;  an 
apothecary,  ruined  by  tlie  spread  of  homceopathy,  his 
whole  stock  of  drugs  and  medicines  ;  a  physician  hia 
libraiy  ;  a  parson  his  old  sermons ;  and  a  fine  gentle- 
man of  the  old  school  his  code  of  manners,  which  he 
had  formerly  written  down  for  the  benefit  of  the  next 
generation.  A  widow,  resolving  on  a  second  mar- 
riage,  slyly  threw  in  her  dead  husband's  uiimatnre. 
A  young  man,  jilted  by  his  mistress,  would  willin^y 
have  flung  his  own  desperate  heart  into  the  flames, 
but  could  find  no  means  to  wrench  it  out  of  his  bosom. 
An  American  autlior,  whose  works  were  neglected  )sf 
the  public,  threw  hia  pen  and  paper  into  the  bonfire, 
and  betook  himself  to  some  less  discoursing  occo- 

I  pation.  It  somewhat  startled  me  tfl  overhear  a  nam- 
her  of  ladies,  highly  respectable  in  appearance,  pro- 
posing to  fling  their  gowns  wcv4  i^ttiwatei  into  tibt 

dames,  and  assume  tbe  ga,T\>. 
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Hh,  dutieB,  offices,  and  reBpont^ibilities,  of  the  opposite^  J 
Bex.  " 

What  favor  was  accorded  to  this  scheme  1  am  im-  ' 
able  to  say,  my  attention  being  suddenly  drawn  to  a^  I 
poor,  deceived,  and  half-delirious  girl,  who,  exelaimi  I 
ing  that  she  was  the  most  worthless  thing  alive  or.  I 
dead,  attempted  to  cast  herself  into  the  fire  amid  all  I 
that  wrecked  and  broken  trumpery  of  the  worlds  AiM 
good  man,  however,  ran  to  her  rescue. 

'•  Patience,  my  poor  girl,' "  said  he,  as  he  drew  her  I 
back  from  the  fierce  embrace  of  the  destroying  angelj-1 
"  Be  patient,  and  abide  Heaven's  will.  So  long  atil 
you  possess  a  living  soul,  all  may  be  restored  to  it»l 
first  freshness.  These  things  of  matter  and  creations  1 
of  human  fantasy  are  fit  for  nothing  but  to  be  bumedtB 
when  once  they  have  had  their  day ;  but  your  day  iff  I 
eternity  I " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  wretched  girl,  whose  frenzy  seemed.  I 
now   to  have  sunk  down  into  deep  despondency, - 
"  yea  and  the  sunshine  is  blotted  out  of  it  \ " 

It  was  now  rumored  among  the  spectators  that  aU>l 
the  wea^wns  and  munitions  of  war  were  to  be  throwBirl 
mto  the  bonfire,  with  the  exception  of   the  world'arj 
stock  of  gmipowder,  which,  as  the  safest  mode  of  di»-'f 
posing  of  it,  had  already  been  drowned  in  the  e 
This  intelligence  seemed  to  awaken  great  diversity  of 
opinion.      The  hopefiU  philanthropist  esteemed  it  a 
token  that  the  millennium  was  already  come ;  whUe 
persons  of  another  stamp,  in  whose  view  mankind  was 
a  breed  of  bulldogs,  prophesied  that  all  the  old  stout- 
new,  fervm-,  nobleoess,  geaei'osity,  and  magiuiinimity  o{ 
the  jaoe  wonld  disappear,  - —  these  qualities, 
Bmwd,  requiring  hltxnl  for  tlieii  iioun&Vm.eQK» 
•^^^^g^fhemseives,  however,  xa  'Oaa  \>^is5J 


as  they  a£-  ^^H 
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f  proposed  abolition  of  war  was  impractioalile  for  snj 
length  of  tiine  together. 
Be  that  as  it  might,  numberless  great  gnna,  whose 
thunder  had  long  been  the  voice  of  battle,  — the  artil- 
lery of  the  Armada,  the  battering  trains  of  Marlbop- 
ough,  and  the  adverse  cannon  of  Napoleon  and  Wet 
lington, — were  trundled  into  theinidstof  the  fire.  By 
the  continual  addition  of  dry  combustibles,  it  had  now 
waxed  so  intense  that  neither  brass  nor  iron  eoidcL 
withstand  it.  It  was  wonderful  to  behold  how  Uiese 
terrible  instruments  of  slaughter  melted  away  like 
playthings  of  wax.      Then   the   armies   of    the  earth 

>    wheeled  around  the  mighty  furnace,  with  their  mili- 
tary music  playing   triumphant   marches,  and  flui^ 
in  their  muskets  and  awords.     The  standard-beatiaa, 
likewise,  cast  one  look  upward  at  their  banners,  all 
tattered  witli  shot  holes  and  inscribed  with  the  names 
of  victorious  fields ;  and,  giving  them  a  last  flouirtb 
on  the  breeze,  they  lowered  them  into  the  flame,  which 
snatched  them  upward  in  its  rush  towards  tbe  clouds. 
This  ceremony  being  over,  the  world  was  left  without 
a  single  weapon  in  its  hands,  except  possibly  a  faW 
old  king's  arms  and  rusty  swords  and  other  tropbin 
of  the  Revolution  in  some  of  our  state  armories.     AnJ 
^^     now  the  drums  were  beaten  and  the  trumpet*  hr&yti 
^Ki    all  together,  as  a  prelude  to  the  proclamation  of  uot- 
^Hl    versa!  and  eternal  peace  and  the  announeement  tltat 
^Vl   glory  was  no  longer  to  be  won  by  blood,  but  tlist  H 
*  would   henceforth   lie   the  contention   of   the   hnmao 

race  to  work  out  the  greatest  mutual  good,  and  that 
benefieen<<«,  in  the  future  annals  of  the  earth,  would 
claim  the  praise  of  valor.  The  blessed  tidings  wen 
accordingly  promulgated,  ani  ca\x*e&  ^i&ivi»s  vsi^vnn;^ 
among  those  who  had  stooi  a^aa^.  afc  ftw " 
abaurdity  of  war. 


b'w^a| 
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lut  I  Haw  a  grim  smile  pass  over  the  seared 
(it  a  stately  old  commander,  —  by  bis  warworn  fij 
and  rich  military  dteas,  be  might  have  been 
Napoleon'a  famous  marshals,  —  who,  with  the  rest 
the  world's  soldiery,  had  just  fiung  away  the  swoi 
that  had  been  familiar  to  his  right  hand  for  half 
century. 

"  Ay  I  ay  I  "  grumbled  he,  "  Let  them  proclaim 
what  they  pleaae ;  but,  in  the  end,  we  shall  find  that 
all  this  foolery  has  only  miide  more  work  for  the  ar- 
morers and  cannon  founders." 

"  Why,  sir."  exclaimed  I,  in  astoiushment,  "  do  yoi 
im^ino  that  the  human  race  will  ever  so  far  rtttui 
on  the  steps  of  its  paet  madness  as  to  weld  anotiu 
sword  or  cast  another  cannon  ?  " 

"  There  will  be  no  need,"  observed,  with  a  sneer* 
one  who  neither  felt  benevolence  nor  had  faith  in  il 
"  When  Cain  wished  to  slay  his  brother,  he 
loss  for  a  weapon." 

"We  shall  see,"  replied  the  veteran  commander, 
"  If  I  ajn  mistaken,  so  much  the  better ;  but  in  my 
opinion,  without  pretending  to  philosophize  about  the 
matter,  the  necessity  of  war  lies  iax  Oteeper  than  these 
honest  gentleraen  suppose.  What !  is  there  a  field 
for  all  the  petty  disputes  of  individuals?  and  shall 
there  be  no  great  law  eom-t  for  the  settlement 
national  difficulties?  The  battle  field  is  the  onlyeoi 
where  such  suits  can  be  tried,'' 

"  Ton  forget,  general,"  rejoined  I,  "  that,  in  this 
advanotid  stage  of  civilization.  Reason  and  Philan- 
thropy combined  will  constitute  just  such  a  tribunal 
as  is  requisite." 

"  Ah,  I  had  ior^tten  that,  indeeA\  *'   ^ki.^  'Caa 
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The  fire  was  now  to  be  replenished  with 
that  had  hitherto  been  considei'ed  of  even  greater  int 
portaitee  to  the  well  being  of  society  than  the  wai^ka 
munitions  which  we  had  already  seen  consumed.  A 
boily  of  reformers  had  travelled  all  over  the  earth  in 
[y  quest  of  the  machinery  by  which  the  different  nationa 
were  accustomed  to  inflict  the  punishment  of  dcatL 
shudder  passed  through  the  multitude  as  these 
ghastly  emblems  were  dragged  forward.  Even  the 
flames  seemed  at  first  to  shrink  away,  <iisplaying  die 
shape  and  murderous  contrivance  of  each  in  a  full 
blaze  of  light,  which  of  itself  was  sufficient  to  GoD- 
vince  mankind  of  the  long  and  deatily  error  of  huiBU 
law.  Those  old  implements  of  cruelty ;  those  horri- 
ble monsters  of  mechaniem ;  those  inventions  which 
seemed  to  demand  something  worse  than  man's  iiitt- 
uraJ  heart  to  contrive,  and  which  had  lurked  in  tin 
dusky  nooks  of  ancient  prisons,  the  subject  of  te^^o^ 
stricken  legend,  —  were  now  brought  forth  to  view. 
Hemlsmen's  axes,  with  the  rust  of  noble  and  royal 
blood  upon  them,  and  a  vast  collection  of  halten 
that  had  choked  the  breath  of  plebeian  victims,  were 
thrown  in  together.  A  shout  greeted  the  arri\'al  of 
the  guillotine,  which  was  thrust  forward  on  the  saaob 
wheels  that  had  home  it  from  one  to  another  of  the 
hli>od-8taine<l  streets  of  Paris.  But  the  loudest  roar 
of  applause  went  up,  telling  the  distant  sky  of  tie 
triiuuph  of  the  earth's  redemption,  when  the  gaUom 
matle  its  appearance.  An  ill-looking  fellow,  howeviT. 
rushed  forward,  and,  putting  himself  in  the  path  ui 
the  reformers,  bellowed  hoarsely,  and  fought  will 
brute  fury  to  stay  their  progress. 
It  was  little  matter  oi  am^riae,,  "^tha^s.,  that  tbc 
execationer  ahould  tliua  do  \»a  VeeS.  \» 
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nptiolil  tlic  raaj^hinery  by  which  te  liiinaelf  had  hia  I 
livelihood  and  worthier  individuals  their  death ;  but  1 
it  deserved  special  note  that  men  of  a  far  different  j 
sphere  —  even  of  that  consecrated  class  in  whose  I 
guardianship  the  world  is  apt  to  trust  its  benevolence  I 
—  were  found  to  take  the  hangman's  view  of  the  quee-  ' 
tion. 

"  Stay,  my  brethren  ! "  cried  one  of  them.  "  You  I 
are  misled  by  a  false  philanthropy  ;  you  know  not  I 
what  you  do.  The  gallows  is  a  lleaven-ordained  in- 
strument. Bear  it  back,  then,  reverently,  and  set  it  I 
up  in  its  old  place,  ebe  the  world  will  fall  to  speedy  | 
vuin  aad  desolation  ! " 

'•  Onward !  onwaixl ! "  shouted  a  leader  in  the  re-  I 
form,  "  Into  the  flames  with  the  aeeursed  instrument  I 
of  man's  blood  poHcy !  How  can  human  law  inculcate  I 
benevolence  and  love  while  it  persists  in  setting  up  I 
the  gallowa  as  its  chief  symbol?  One  heave  morei 
j!ood  friends,  and  the  world  will  be  redeemed  from  J 
i;-  greatest  error." 

A  thousand   hands,  that   nevertheless  loathed  the  | 
tiiufh,  now  lent  their  assistance,  and  thrust  the  omi- 
&oufl  burden  far,  far  into  the  centre  of  the  raging  I 
{arnace.     There  its  fatal  and  abhon-ed  image  was  be-  I 
held,  first  black,  then  a  red  coal,  then  ashes. 

"  That  was  well  done  \ "  exclaimed  I, 

'■  Yes,  it  was  well  done,"  replied,  but  with  less  en- 
thusiasm than  I  expected,  the  thoughtful  observer  who 
was  still  at  my  side ;  "  weU  done,  if  the  world  be  good  ' 
enon^  for  the  measure.  Death,  however,  ia  an  idea 
that  cannot  easily  be  dispensed  with  in  any  condition 
between  the  primal  innocence  and  that  other  i;iuritij 
tUld  .perfection  wJiich  perchance  we  a,Te  iea^Ssve^^*^^*^ 
l^^^ter  travejjyig- round  the  iiiil  cvccVe -,  Vi^^V  ■«*■  ^^^ 
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events,  it  is  well  that  the  expemaent  diould  now  be 
tried." 

"  Too  cold !  too  cold  I "  impatiently  exclaimed  the 
young  and  ardent  leader  in  this  triumph.  ^'  Let  the 
heart  have  its  voice  here  as  well  as  the  intellet^t.  And 
aa  for  ripeness,  and  as  for  progress,  let  mankind  al- 
ways do  the  highesC.  kindest,  noblest  thing  that,  at 
any  given  period,  it  has  attained  the  perception  of; 
ajid  surely  that  thing  cannot  be  wrong  nor  wrongly 

t  timed." 

I  know  not  whether  it  were  the  excitement  of  tho 
scene,  or  whether  the  good  people  around  the  bon£ie 
were  really  growing  more  enlightened  every  iiutant; 
but  they  now  proceeded  to  measures  in  the  iull  loigtli 
of  which  I  was  hardly  prepared  to  keep  them  oooh 
pany.  For  instance,  some  threw  their  marriagie  oer- 
tiHcates  into  the  flames,  and  declared  themselves  can- 
didates for  a  higher,  holier,  and  more  comprehensive 
union  than  that  which  had  subsisted  from  the  birtli 
of  time  under  the  form  of  tlie  connubial  tie.  Otlien 
hastened  to  the  vaulte  of  banks  and  to  tlie  coffers  of 
the  rich,  —  all  of  which  were  open  to  the  first  comer 
on  this  fated  occasion,  —  and  brought  entire  bales  of 
paper  money  to  enliven  the  blaze,  and  tons  of  coin 
to  be  melted  down  by  its  intensity.  Heneefoi'th.  tli^ 
said,  imiversal  benevolence,  uncoined  and  exhaustlew, 
was  to  be  the  golden  currency  of  the  world.  At  UuB 
intelligence  the  bankers  and  speculators  in  the  stoeki 
grew  pale,  and  a  pickpocket,  who  had  reaped  a  riii 
harvest  among  the  crowd,  fell  down  in  a  deadly  faint' 
iug  fit.  A  few  men  of  business  burned  their  day- 
books and  ledgers,  the  notes  and  obligations  of  tlieit 
ereditors,  and  all  othei  eviieucea  oi  dahte  due  to  theor 

aelvea;  while  perhaps  a  6ome1J\^a\.^^s^1^aM5s&l«t 
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Bed  their  zeal  for  reform  with  the  sacrifice  of  any 
accoiufortable  recollection  of  their  own  iudebtment. 
There  was  then  a  cry  that  the  period  was  arrived  when 
the  title  deeds  of  landed  property  should  be  given  to 
the  flames,  and  the  whole  soil  of  the  earth  revert  to  the 
public,  from  whom  it  had  been  wrongfully  abstracted 
Bnd  moat  unequally  distributed  among  individuals. 
Another  party  demanded  that  all  written  constitii-  I 
Bons,  set  forms  of  government,  legislative  acts,  statute  i 
books,  and  everything  else  on  which  human  invention 
had  endeavored  to  stamp  its  arbitrary  laws,  should  at 
once  be  destroyed,  leaving  the  consummated  world  as 
bee  ae  the  man  first  created. 

Whetiier  any  ultimate  action  was  taken  with  re- 
gard to  these  propositions  is  beyond  my  knowledge ; 
for,  just  then,  some  matters  were  in  progress  that  con- 
cerned my  sympathies  more  nearly. 

"  See !  see  I  What  heaps  of  books  and  pamphlets  I " 
cried  a  fellow,  who  did  not  seem  to  be  a  lover  of  litera- 
ture,    "  Now  we  shall  have  a  glorious  blaze ! " 

"  That 's  just  the  thing  I "  said  a  modem  philoso- 
^er.  "  Now  we  shall  get  rid  of  the  weight  of  dead 
men's  thought,  wiiicb  has  hitherto  pressed  so  heavily  | 
on  the  living  intellect  that  it  has  been  incompetent 
to  any  effectual  self -exertion.  Well  done,  my  lads  t 
Into  the  fire  with  them  I  Now  you  are  enlightening 
the  world  indeed  1 " 

"But  what  is  to  become  of  the  trade?"  cried  i 
Frantic  bookseller. 

"  Oh,  by  all  means,  let  them  accompany  their  mer- 
chandise," cooUy  observed  an  author.  "  It  will  be  a 
noble  funeral  pile !  " 

The  truth  was,  that  the  human  race  VsA  a«^  t«s»efe.'*j^ 

3  far  beyond  w\«A  \iae  -wSseft**-  «s^ 
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wittiest  men  of  former  ages  had  e 
it  would  have  heeti  a  miuiifest  absurdity  to  alio 
earth  to  be  any  longer  encumbered  with  their 
achievements  in  th«  literary  line.  Accordingly  a 
ough  and  searching  investigation  had  swept  the 
seUera'  shops,  hawkem'  stands,  public,  and  privi 
Lraries,  and  even  the  little  book-shelf  by  the  eo 
fireside,  and  had  brought  the  world's  entire  mi 
printed  paper,  bound  or  in  sheets,  to  awell  the  al 
mountain  bulk  of  our  illustrious  bonfire.  Thick. 
folios,  containing  the  labors  of  lexicographers, 
mentators  and  encyclopedists,  were  flung  in,  an< 
ing  among  the  embers  with  a  leaden  thvimp,  b 
dered  away  to  ashes  like  rotten  wood.  The  i 
richly  gilt  French  tomes  of  the  last  age,  with  tht 
dred  volumes  of  Voltaire  among  them,  went  ofi 
brilliant  shower  of  sparkles  and  little  jets  of  f 
while  the  current  literature  of  the  same  nation  b 
red  and  blue,  and  threw  an  infernal  light  ove 
visages  of  the  spectators,  converting  them  all  t 
aspect  of  party-colored  fiends.  A  collection  of 
man  stories  emitted  a  scent  of  brimstone.  The 
lish  standard  authors  made  excellent  fuel,  gen' 
exhibiting  the  properties  of  soimd  oak  logs.  Mj 
works,  in  particular,  sent  up  a  powerfid  blaze, 
ually  reddening  into  a  coal,  which  promised  to  e: 
longer  than  ahnost  any  other  material  of  the 
From  Shakespeare  there  gushed  a  flame  of  such 
voUoua  splendor  that  men  shaded  their  eyes  as  aj 
the  sun's  meridian  glory ;  nor  even  when  the  wo: 
his  own  elucidators  were  flung  upon  him  did  he 
to  flash  forth  a  dazzling  radiance  from  beneat 
poBfieroua  heap.  It  is  my  \idi»i^  'i\va.\i>ne  ia  \:Aa3i 
territUy  as  ever. 
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Eould  a  poet  but  light  a  lamp  at  that  glorious 
"  remarked  I,  "  lie  might  then  conamne  the  r 
oil  to  some  good  purjKise." 
'hat  is  tlie  very  thing  which  modem  poets  have 
tict?n  too  apt  to  do,  or  at  leaat  to  attempt,"  answered  a 
ritio.  "The  chief  benefit  to  be  expected  from  thi» 
iontlagration  of  past  literature  undoubtedly  is,  that 
wiiters  will  henceforth  be  compelled  to  light  their 
lamps  at  the  sim  or  stars." 

"  If  they  can  reach  so  high,"  said  I :  "  but  that  . 
ta^k  requires  a  giant,  who  may  afterwards  distribute  fl 
the  light  among  inferior  men.  It  is  not  every  ong  V 
that  can  steal  the  fire  from  heaven  like  Prometheus  f I 
but,  when  once  he  had  done  the  deed,  a  thousands 
hearths  were  kindled  by  it." 

It  amazed  me  much  to  observe  how  indefinite  wa^l 
the  proportion  between  the  physical  mass  of  any  given 
author  and  the  property  of  brilliant  and  long-continued 
combustion.     For  instance,  there  was  not  a  quarto  vol- 
ume of  the  last  century —  nor,  indeed,  of  the  present— *  J 
that  could  compete  in  that  particular  with  a  child's  [ 
little  gilt -covered  book,  containing  Mother  GrooseVi 
Melodies.     The  Life  and  Death  of  Tom  Thumb  out-f 
lasted  the  biography  of  Marlborough.   An  epic,  indeed! 
a.  dozen  of  them,  was  converted  to  white  ashes  before! 
Im-  single  sheet  of  an  old  ballad  was  half  consumed!  I 
■  1  more  than  one  case,  too,  when  volumes  of  applauded  I 
■.iise  proved  incapable  of  anything  better  than  a  sti"  T 
tliiig  smoke,  an    unregarded  ditty  of  some  namelesd  fl 
bard  —  perchance   in   the  corner  of  a   newspaper — I 
Koared  up  among  the  stais  with  a  flame  as  brilliant  aS  \ 
their  own.     Speaking  of  the  properties  of  flame,  me- 
thought  Shelley's  poetry  emitted  a  ^vwex  \i^\.  "Cosai 
'  almoit  anj  other  productioas  oi  Ida  Aay^ 
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beaatif ully  with  the  fitful  and  lurid  gleams  and  gashes 
o£  black  vapor  that  flashed  and  eddied  from  the  vol- 
umes of  Loi-d  Byron.  Aa  for  Tom  Moore,  someof  lii» 
songs  diffused  an  odor  like  a  btimiug  pantil. 

I  felt  particiUar  interest  in  watching  the  eombustiim 
of  American  authors,  and  scrupulously  noted  by  my 
watch  the  precise  number  of  moments  that  chaoguJ 
most  of  them  from  shabbily-printed  books  to  indisdu- 
guishable  ashes.  It  woidd  be  invidious,  however,  if 
not  perilous,  to  betray  these  awful  secrets ;  so  that  1 
shall  content  myself  with  observing  that  it  was  not  ia- 
variahly  the  writer  most  frequent  in  the  public  mouth 
that  made  the  most  splendid  appearance  in  the  bonfire. 
I  especially  remember  that  a  great  deal  of  excellent  in- 
flammability was  exhibited  in  a  thin  volume  of  poems 
by  EUery  Channing ;  although,  to  speak  the  trutli, 
there  were  certain  portions  that  hissed  and  spluttered 
in  a  very  disagreeable  fashion.  A  curious  phentna' 
enon  occurred  in  reference  to  several  writers,  nativa 
as  well  as  foreign.  Their  books,  though  of  highly 
respectable  figure,  instead  of  bursting  into  a  blaze,  ht 
even  smouldering  out  their  substance  in  smoke,  sud- 
denly melted  away  in  a  manner  that  proved  them  to 
be  ioe. 

If  it  be  no  lack  of  modesty  to  mention  my  owa 
works,  it  must  here  be  confessed  that  I  looked  (or| 
them  with  fatlierly  interest,  but  in  vain.  Too  prot  i 
ably  they  were  changed  to  vapor  by  the  first  actiou  dl 
the  heat ;  at  liest,  I  can  only  hope  tliat,  in  their  qiiJil 
way,  they  contributed  a  glimmering  spark  or  two  tt 
the  splendor  of  the  evening. 

"  Alas !  and  woe  is  me  I  "  thus  bemoaned  himself 
ieavy-Jooking  gentleman  m  gtftfcn  ^^ectacles.     "Hi* 
is  utterly  ruined,  aai  VJaKse.  \a  -ou'iiiaMt'4^ 
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^Bf  longer.  The  businese  of  my  life  is  suatclied 
Hn  rae.  Not  a  volume  to  ba  had  for  love  or 
iney ! " 

"  This,"  remarked  the  sedate  observer  beside  me, 
i  a  bookworm  —  one  of  those  men  who  are  bom  to    : 
iw  dea^l  thoughts.     His  clothes,  you  see,  ai'e  cov-  ' 
<l  with  the  dust  of   libraries.     Ho  has  no  inward 
intain  of  ideas ;  and,  in  good  earnest,  now  that  the 

stock  is  abolished,  I  do  not  see  what  is  to  become 
the  poop  fellow.  Have  you  no  word  of  comfort  fop 
(1?  " 

'  My  dear  air,"  said  I  to  the  desperate  bookworm, 
1  not  Nature  better  than  a  book  ?     Is  not  the  hu-  - 
n  heart  deeper  than  any  system  of  philosophy  7     Is  ' 
:  life  replete  with  more  instruction  than  past  observ- 

have  found  it  possible  to  write  down  in  maxims? 

of  good  clieer.  The  great  book  of  Time  is  still 
'ead  wide  open  before  us  ;  and,  if  we  read  it  aright, 
will  be  to  ua  a  voliune  of  eternal  truth." 
■■■  Oh,  my  books,  my  books,  my  precious  printed, 
jks  1  "  reiterated  the  forlorn  Iwokworm.  "  My  only 
dity  was  a  bound  volimie ;  and  now  they  will  not 
,ve  me  even  a  shadowy  pampliletl  " 
la  fact,  the  last  remnant  of  the  literature  of  all  the 
es  was  now  descending  upon  the  blaiang  heap  in 
)  shape  of  a  cloud  of  pamphlets  from  the  press  of 
3  New  World,  These  likewise  were  ransumed  in 
3  twinkling  of  an  eye,  learing  the  earth,  for  the  first 
ae  since  the  days  of  Cadmus,  free  from  the  plagiie 

letters  —  an  enviable  field  for  the  authors  of  the 
xt  generation. 

■■  Well,  and  does  anything  remain  to  be  done  ? 
[iiirud  I  somewhat  anxiously.  "\JtA«sa'««  *"*. ' 
the  eartb  itself,  and  tiien  leap  \)o\i\3  cSl  '■aJftf*  ""* 
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finite  space,  I  know  not  that  we  can  carry  reform  to 
any  farther  jjoint." 

"  You  ai-e  vastly  mistaken,  my  good  friend,"  mi 
the  observer.  "  Believe  me,  the  fire  will  not  Lb  al- 
lowed to  settle  down  witliout  tlie  addition  of  fuel  that 
will  startle  many  persons  who  have  lent  a  willm}* 
hand  tlius  far." 

Nevertheless  there  appeared  to  be  a  relaxation  oi 
effort  for  a  little  time,  during  which,  probably,  tlio 
leaders  of  tlie  movement  were  considering  what  should 
be  done  next.  In  the  interval,  a  philosopher  threw  hia 
theory  into  the  flames, — a  sacrifice  which,  by  those 
who  knew  how  to  estimate  it,  was  pronounced  the 
most  remarkable  that  had  yet  been  made.  The  com- 
bustion, however,  was  by  no  means  brilliaut.  Some 
indefatigable  people,  scorning  to  take  a  moment's  ease, 
now  employed  themselves  in  collecting  all  the  witheral 
leaves  and  fallen  boughs  of  the  forest,  and  thereby  re- 
cruited  the  bonfire  to  a  greater  height  than  ever.  Bid 
this  was  mere  by-play. 

"  Here  comes  the  fresh  fuel  that  I  spoke  of,"  said 
my  companion, 

To  my  astonishment,  the  persons  who  now  advanuvd 
into  the  vacant  space  around  the  mountain  fire  bon 
surplices  and  other  priestly  garments,  mitres,  crosiers, 
and  a  confusion  of  Popish  and  Protestant  emblemSi 
with  which  it  seemed  their  purpose  to  consummate  the 
great  act  of  faith.  Crosses  from  the  spires  of  oU 
eathedi-als  wei*  cast  upon  tlie  heap  with  as  little  rfr 
morse  as  if  the  reverence  of  ceuturiea,  passing  in  lon|! 
array  beneath  the  lofty  towers,  had  not  looked  tip  tu 
them  as  the  holiest  of  symbols.  The  font  in  whioli 
iafaafi  tvere  eonsecrateA  to  Goi,t\ifeftaRvameutal  ve* 
sels  whence  piety  roceiveA  Xlvo  VaiioNieA.  ixwa^ 
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given  to  the  same  deatructiou.    Perhaps  it  most  nearly 

tom^hed  my  heart  to  see  among  these  devoted  relics 

fragments  of  the  humble  commuuion  tables  and  imdeo- 

orat«d  pulpits  wliich  I  recognized  as  having  teen  torn 

.from  the  meeting- houses   of  New  England.     Those 

sbnple  edifices  might  have  been  permitted  to  retain  all 

sacred  embellishment  that  their  Ftiritan  founders 

bestowed,  even  though  the  mighty  structure  of  St. 

ter's  had  sent  its  spoils  to  the  fire  of  this  terrible 

(rifice.     Vet  I  felt  that  these  were  but  the  externals 

religion,  ajul  might  most  safely  be  lelinquished  by 

that  best  knew  their  deep  significance. 

All  is  well,"  said  I,  oheerfully.     "  The  woodpaths 

bBbU  be  the  aisles  of  our  cathedral,  —  the  firmament 

itacdf  shall  be  ita  ceiling.     What  needs  an  earthly  roof 

between  the  Deity  and  his  worshippers  ?     Our  faith 

well  afford  to  lose  all  the  drapery  that  even  the 

liest  men  have  thrown  around  it,  and  be  only  tlie 

more  sublime  in  its  simplicity." 

•'  True,"  said  my  companion  ;  "  but  will  they  pause 

The  doubt  implied  in  his  question  was  well  foimded, 

the  general  destruction  of  books  already  described, 

holy  volume,  that  stood  apart  from  the  catalogue 

human  literature,  and  yet,  in  one  sense,  was  at  its 

head,  had  been  spared.     But  the  Titan  of  innovation, 

angel  or  fiend,  double   in  his  nature,  and  capable 

of  deeds  befitting  both  characters, — at  first  sliaking 

only  the  old  and  rotten  shapes  of  things,  had 

as  it  appeared,  laid  his  terrible  hand  upou  the 

pillars  wiiich  supported  the  whole  edifice  of  our 

moral  and  spiritual   state.       The  inhabitants  of    the 

earth  had  ^rown  too  enlightened  to  ie'nne  Oaevs  ^^sStv 

Hitbia  a  form  of  words,  or  to  Umit  ftifi  b^«:>Sm3^^^K 
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"Yes;  there  is  the  proof  of  what  you  say, 
swered  I,  turning  to  the  observer ;  "  but  if  only 
is  evil  ean  feel  tlie  action  of  the  fire,  then,  surely,  thti 
conflagration  has  been  of  inestimable  utility.  Tet,  if 
I  understand  aright,  you  intimate  a  doubt  whether  the 
■world's  expectation  of  benefit  would  be  realized  by  it." 

"  Listen  to  the  talk  of  these  worthies,"  said  he, 
pointing  to  a  group  in  front  of  the  blazing  pile  ;  "  pos- 
sibly they  may  teach  you  something  useful  without 
intending  it." 

Tlie  persons  whom  he  indicated  consisted  of  diat 

I  brutal  and  most  earthy  figure  who  had  stood  forth  bo 
fuiiously  in  defeuce  of  the  gallows, — the  hangman,  in 
short,  —  together  with  the  last  thief  and  the  last  mur- 
,  derer,  all  three  of  whom  were  clustered  about  the  laet 
!  toper.  The  latter  was  liberally  passing  the  brandy 
bottle,  which  he  had  rescued  from  the  general  deatnuv 
tion  of  wines  and  spirits.  This  little  convivial  partj 
seemed  at  the  lowest  pitch  of  despondency,  as  consid- 
ering that  the  purified  world  must  needs  be  utterly 
iinlilic  the  sphere  that  they  had  hitherto  known,  aail 
therefore  hut  a  strange  aud  desolate  abode  for  gentltt- 
men  of  theii'  kidney. 

"  The  best  counsel  for  all  of  us  is,"  remarked  the 
hangman,  "  that,  as  soon  as  we  have  finished  the  last 
drop  of  liquor,  I  help  you,  my  three  friends,  to  a  com' 
fortable  end  upon  the  nearest  tree,  and  then  hang  ittj- 
self  on  the  same  bough.  This  is  no  world  for  us  aay 
longer," 

"  Fob,  poh,  la^  good  fellows  I  "  said  a  tlMk-ootoplex- 

ioned  pononage,  who  now  joined  the  group,  — JiiawiD- 

}ilexion  was  indued  fearfully  dark,  and  his  cryes  glovtJ 

VtUh  a  redder  tight  tlmu  \,Vv.t.\.  ui  iVvu  \)oafii:e ;  "  ha  not 

go  east  downi  my  iear  ivWaia-,  ^ijo^i.  di^ 
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W^  yet.  There  's  one  thing  that  these 
lave  foi^otten  to  throw  into  the  fire,  and  without 
^hich  all  the  rest  of  the  conflagration  is  just  nothing 
.t  all ;  yes,  though  thc*y  liaJ  homed  the  earth  itself  to 
,  cinder." 

"And  what  may  tliat  be?"  eagerly  demanded  the 
Evst  murderer. 

"  What  but  the  human  heart  itself?"  said  thedark- 
isaged  stranger,  with  a  portentous  grin,  "  And,  un- 
ess  they  hit  upon  some  method  of  purifying  that  foul 
avem,  forth  from  it  will  reissue  all  the  shapes  of 
nwng  and  misery  —  the  same  old  shapes  or  worse 
lies  —  which  they  have  taken  such  a  vast  deal  of 
rouble  to  consume  to  ashes.  I  have  stood  by  this 
ivelong  night  and  langlied  in  my  sleeve  at  the  whole 
lusiness.  Oh,  take  my  word  for  it,  it  will  be  the  old 
rarld  yet  I" 

This  brief  conversation  supplied  me  with  a  theme 
or  lengthened  thought.     How  sad  a  truth,  if  true  it 
I'ere,  that  man's  agelong  endeavor  for  perfection  had 
erved  only  to  render  him  the  mockery  of  the  evil 
irinciple,  from  the  fatal  eirciunstance  of  an  error  at 
he  very  root  of  the  matter!     The  heart,  the  heart, — 
here  was  the  little  yet  boundless  sphere  wherein  ex- 
sted  the  original   wrong   of   which   the    crime   and 
oisery   of  this   outward    world   were   merely  types. 
'rtrify  Aat  inward  sphere,  and  the  many  shapes  of 
Til  tiiat  haunt  the  outward,  and  which   now   seem 
ImoBt  our  only  realities,  will  turn  to  shadowy  phan-    U 
oms  and  vanish  of  their  own  accord ;  but  if  we  go    I 
\o  deeper  than  the  intellect,  and  strive,  with  merely    T] 
bat  feeble  instrument,  to  discern  and  rectify  what  \& 
nfog,  our  whole  accompUshmeut  VfiV^ia  a.&s«»so.,-«i 
i/gl^tantial  that  it  matters  littYe  «\ie'ilSie«  'Ccie.  ^'wsor 
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:re«3n 


!  fire,  which  I  have  eo  faithfully  desoribed,  were  i 
'  we  choose  to  call  a  real  event  and  a  flame  that  would 
scorch  the  finger,  or  only  a  phosphoric  radiance  and  a 
I  '  parable  of  my  own  brain. 


PASSAGES  FROM  A  RELraQUlSHED  WORK. 


FsoM  infancy  I  was  under  the  guardiansliip  of  a  I 
village  parson,  who  made  me  the  subject  of  daily  1 
prayer  and  the  sufferer  of  innumerable  stripes,  using  I 
no  distanction,  as  to  these  marks  of  paternal  love,  be-  J 
tween  myself  and  his  own  thrt'e  boys.  The  result,  i|J 
moat  be  owned,  has  been  very  diffei'ent  in  their  c 
and  mine,  tbey  being  all  I'espectable  men  and  well  set*  I 
tied  in  life  ;  the  eldest  as  the  successor  to  his  father'i  | 
pulpit,  the  second  as  a  physician,  and  the  tliird  S 
partner  in  a  wholesale  shoe  store  ;  while  I,  with  better  I 
prospects  than  either  of  them,  have  run  the  coursB  f 
which  this  volume  will  describe.  Yet  there  is  room  I 
for  doubt  whether  I  should  liave  been  any  better  con-  I 
tented  witli  sueh  success  as  theirs  than  with  my  own  I 
misfortunes  —  at  least,  till  after  my  experience  of  theJ 
latter  had  made  it  too  late  for  another  trial. 

My  guardian  had  a  name  of  considerable  eminence  I 
and  fitter  for  the  place  it  occupies  in  ecclesiastioal  his-  ] 
tory  than  for  so  frivolous  a  page  as  mine.  In  liia  own 
vicinity,  amoug  tlie  lighter  part  of  his  hearers,  he  was 
called  Parson  Thumpeushion,  from  the  very  forcible 
gestures  with  which  he  illustrated  his  doctrines.  Cer- 
tainly, if  his  powers  as  a  preacher  were  to  be  estimated 
by  the  damage  done  to  his  pulpit  furniture,  none  of 
his  living  brethren,  and  but  few  dead.  oTvea,-wa*i&.Vaj<n 
been  woriJiy  even   to  pronouTUie  a  \)eaft5iKiww^  s 
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I  him.  Sach  pounding  and  expoanding  the  moment  he 
began  to  grow  warm,  such  slapping  with  hie  open 
palm,  thumping  with  his  closed  fist,  and  banging  with 
the  whole  weight  of  the  great  Bible,  convinced  me  that 
he  held,  in  imagination,  either  the  Old  Nick  or  eome 
Unitarian  infidel  at  bay,  and  belabored  hiB  unhappy 
cushion  as  proxy  for  those  abominable  adversariea, 
Nothing  but  this  exercise  of  the  body  while  delivering 
his  sermons  could  have  supported  the  good  parson's 

k  health  under  the  mental  toil  which  they  cost  liim  in 
composition. 
Though  Parson  Thumpcnshion  had  an  upright  heart, 
and  some  called  it  a  warm  one,  he  was  invariably 
stem  and  severe,  on  principle,  I  suppose,  to  me.  With 
late  justice,  though  early  enough,  even  now,  to  be 
tinctiured  with  generosity,  I  acknowledge  him  to  have 
been  a  good  and  wise  man  after  his  own  fashion.  If 
his  mauE^ment  failed  aa  to  myself,  it  succeeded  with 
hia  three  sons ;  nor,  I  must  frankly  say,  could  any 

■  mode  of  education  with  which  it  was  possible  for  him 
to  be  acquainted  have  made  me  much  better  than  what 
I  was  or  led  me  to  a  happier  fortune  than  the  present 
^  '  He  could  neither  change  the  nature  that  God  gave  mB 
nor  adapt  his  own  inflexible  mind  to  ray  peculiar  chi»- 
aeter.  Perhaps  it  was  my  chief  misfortune  that  I  had 
neither  father  nor  mother  alive  ;  for  parents  have  an 
instinctive  sagacity  in  regard  to  the  welfare  of  theii 
children,  and  the  child  feels  a  confidence  both  in  the 
wisdom  and  affection  of  his  parents  which  he  cannot 
transfer  to  any  delegate  of  their  duties,  however  con- 
scientious. An  orphan's  fate  is  hard,  be  he  richoi 
poor.  As  for  Parson  TTiumpcushion,  whenever  I  »«« 
the  old  gentleman  in  my  Ateama  Vft  XcwVa  Vindly  and 
BorrowfuUy  at  me,  ho\<iing  out\as\sa3ii\  aaiS.      '      " 
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aometfaing  to  forgive.  Witli  Bucb  kindness  and  such  J 
forgiveness,  but  without  the  sorrow,  may  our  next  1 
meeting  he ! 

,  I  was  a  youth  of  gay  and  happy  temperament,  with  D 
an  incorrigible  levity  of  spirit,  of  no  vieious  propensi-  ! 
ties,  sensible  enough,  but  wayward  and  fanciful.  What  | 
a  charaeter  was  this  to  be  brought  in  contact  with  the  i 
stem  old  Pilgrim  spirit  of  my  guardian !  We  were  at 
variance  on  a  thousand  points ;  but  our  cliief  and  final 
dispute  arose  from  the  perrinacity  with  which  he  in- 
sisted on  my  adopting  a  particular  profession  ;  while  I,  |  J 

'  being  heir  to  a  moderate  competence,  had  avowed  my  I  ^M 
purpose  of  keeping  aloof  from  the  regular  business  of  [  1 
life.  This  would  have  been  a  dangerous  resolution 
anywhere  in  the  world ;  it  was  fatal  in  New  England. 
There  is  a  grossuess  in  the  conceptions  of  my  country- 
men ;  they  will  not  be  convinced  that  any  good  thing 
may  consist  with  what  they  call  idleness;  they  can 
anticipate  nothing  but  evil  of  a  young  man  who  neither 
studies  physic,  law,  nor  gospel,  nor  opens  a  store,  nor 

'takes  to  farming  but  manifests  an  incomprehensible 

I  disposition  to  be  satisfied  with  what  his  father  left  him. 

1  The  principle  is  excellent  in  its  general  influence,  but 

Vmost  miserable  in  its  effect  on  the  few  that  violate  it, 
I  had  a  quick  sensitiveness  to  public  opinion,  and  felt 

\aa  if  it  ranked  me  with  the  tavern  haunters  and  town 
paupers,  —  with  the  drunken  poet  who  hawked  hia 
own  Fourth  of  Jidy  odes,  and  the  broken  sohlier  who 
had  been  good  for  nothing  since  last  war.  The  conse- 
quence of  all  this  was  a  piece  of  light-hearted  desper- 
ation. 

1  do  not  over-estiniate  my  notoriety  when  I  take  it 
for  granted  that  many  of  my  readers  mw4tV3.N«.\«»s&- 

yO^me  in  the  wild  way  of  li£e  YfliicU\  bA.o'^wA..    Ti^B» 
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Fidea  of  becoming  a  wandering  story  teller  had  been 
suggested,  a  year  or  two  before,  by  an  encoimt«r  with 
several  merry  vagabonds  in  a  showman's  wagon,  when 
they  and  I  had  sheltei'ed  ourselves  during  a  aummei' 
shower.  The  projeet  was  not  more  extravagant  than 
most  whieh  a  young  man  forma.  Stranger  ones  are 
executed  every  day;  and,  not  to  mention  my  proto- 
types in  the  East,  and  the  wandering  orators  and  poets 
whom  my  own  eai-a  have  heard,  I  had  the  example  of 
one  illustrious  itinerant  in  the  other  hemisphere,  — of 
Goldsmith,  who  planned  and  performed  his  travels 
through  France  and  Italy  on  a  less  promising  schema 
than  mine.  I  took  credit  to  myself  for  various  qnalifi- 
cations,  mental  and  personal,  aiuted  to  the  undertake 
ing.  Besides,  my  mind  had  latterly  tormented  me  foi; 
employment,  keeping  up  an  irregidar  activity  even  in 
sleep,  and  making  me  conscious  that  I  muat  toil,  if  it  | 
were  but  in  eatehing  butterflies.  But  my  chief  mt>t  | 
tivea  were,  discontent  with  home  and  a  bitter  gmdge  I 
against  Parson  Thumpcushion,  who  would  rather  have 
laid  me  in  my  father's  tomb  than  seen  me  either  a  bot- 
elist  or  an  actor,  two  characters  which  I  thus  hit  upon 
a  metho<l  of  uniting.  After  all  it  was  not  half  » 
foolish  as  if  I  had  written  romances  instead  of  reciting 
them. 

The  following  pages  will  contain  a  picture  of  my 
v^rant  life,  intermixed  with  specimens,  generally 
brief  and  slight,  of  that  great  mass  of  fiction  to  which 
I  gave  existence,  and  which  has  vanished  like  cIooJ 
shapes.  Besides  the  occasions  when  I  sought  a  pe- 
cuniary reward,  I  was  accustomed  to  exercise  my  nar- 
rative faculty  wherever  chance  had  collected  a  little 
aadience  idle  enougH  to  Usteu.  TViesfc  -t^bftarsals  we» 
^_    useful  in  testing  tiie  ftteou^  -^ViAft  oVm^  tlwiTOftj 
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ideed,  the  flow  of  fancy  soon  came  upon  me  so  abun- 
antly  that  its  indulgence  was  its  own  reward,  though 
le  hope  of  praise  also  became  a  powerful  incitement, 
ince  I  shall  never  feel  the  warm  gush  of  new  thought 
i  1  did  then,  let  me  beseech  the  reader  to  believe  that 
ly  tales  were  not  always  so  cold  as  he  may  find  them 
ow.  With  each  specimen  will  be  given  a  sketch  of 
le  circumstances  in  which  the  story  was  told.  Thu* 
ly  airdrawn  pictures  will  be  set  in  frames  perhaps 
lore  valuable  than  the  pictures  themselves,  since  they 
ill  be  embossed  with  groups  of  characteristic  figures, 
nid  the  lakfe  and  mountain  scenery,  the  villages  and 
irtile  fields,  of  our  native  land.  But  I  write  the  book 
ir  the  sake  of  its  moral,  which  many  a  dreaming 
3uth  may  profit  by,  though  it  is  the  experience  of  a 
andering  story  teller. 

A    FLIGHT  IN  THE  FOQ. 

I  set  out  on  my  rambles  one  morning  in  June  about 
mrise.  The  day  promised  to  be  fair,  though  at  that 
irly  hour  a  heavy  mist  lay  along  the  earth  and  set- 
ed  in  minute  globules  on  the  folds  of  my  clothes,  so 
lat  I  looked  precisely  as  if  touched  with  a  hoar-frost, 
he  sky  was  quite  obscured,  and  the  trees  and  houses 
ivisible  till  they  grew  out  of  the  fog  as  I  came  close 
pon  them.  There  is  a  bUl  towards  the  west  whence 
le  road  goes  abniptly  down,  holding  a  level  course 
trough  the  village  ami  ascending  an  eminence  on  the 
ier  Kde,  behind  which  it  disappears.  The  whole 
sw  comprises  an  extent  of  half  a  mile.  Here  I 
uned  and,  while  gazing  through  the  misty  veil,  it 
utially  rose  and  swept  away  with  so  sudden  an  effwfe 
lat  a  gray  cloud  seemed  to  have  tate^  &«  as^^t*.  *A- 
MB^  white  town.     A  thin  vapor  \ieui^  a^iSV  SSffi-^gA^ 
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I  any  analogy  to  our  material  existence.  TnitliB  wluch 
I  the  heavens  trembled  at  were  now  but  a  fable  of  the 
'  world's  infancy.  Therefore,  as  the  final  sacrifice  of 
hiunan  error,  what  else  remained  to  be  thrown  upon 
the  embera  of  that  awful  pile  except  the  book  which, 
though  a  celeatial  revelation  to  past  ages,  was  but  a 
voice  from  a  lower  sphere  as  regarded  the  preaait 
B  of  man  ?  It  was  done !  Upon  the  bluzing  heap 
of  falsehood  and  womout  truth  —  things)  that  the 
earth  had  never  needed,  or  had  ceased  to  ne^  or 
Lad  grown  ebildi^ily  weary  of  —  fell  the  po>>ul«nnis 
church  Bible,  the  great  old  volume  that  liad  lain  w 
long  on  the  cushion  of  the  pulpit,  and  whence  the 
pastor'a  solemn  voice  had  given  holy  utterance  on  u 
many  a  Sabbath  day.  Thei'e,  likewise,  fell  the  family 
Bible,  which  tlie  long-buried  patriarch  had  read  to  lil 
children,  —  in  prosperity  or  sorrow,  by  the  fireside  miii 
in  the  summer  shade  of  trees,  —  and  had  bequea&ed 
downward  as  the  heirloom  of  generations.  There  feQ 
,  the  bosom  Bible,  tlie  little  volume  that  had  been  tie 
I  soul's  friend  of  some  sorely-ti'ied  child  of  dust,  wh(t 
thence  took  courage,  whetlier  his  trial  were  for  life  or 
death,  steadfastly  confronting  both  in  the  strong  as- 
surance of  immortality. 

All  these  were  flung  into  the  fierce  and  riotous 
blaze ;  and  then  a  mighty  wind  came  roaring  atiroffi 
the  plain  with  a  desolate  howl,  as  if  it  were  the  angry 
lamentation  of  the  earth  for  the  loss  of  heaven's  buD' 
.  shine ;  and  it  shook  tlie  g^ntic  pyi-amid  of  flame  am 
I  scattered  the  cinders  of  half-consumed  abominatioiri 
aroiuid  upon  the  spectators. 

"This  is  terrible  I"  said  I,  feeling  tliat  my  diMu 
grew  pale,  and  seeing  &  ^ke  (;,Wa^&  ia  the  viaa^ 
About  me^ 
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e  of  gttod  courage  yet."  anawered  the  man  with 
torn  I  had  so  often  Bjjoken.     He  continued  to  gaze   ] 
eadily  fit  the  spectacle  with  a  aingular  cahnneE 

it  concerned  him  merely  as  an  observer.  "  Bo  of 
x>d  courage,  nor  yet  exult  too  much ;  for  there  ia 
J  leaa  both  of  good  and  evil  in  the  effect  of  this  bon- 
Pe  than  the  world  might  be  willing  to  believe."  , 

"  How  can  that  be  ? "  exclaimed  I,  impatiently. 
Has  it  not  consumed  everything  ?  Has  it  not  swal- 
wed  up  or  melted  down  every  human  or  divine  aj>- 
mdage  of  our  mortal  state  that  had  substance  enough 
I  be  acted  on  by  fii-e  ?  Will  there  be  anything  left 
1  to-morrow  morning  better  or  worse  than  a  heap  of 
fibers  and  ashes?" 

"Assiu^ly  there  will,"  said  my  grave  friend.  < 
Come  hither  to-morrow  morning,  or  whenever  the  | 
imbustible  portion  of  the  pile  shall  be  quite  burned  I 
rt,  and  you  will  find  among  the  ashes  everything  I 
ally  valuable  that  you  have  seen  cast  into  the  flames, 
rust  me.  the  world  of  to-morrow  will  again  enrich^ 
felf  with  the  gold  and  diamonds  which  have  been 
st  off  by  the  world  of  to-day.  Not  a  truth  la  de-  i 
royed  nor  buried  so  deep  among  the  ashes  but  it  will  j 
!  raked  up  at  last."  ' 

B  was  a  strange  assurance.  Yet  I  felt  inclined 
^t  it,  the  more  especially  as  I  beheld  among 
Hlowing  flames  a  copy  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  ■ 
^8  of  which,  instead  of  bciny  blackened  into 
ider,  only  assumed  a  more  dazzling  whiteness  as  J 
e  finger  marks  of  human  imperfection  were  purified  f 
Fay.     Certain  marginal  notes  and  commentaries,  ■ 

true,  yielded  to  the  intensity  of  the  fiery  teat,  but  ', 
thout  detriment  to  the  amaHeat  xjliaNJVa  'OoaX^ 
L^e  pen  of  inspixatiQiu 
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Gushioa  ntiglit  have  put  an  untimely  catasfa? 
/  etory ;  but  as  nobody  would  be  much  affected  1 
\  (Usgrace,  and  all  was  to  be  suffered  iu  my  own  p 
,  1  know  not  why  I  cared  about  a  name.  For  a 
or  two  I  travelled  almost  at  raudum,  seeking  I 
any  guidance  except  the  whirling  of  a  leaf  at 
turn  of  the  road,  or  the  green  bough  that  beo 
mc,  or  the  naked  branch  that  pointed  its  wil 
finger  onward.  All  my  care  was  to  be  farthei 
homo  each  night  than  the  preceding  in< 

A  FKLLOW-TRAVKLLEB. 

One  day  at  noontide,  when  the  sun  had  1 
denly  out  of  a  cloud  and  threatened  to  diBaoIn 
looked  round  for  shelter,  whether  of  tavern,  co 
bam.  or  shady  tree.  The  first  which  offered  itse! 
a  wood  —  not  a  forest,  but  a  trim  plantation  of  ; 
oaks,  growing  just  thick  enough  to  keep  the  mi 
Buushiae  out,  while  they  admitted  a  few  atra; 
beams,  and  thus  produced  the  most  cheei-ful  gloo 
agiuable.  A  brook,  so  small  and  clear,  and  i 
ently  so  cool,  that  I  wanted  to  drink  it  up,  ran 
the  road  through  a  little  arch  of  stone  without 
meeting  the  sun  in  its  passage  from  the  shade  o 
side  to  the  shade  ou  the  other.  Ab  there  was  a 
plug-place  over  the  stone  wall,  and  a  path  alon 
rivulet,  I  followed  it  and  discovered  its  sourc 
spiing  gushing  out  of  an  old  barrel. 

In  this  pleasant  spot  I  saw  a  light  pack  snap 
fi-om  the  branch  of  a  tree,  a  stick  leaning  again 
tiTink,  and  a  person  seated  on  the  grassy  verge  t 
spring,  with  his  back  towards  me.  He  was  a  al 
dgare,  dressed  in  black  \iroaAt\ot\i,  -«^\ck  \raa  w 
the  £nest  nor  very  £a&bioaa\A'j  co.^    C>n.  \^A 
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footsteps  he  started  up  rather  nervously,  and,  turning 
round,  showed  the  faoe  of  a  young  man  about  my  own 
age,  with  his  finger  in  a.  volume  which  he  had  beeB 
reading  till  my  intrusion.  Ilis  book  was  evidently  a| 
pocket  Bible.  Though  I  piqued  myself  at  that  period 
on  my  great  penetration  into  people's  charaeters  and 
pui'suits,  I  could  not  decide  whetlier  this  young  man  in 
black  were  an  unfledged  divine  from  Andover,  a  col- 
lege student,  or  preparing  for  college  at  some  acad- 
emy. In  either  case  1  would  quite  as  willingly  have 
found  a  merrier  companion  ;  auuh,  for  instance,  as  the 
comedian  with  whom  Gil  Bias  shared  his  dinner  b&*] 
side  a  fountain  in  Spain. 

After  a  nod  which  was  duly  returned,  I  made  a  gob*j 
let  of  oak  leaves,  filled  and  emptied  it  two  or  thi-ea 
times,  and  then  remarked,  to  hit  the  stranger's  classi- 
cal associations,  that  this  beautiful  fountain  ought  to 
flow  from  an  uni  instead  of  an  old  bari'el.  He  did 
not  show  that  he  understood  the  allusion,  and  replied 
very  briefly,  with  a  shyness  that  was  qiute  out  of  place 
between  persons  who  met  in  such  circimistances.  Had 
bB  treated  my  next  observation  in  the  same  way,  we 
BbHiId  have  parted  without  another  word. 
^Kf*'It  is  very  singular,"  said  I,  —  "  though  doubtlesB 
Ipure  are  good  reasons  for  it,  —  that  Nature  should 
provide  drink  so  abundantly,  and  lavish  it  everywhere 
by  the  roadside,  but  so  seldom  anything  to  eat.  Why 
should  we  not  And  a  loaf  of  bread  on  this  tree  as  well 
as  a  barrel  of  good  liquor  at  the  foot  of  it  ?  " 

"  There  is  a  loaf  of  bread  on  the  tree,"  replied  tl 
stranger,  without  even  smiling  at  a  coincidence  whi< 
made  me  laugh.      "  I  have  something   to  eat  in  my 
bundle ;  and,  if  you  can  make  a  dionet  VWii  \Ba,-^«* 
glall  be  weleome."  '^i 
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"  I  accept  your  offer  with  pleaBure,"  said  I.    "  A 
pilgrim  such  as  I  am  must  not  refase  a  providential 


I 

^Hl  The  young  man  had  risen  to  take  his  bundle  from 
^H|  the  branch  of  the  tree,  but  uow  turned  roimd  and  re- 
^H|  garded  me  with  great  earnestness,  coloring  dtwply  at 
^H  the  same  time.  However,  he  said  nothing,  and  pro 
^^H  duced  part  of  a  loaf  of  bread  and  some  cheese,  tlu 
^H  former  being  evidently  home-baked,  though  some  dAJv 
^H  out  of  the  oven.  The  fare  was  good  enough,  with  i 
real  welcome,  such  as  his  appeared  to  be.  After 
spreading  these  articles  on  the  stump  of  a  tree,  he 
I  proceeded  to  ask  a  blessing   on   our  food,  an   nnpx- 

Ipected  ceremony,  and  quite  an  impressive  one  at  our 
woodland  table,  with  the  fountain  gushing  beside  at 
and  the  bright  sky  glimmering  through  the  Iwngks ; 
I  nor  did  his  brief  petition  affect  me  less  becanse  hu 


embarrassment  made  his  voice  tremble.  At  the  end  of 
the  meal  he  returned  thanks  with  the  same  tremuloiu 
fervor. 

He  felt  a  natural  kindness  for  me  aft«r  thus  reliev- 
ing my  necessities,  and  showed  it  by  becoming  less  re. 
served.  On  my  part,  I  professed  never  to  have  rel- 
ished a  dinner  better;  and,  in  requital  of  the  stran- 
ger's hospitality,  solicited  the  pleasure  of  his  company 
to  supper. 

"Where?     At  your  home?"  asked  he, 

"  Yes,"  said  I,  smiling. 

"Perhaps  our  roads  ai-e  not  the  same,"  observed  be. 

("  Oh,  I  can  take  any  road  but  one,  and  yet  not  miss 
my  way."  answered  I.  "  This  morning  I  breakfasted 
at  home  ;  I  shall  sup  at  home  to-night;  and  a  moment 
Bgo  I  dined  at  home.  To  be  avue,  tWwi  va«  a,  certain 
>lace  which  I  called  home  •»  W\.l\iai.va  wwiw^ii^MB 
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Bee  it  again  till  I  have  'been  quite  round  the  globe  and 
Rnter  the  street  on  the  east  as  I  left  it  on  the  west, 
lu  the  mean  time,  I  have  a  home  everywhere  or  no- 
where, just  as  you  please  to  take  it." 

"  Nowhere,  then ;  for  this  transitory  world  is  not 
[>ur  home,"  said  the  young  man,  with  solemnity.  "  We 
ire  all  pilgrims  and  wanderers ;  but  it  is  strange  that 
we  two  should  meet." 

I  inquired  the  meaning  of  this  remark,  but  could 
Dbtain  no  satisfactory  reply.  But  we  had  eaten  salt 
together,  and  it  was  right  that  we  should  form  ac- 
jnaintanoe  after  that  ceremony  as  the  Arabs  of  the 
lesert  do,  especially  as  he  had  learned  something 
ibout  myself,  and  the  courtesy  of  the  country  entitled 
ne  to  as  much  information  in  return.  I  asked  whither 
le  was  travelling. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  he ;  "  but  God  knows." 

"  That  is  strange  !  "  exclaimed  I ;  "  not  tliat  God 
thould  know  it,  but  that  you  should  not.  And  how  ia 
(cmr  road  to  be  pointed  oat  ?  " 

"Perhaps  by  an  inward  conviction,"  he  repliedj 
Dokiug  sideways  at  me  to  discover  whether  I  smiled ;' 
'perhaps  by  an  outward  sign." 

"Then,  believe  me,"  said  I,  "the  outward  sign  is 
ilready  granted  you,  and  the  inward  conviction  ought 
M  follow.  We  are  told  of  pious  men  in  old  times  who 
sommitted  themselves  to  the  care  of  Providence,  and 
aw  the  manifestation  of  ita  will  in  the  slightest  cir- 
tumstanGes,  as  in  the  shooting  of  a  star,  the  flight  of  a 
)ird,  or  the  course  taken  by  some  brute  animal.  Some- 
imes  even  a  stupid  ass  was  their  guide.  May  not  I 
je  as  good  a  one  ?  " 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  th6pVlgriin,w.'i?tv^'A«*.*vrf 
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We  did,  however,  follow  tlie  same  road,  and  veie 

L  i|  not  overtaken,  as  I  partly  apprelieuded,  by  the  keepras 

I  of  any  lunatic  asylum  in  pursuit  of  a  stray  patient 

Perhaps  the  stranger  felt  as  much  doubt  of  my  sanity 

as  I  did  of  his,  though  certainly  with  less  justice,  since 

'  I  was  fully  aware  of  ray  own  extravagances,  while  lie 

acted  as  wildly  aud  deemed  it  heavenly  wisdom,     yfe 

were  a,  singular  eouple,  strikingly  contrasted,  yet  OH- 

rioualy  assimilated,  each  of  us  remarkable  enou^bf 

himself,  and  doubly  so  in  the  other's  company.    Witk- 

I  out  any  formal  compact,  we  kept  together  day  after 

'  day  till  our  imion  appeared  permanent.     Even  had  I 

seen  nothing  to  love  and  admire  in  him,  I  could  never 

have  thought  of  deserting  one  who  needed  me  coutiitu- 

ally ;  for  I  never  knew  a  person,  not  even  a  woman, 

80  unfit  to  roam  the  world  in  solitude  as  he  was  —  w 

painfully  shy,  so  easily  discouraged  by  slight  obstacles, 

and  so  often  depressed  by  a  weight  within  himself. 

I  was  now  far  from  my  native  place,  but  had  not 
yet  stepped  before  the  public.  A  slight  tremor  seized 
me  whenever  I  thonght  of  relinijiushing  the  immuni- 
ties of  a  private  character,  and  giving  evei^  man,  ttiul 
for  money  too,  the  right,  which  no  man  yet  poBsesaeA 
of  treating  me  with  open  scorn.  But  about  a  week 
1  after  contracting  the  above  alliance  I  made  my  bow 
M  to  an  audience  of  nine  persons,  seven  of  whom  hi.%sfi 
me  in  a  very  disagreeable  manner,  and  not  without 
good  cause.  Indeed,  the  failure  was  bo  signal  that  it 
would  have  been  mere  swindling  to  retain  the  moni»y. 
which  had  been  paid  on  my  implied  contract  to  givti 
its  value  of  amusement.  So  I  called  in  the  doo^ 
keeper,  bade  him  refund  the  whole  receipts,  a  mightT 
and  was  gratified  "«\t\v  ftie  ToanA  of  a^^laiw 
iify  waj  of  offset  to  t\ie  \n5sea,     '^^M!&. 
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have  looked  most  horrible  in  anticipation, — a  t 
to  make  a  man  shoot  himself,  or  run  amuck,  or  hidi 
himself  in  caverns  where  he  might  not  see  his  owbS 
burning  bluiih  ;  but  the  reality  was  not  so  very  hard4 
to  bear.     It  is  a  fa^^t  that  I  was  more  deeply  grieved 
by  an  almost  parallel  misfortune  which  happened  i 
my  companion  on  the  same  evening.      In  my  own 
behalf  I  was  angry  and  excited,  not  depressed ;  my 
blood  ran  quick,  my  spuitsj  rose  buoyantly,  and  I  had 
never  felt  such  a  confidence  of  future  success  and  de- 
termination to  adiieve  it  as  at  that  trying  moment. 
I  resolved  to  persevere,  if  it  were  only  to  wring  the  i 
reluctant  praise  from  my  enemies. 

Hitherto  I  had  immensely  underrated  the  difficul-jl 
ties  of  my  idle  trade  ;  now  I  recognized  that  it  de-  | 
manded  nothing  short  of  my  whole  powers,  cultivated 
to  the  utmost,  and  exerted  with  the  same  prodigaJi^   ' 

13S   if  I  were  speaking  for  a  great  party  or  for  the  i 
nation  at  large  on  the  floor  of  the  Capitol.     No  talent 
or  attainment  could  come  amiss ;  everything,  indeed,   I 
was  requisite  —  wide  observation,  varied  knowledge, 
deep  thoughts,  and  sparkling  ones ;  pathos  and  levity, 
and  a  mixture  of  both,  like  sunshine  in  a  raindrop; 
lofty  imagination,  veiling  itself  in  the  garb  of  common 
life ;  and  the  practised  art  wliich  alone  could  render 
these  gifts,  and  more  than  these,  available.     Not  that 
I  ever  hoped  to  be  thus  qualified.     But  my  despair 
was  no  ignoble  one,  for  knowing  the  impossibility  of 
satisfying  myself,  even  should  the  world  be  satisfied, 
I  did  my  best  to  overcome  it ;  investigated  the  causes 
of  every  defect;  and  strove,  with  patient  stubbornness,  i 
t«  remove  them  in  the  next  attempt.     It  is  one  of  mj 
few  sources  of  pi-ide,  that,  lidictilovia  aa  tVe  otayitt  ■^»a^ 
J  followed  it  up  with  the  fimmess  aa4  «sie«^  ^""^  ' 
man.  J 
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I  manufactured  a  great  variety  of  plots  and  bB3|^| 
tons  of  tales,  and  kept  them  ready  for  use,  leaving  tbe 
ig  up  to  the  inspiration  of  the  moment ;  though  I 
I  cannot  remember  ever  to  have  told  a  tale  which  did 
I  not  vary  considerably  from  my  preconceived  idea,  luid 
Pacquire  a  novelty  of  aspect  as  often  as  I  repeated  it 
Oddly  enough,  my  success  was  generally  in  proportion 
to  the  difference  between  the  conception  and  accxim- 
plishment.     1  provided  two  or  more  conunencenients 
and  catastrophes  to  many  of  the  tales,  —  a  happy  ex- 
pedient, suggested  hy  the  double  sets  of  sleeves  and 
trimmings  which  diversified  the  suits  in  Sir  Pierty 

iSliafton'e  wardrobe.  But  my  best  efforts  had  a  unity, 
a  wholeness,  and  a  separate  character  that  did  not  ad- 
mit of  this  sort  of  mechanism. 

THE  VILLAGE  THEATEE. 

About  the  first  of  September  my  fellow-traveller 
and  myself  arrived  at  a  country  town,  where  a  small 
company  of  actors,  on  their  return  from  a  summer's 
campaign  in  the  British  provinces,  were  giving  » 
series  of  dramatic  exhibitions.  A  moderately  sized 
hail  of  the  tavern  had  been  converted  into  a  theatre. 
The  jwrformances  that  evening  were.  The  Heir  at 
Law,  and  No  Song,  no  Supper,  with  the  recitation 
of  Alexander's  Feast  between  the  play  and  farce. 
The  house  was  thin  and  dull.  But  the  next  day  there 
appeared  to  be  brighter  prospects,  the  play-bills  an- 
nouncing at  every  comer,  on  the  town  piunp,  and  — 
(awful  sacrilege! — on  the  very  door  of  the  meedng- 
houae,  an  Unprecedented  Attraction !  After  setting 
forth  the  ordinary  entei-tainments  of  a  theatre,  tlx 
public  were  informed,  in  tVe  V.u'^eaX.  ^v*  *^*^  ^  I 
/>rmting-.office   could.  auppVy,  ft^^  'i^ftfe  i 


!>  nomuCT^^ 


PASSAGES  FROM  A  RELINQUISHED  WORK,     itl 

been  fortunate  enough  to  accomplish  an  engagement 
with  the  celebrated  Story  Teller.  He  would  inaka  i 
his  first  appearance  that  evening,  and  recite  hia  fa-^I 
mous  tale  of  Mr.  Higginbotham's  Catastrophe,  which  I 
had  been  received  witli  rapturous  applause  by  i 
diences  in  all  the  principal  cities.  This  outri^eouaJ 
flourish  of  trumpets,  be  it  known,  was  wholly  ^ 
authorized  by  me,  who  had  merely  made  an  engage-  I 
meut  for  a  single  evening,  witliout  assuming  any  mor^  J 
celebrity  than  the  little  I  possessed.  As  for  the  tale,  I 
it  could  hardly  have  been  applauded  by  rapturous 
diences,  being  as  yet  an  unfilled  plot ;  nor  even  when  I 
I  stepped  upon  the  stage  was  it  decided  whether  Mr,  f 
Higginbothara  should  live  or  die. 

In  two  or  three  places,  underneath  the  flaming  bills  | 
which  announced  the  Story  Teller,  was  pasted  a  small  I 
slip  of  paper,  giving  notice,  in  tremulous  characters 
of  a  religious  meeting  to  be  held  at  the  achool-hoiuie,  I 
where,  with  divine  permission,  Eliakini  Abbott  would  | 
address  sinners  on  the  welfare  of  their  immortal  souls,  f 

In  the  evening,  after  the  commencement  of  the  trag-  I 
edy  of  Douglas,  I  took  a  ramble  through  tbe  town  to 
quicken  my  ideas  by  active  motion.  My  spirits  were 
good,  with  a  certain  glow  of  nvind  which  I  had  al- 
ready learned  to  depend  upon  as  the  sure  prognostic 
of  BHCcess.  Passing  a  small  and  solitary  school-house, 
where  a  light  was  burning  dimly  and  a  few  people 
were  entering  the  door.  I  went  in  with  them,  and  saw 
my  friend  Eliakim  at  the  desk.  He  bad  collected 
about  fifteen  bearers,  mostly  females.  Just  as  I  en- 
tered he  was  beguining  to  pray  in  accents  so  low  and 
interrupted  that  he  seemed  to  doubt  the  reception  of 
bis  efforts  both  with  God  and  xouxl.  TVieTe  ■w^a  Tftsna 
IjgjWdafnMt  ia  regard  to  tJie  latter,     i^t  "iW  gCTa>3ua»M», 


b 


i^  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 

of  the  prayer  several  of  the  little  audience  weot  m^ 
leaving  him  to  begin  his  disconrse  under  such  discou^ 
aging  circumstances,  a^ded  to  his  natural  and  ^onii- 
ing  diffidence.  Knowing  that  my  preseaoe  on  these 
occuAions  increased  his  embarrassment,  I  had  stationed 
myself  in  a  dusky  place  near  the  door,  and  now  stole 
softly  out. 

On  my  return  to  the  tavern  the  tragedy  waa  al- 
ready concluded ;  and,  being  a  feeble  one  in  itself  and 
indifferently  performed,  it  left  so  much  tlie  better 
chance  for  the  Story  Teller.  The  bar  was  tlironged 
with  customers,  the  toddy  stick  keeping  a  continual 
tattoo ;  while  in  the  hull  there  w;is  a  broad,  deep, 
buzzing  sound,  with  an  occasional  penl  of  impatient 
thimder,  —  all  symptoms  of  an  overflowing  house  and 
an  eager  audience.  I  diank  a  glass  of  wine  and 
water,  and  stood  at  the  side  scene  conversing  with  a 

I  young  person  of  doubtful  sex.  If  a  gentleman,  how 
oonld  he  have  performed  the  singing  girl  the  night 
before  in  No  Song,  do  Supper?  Or,  if  a  lady,  why 
did  she  enact  Young  Norval,  and  now  wear  a  green 
coat  and  white  pantaloons  in  the  character  of  Little 

IKckle?  In  either  case  the  dress  was  pretty  and  the 
w'earer  bewitching:  pp  thnf-,,  at  the  proper  moment,  I 

[stepped  forward  mtb  a  gay  heart  and  a  bold  one; 
while  the  orchestra  played  a  tune  that  had  resounded 
at  many  a  country  ball,  and  the  curtain  as  it  rose  dis- 
covered sometliing  like  a  country  bar-room.  Such  B 
scene  waa  well  enough  adapted  to  siich  a  tale. 

The  orchestra  of  our  little  theatre  consisted  of  two 
fiddles  and  a  clai-inet ;  but,  if  the  whole  harmony  of 
the  Tremont  had  been  there,  it  might  have  swelled  in 

vain  beueatJi  the  tumult  oi  a'p^Wiaa  fnaJt  ^eeted  ni& 
The  good  people  of  tte  to^m,  Viiomii^WXi'sSoa^sA' 
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containeil  mnumerable  persons  of  celebrity  undreamed  I 
of  by  them,  took  it  for  granted  that  I  w: 
that  their  roar  of  welcome  was  but  a  feeble  echo  <^il 
those  which  had  thundered  around  me  in  lofty  thea-l 
tres.     Such  an  enthusiastic  uproar  was  never  heard.! 
Each  person  seemed  a  Bi-iareus  clapping  a  hundredl 
hands,  besides  keeping  bis  feet  and  several  cudgels  in  | 
play  with  stamping  and  thumping  on  the  floor ;  while 
the  ladies  flourished   their  white   cambric   handker- 
chiefs, intermixed  witli  yellow  and  red  bandanna,  like 
the  flags  of  different  nations.     After  such  a  saluta-  i  J 
tion,  the  celebrated  Story  Teller  felt  almost  ashamed  j  | 
to  produce  so  bnmble  an  affair  as  Mr.  Higginbotham's  j 
Catastrophe. 

I  This  story  was  originally  more  dpamatiG  than  as 
there  presented,  and  afforded  good  scope  for  mimicry 
and  buffoonery,  neither  of  which,  to  my  shame,  did  P 
spare.  I  never  knew  the  "  magic  of  a  name "  till  I 
used  that  of  Mr.  Higginbotham,  Often  as  I  repeated 
it,  there  were  louder  bursts  of  merriment  than  those 
which  responded  to  what,  in  my  opinion,  were  more 
legitimate  strokes  of  Inunor.  The  success  of  the  piece 
was  incalculably  heightened  by  a  stiff  cue  of  horse 
hair,  which  Little  Pickle,  in  the  spirit  of  that  mischief- 
loving  character,  had  fastened  to  my  collar,  where, 
imknown  to  me,  it  kept  making  the  queerest  gestiu 
of  its  own  in  correspondence  with  all  mine.  The 
dienoe,  supposing  that  some  enormous  joke  was 
pended  to  this  long  tail  behind,  were  ineffably 
lighted,  and  gave  way  to  such  a  tumult  of  approbatioQ>i 
that,  juHt  as  the  story  closed,  the  benches  broke 
neath  them  and  left  one  whole  row  of  my  admirers  on 
the  floor.  Even  in  that  predicament  \ive^  cnw&a»R&, 
ifattr  xpphaae.     In  after  times,  w\>eTi  \\i»&.  ^ww^  ' 
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bitter  moralizer,  I  took  thU  scene  for  an  exi 
lUDiucli  of  fame  is  humbug;  how  much  the 
I' what  our  better  nature  blushes  at ;  how  mi^ 
cideat ;  how  much  bestowed  on  miBtakeo  { 
and  how  small  and  poor  the  remnant.  Fn 
boxes  there  was  now  a  universal  call  for 
TeUer. 

That  celebrated  personage  came  not  wlu 
call  to  him.  As  I  left  the  stage,  the  land] 
also  the  postmaster,  had  given  me  a  letti 
postmark  of  my  native  village,  and  direcl 
assumed  name  in  the  stiff  old  handwriting 
Thumpcushion.  Doubtless  he  bad  heard  of 
renown  of  tlie  Story  Teller,  and  conjectu 
that  such  a  pondescript  lagilfl^y  could  b^ 

I  than  his  lost  ward.  liis  epistle,  though  1 1 
it,  affected  me  most  painfully,  I  seemed  : 
Puritanic  figure  of  my  guardian  standing  i 
fripperies  of  the  theatre  and  pointing  to  t] 
—  the  fantastic  and  effeminate  men,  the  p 
women,  the  giddy  girl  in  boy's  clothes,  merriei 
modest,  —  {minting  to  these  with  solemn  ridicul 
eying  me  with  stem  rebuke.  His  image  was  I 
of  the  austere  duty,  and  they  of  the  vanities  of  Ij 
I  hastened  with  the  letter  to  my  chamber  a 

Iit  unopened  in  my  hand  while  the  appla 
buffoonery  yet  sounded  through  the  theatre^^ 
train  of  thought  came  over  me.  The  ste 
appeared  again,  hut  now  with  the  gentleni 
row,  softening  his  authority  with  love  i 
might,  and  even  bemling  his  venerable  hei 
eay  that  my  errors  had  an  apology  in  his  own 
taken  discipline.  I  atioAfe  twica  witoas  the  cha 
ieJd  the  letter  in  ttie  ftaaa  «^  'ias  «!■<! 
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beheld  it  consume  unread.  It  is  fLsed  in  my  mind, 
md  was  so  at  the  time,  tliat  he  had  addressed  tne  in  a 
jtjie  of  paternal  wisdom,  and  love,  and  reconciliation, 
ivliich  I  could  not  have  resisted  had  I  but  risked  the 
trial.  The  tliought  atill  haunts  me  that  then  I  made 
my  irrevocable  choice  between  good  and  evil  fate. 

Meanwhile,  as  this  occurrence  had  disturbed  my 
mind,  and  indisposed  mc  to  the  present  exercise  of  my 
pi-ofession,  I  left  the  town,  in  spite  of  a  laudatory 
critique  in  the  newspaper,  and  uutempt«d  by  the  lib- 
eral offers  of  the  manager.  As  we  walked  onward, 
Following  the  same  road,  on  two  such  different  errands, 
Bliakim  groaned  in  spirit,  and  labored  with  tears  to 
eoovince  me  of  the  guilt  and  madness  of  my  life. 


1 


THE  NOTCH   OF  THE  WH 


It  was  now  the  middle  of  September 
eome  since  sunrise  from  Bartlett,  passing  up  tbi 
the  valley  of  the  Saco,  whict  extends  between  c 
tmnous  walls,  sometimes  with  a  steep  ascent,  but 
as  level  as  a  church  aisle.  All  that  day^  and  two 
ceding  ones  we  had  been  loitering  towards  tlie 
of  the  White  Mountains,  —  those  old  crystal 
whose  mysterious  brilliancy  liad  gleamed  upoi 
distant  wanderings  before  we  thought  of  vi 
them.  Height  after  height  had  risen  and  toi 
one  above  another  till  the  clouds  began  to  hang  1 
tJie  peaks.  Down  their  slopes  were  the  red  patt 
of  tlie  slides,  those  avalanches  of  earth,  stones 
trees,  wliich  descend  into  the  hollows,  leaving  vei 
of  their  trafik  hardly  to  be  effaced  by  the  veget 
of  ages.  We  had  mountains  behind  us  and  mom 
on  each  side,  and  a  group  of  mightier  ones  & 
Still  our  road  went  up  along  the  Saco,  right  toi 
the  centre  of  that  group,  as  if  to  climb  abov< 
clouds  in  its  passage  to  the  farther  region. 

In  old  times  tlie  settlers  used  to  be  astounde 
the  inroads  of  the  northern  Indians  coining 
upon  them  from  this  mountain  rampart  through 
defile  known  only  to  themselves.  It  is,  indeed,  a 
droas  path.  A  demon,  itTav^fWlKaft^wl,  at  o: 
the  Titana,  was  travellmg  irp  'Lb^e^SLift'^i'Sowwv 


SKETCHES  FROM  MEMORY.  477 

beighta  carelessly  aside  as  he  passed,  till  at  leugth  a 
p^at  mounts  took  its  stand  directly  across  his  i 
;ended  road.  He  tarries  not  for  such  an  obstacle,  hut, 
reading  it  asunder  a  thousand  feet  from  peak  to  base, 
liscloaeB  its  treasures  of  hidden  minerals,  its  sunless 
raters,  all  the  secrets  of  the  moimtain's  inmost  heart, 
nth  a  mighty  fracture  of  ruggetl  precipices  on  each 
ide.  This  is  the  Notch  of  the  White  Hills.  Shame  \ 
n  me  tiiat  I  have  attempted  to  describe  it  by  so  mean  ' 
u  image  —  feeling,  as  I  do,  that  it  is  one  of  tbosa 
ymbolic  scenes  which  lead  the  mind  to  the  sentiment, 
bough  not  to  the  conception,  of  Omnipotence. 

We  had  now  reached  a  nai-row  passage,  whidi 
bowed  almost  the  appeanince  of  having  been  cut  bj 
imnan  strength  and  artifice  iu  the  solid  roclc.  Ther« 
ras  a  wall  of  granite  on  each  side,  high  and  precip 
tous,  especially  on  our  right,  and  so  smooth  that  % 
ew  evergreens  could  hardly  find  foothold  enough  ta 
[TOW  there.  This  is  the  entrance,  or,  in  the  directioD 
VB  were  going,  the  extremity,  of  the  romantic  deiile  ot 
he  Not«Ii.  Before  emerging  from  it,  the  rattling  of 
rheels  approached  behind  us,  and  a  stage-coach  rum- 
lied  out  of  tlie  mountain,  with  seats  on  top  and  trunks 
lehind,  and  a  smart  driver,  in  a  drab  greatcoat,  touch- 
ng  the  wheel  horses  \vith  the  whipstock  and  reining 
n  the  leaders.  To  my  mind  there  was  a  sort  of  po- 
itry  in  auch  an  incident,  hardly  inferior  to  what  would  . 
lave  accompanied  the  painted  array  of  an  Indian  war 
)ai"ty  gliding  forth  from  the  same  wild  chasm.  All 
be  passengers,  except  a  very  fat  ladj  on  the  back 
«at,  had  alighted.  One  was  a  mineralogist,  a  scien- 
ific,  green^apeotoeJed  figure  in  black,  \>eaT\T\^  ^Vea.-^ 
',  with  which  he  did  great  damajge  to  "Onft  ^■w** 
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ipioes,  and  put  the  fragments  in  his  pocket.  ' 
waa  a  well-dressed  young  man,  who  carried  an  "o 
glass  Het  in  gold,  and  seemed  to  be  making  a  (ji 
tion  from  some  of  Byron's  rhapsodies  on  mom 
scenery.  There  was  also  a  trader,  returning  1 
Poitland  to  the  upper  part  of  Vermont;  and  a 
young  girl,  with  a  very  faint  hloom  like  one-j 
pale  and  delicate  flowers  which  sometimes  o 
alpine  cliffs. 

They  disappeared,  and  we  followed  thei 
through  a  deep  pine  forest,  whieh  for  some  i 
lowed  us  to  see  nothing  but  its  own  dismal  a] 
Towards  nightfall  we  reached  a  level  amplutlie 
surrounded  by  a  great  rampart  of  hills,  which  bIu 
the  sunshine  long  before  it  left  tlie  external  worid 
was  here  that  we  obtained  our  first  view,  except 
distance,  of  the  principal  group  of  mountains.  ' 
are  majestie,  and  even  awful,  when  contemplated 
proper  mood,  yet,  by  their  breadth  of  base  ami 
long  ridges  which  support  them,  give  tlie  idea  ol 
mense  bulk  rather  than  of  towering  height.  W 
Washington,  indeed,  looked  near  to  heaven :  ke 
white  with  snow  a  mile  downward,  and  had  caagh 
only  cloud  that  was  sailing  through  the  atrntraphei 
veil  his  head.  Let  us  foi^t  the  other  names  of  A, 
ican  statesmen  that  have  been  stamped  upon  ' 
hills,  but  still  call  the  loftiest  Washington.  M 
,  tains  are  Earth's  undecayiug  monuments.  They 
stand  wliile  she  endures,  and  never  should  be  o 
crated  to  the  mere  great  men  of  their  own  ^e 
country,  but  to  the  mighty  ones  alone,  whose  glo 
imivei^al,  and  whom  all  time  will  render  illustrioi 
TAe  air,  not  often  so\try  'wi.  \Itfl»  ^VfeNnted.  re 
lly  two  thousand  ieet,  a\ioNft  'tVfe  « 


t  SKETCHES  FROM  MEMORY.  479 

1,  like  that  of  a  clear  November  evening  in  the 
wlands.  By  morning,  probably,  there  woukl  be  a 
Dst,  if  not  a  snowfall,  on  the  graas  and  rye,  and  an 
Y  amfaee  over  tlie  standing  water,  I  was  glad  to 
trceive  a  prospect  of  comfortable  quarters  in  a  house 
fiieh  we  were  approaching,  and  of  pleasant  company 
the  gaesta  who  were  assembled  at  the  door. 

Otra  EVENING  PARTY   AMONG  THE   MOUNTAINS. 

'We  stood  in  front  of  a  good  substantial  farm-hoiiae, 
old  date  in  tliat  wild  country.  A  sign  over  the  door 
snoted  it  to  be  the  White  Mountain  Post  Office,  — 
1  establishment  which  distributes  letters  and  news- 
ipers  to  perhaps  a  score  of  persons,  comprising  the 
tpnlation  of  two  or  three  townships  among  the  hills, 
lie  broad  and  weighty  antlers  of  a  deer,  "  a  stag  of 
n,"  were  fastened  at  the  comer  of  tlie  house ;  a 
x's  bushy  tail  was  nailetl  beneath  them ;  and  a  huge 
aok  paw  lay  on  the  ground,  newly  severed  and  still 
eeding  —  the  trophy  of  a  bear  hunt.  Among  sev- 
al  persons  collected  about  the  doorsteps,  tlie  most 
markable  was  a  sturdy  mountaineer,  of  six  feet  two 
id  corresponding  bulk,  with  a  heavy  set  of  features, 
oh  as  might  be  moulded  on  his  own  blacksmith's  an- 
I,  but  yet  indicative  of  mother  wit  and  rough  hu- 
or.  As  we  appeared,  he  uplifted  a  tin  trumpet, 
ur  or  five  feet  long,  and  blew  a  tremendous  blast, 
ther  in  honor  of  our  arrival  or  to  awaken  an  echo 
am  tlie  opposite  hill. 

£tban  Crawford's  guests  were  of  such  a  motley  de- 
ription  as  to  form  quite  a  picturesque  group,  seldom 
en  togetlicr  except  at  some  place  like  this,  at  once 
e  pleasure  house  of  fashionable  toiui^a  ^"fti  '(Io» 
ttM/f  inn  of  eoantrj  trarellerB.      Amon.^  'sloa' 
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pany  at  tlie  door  were  the  mineralogigt  and^H 
of  the  gold  opera  glass  whom  we  had  encoimti 
the  Notch  ;  two  Georgian  gentienien,  who  had 
their  Bouthern  blood  that  morning  on  the  top  f^; 
Washington ;  a  physician  and  his  wife  frc 
a  trader  of  Burlington,  and  au  old  aquii-e  of  a 
Mountains  ;  and  two  young  married  cou|^ 
way  from  Massachusetts,  on  the  matrimod 
Besides  these  strangers,  the  rugged  county 
in  which  we  were,  was  represented  by  haf 
wood-cutters,  who  had  slain  a  bear  in  the  \ 
smitten  off  his  paw. 

1  had  joined  the  party,  and  had  a  moi 
to  examine  tliem  before  the  echo  of  Etl 
turned  from  the  hill.     Mot  one,  but  many  a 
caught  up  the  hai-sh  and  tuneless  sound,  □ 
complicated  threads,  and  found  a  thousanda 
monies  in  one  stern  trumpet  tone.     It  wai 
yet  distant  and  dreamlike  symphony  of  me| 
struments,  as  if  an  airy  band  had  been  hidden 
hill-side  and  made  faint  music  at  the  summon 
subsequent  trial  produced  so  clear,  delicate,  i 
itual  a  concert  as  the  first.    A  field-pieoe  « 
charged  from  the  top  of  a  neighboring  1 
birth  to  one  long  reverberation,  which  i 
oirde  of  mountains  in  an  unbroken  chi 
and  rolled  away  without  a  separate  echo, 
experiments,  the  cold  atmosphere  drove  us  | 
house,  with  the  keenest  appetites  for  sujq 

It  did  one's  heart  good  to  set 
were  kindled  in  the  parlor  and  bar-r 
the  latter,  where  tlie  fii-eplace  was  built  of  r 
and  migJit  have  contamftA  tW  ttvink  of  an  old  t 
s  backlog.     A  uuu)  keefga  &  covoimS.'iiiv^  \ 
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hia  own  forest  ia  at  his  very  door.  In  the  parl< 
tiie  evening  was  fairly  set  in,  we  held  our  hands  before 
onr  eyes  to  shield  them  from  the  ruddy  glow,  and  hei 
gan  a  pleasant  variety  of  conversation.  The  mineral- 
ogist and  the  physician  talked  about  the  invigoruting. 
qualities  of  the  mountain  air,  and  its  excellent  effect  on 
Ethan  Crawford's  father,  an  old  man  of  seventy-five, 
with  the  unbroken  fi-ame  of  middle  life.  The  two 
brides  and  the  doctor's  wife  held  a  whispered  discus- 
aion,  which,  by  their  frequent  titterings  and  a  blush  or 
two,  seemed  to  have  reference  to  the  trials  or  enjoy- 
ments of  the  matrimonial  state.  The  bridegrooms  sat 
together  in  a  comer,  rigidly  silent,  like  Qnakers  whom 
the  spirit  moveth  not,  being  still  in  the  othl  predica-^ 
ment  of  bashfulness  towarils  their  own  young  wives. 
The  Green  Mountain  squire  chose  me  for  hia  compan- 
ion, and  desci-ibed  the  difBculties  he  hatl  met  with  hal£ 
a  century  ago  in  travelling  from  tlie  Connecticut  Rivef 
through  the  Noteh  to  Conway,  now  a  single  day'd 
journey,  though  it  ha*l  cost  him  eighteen.  The  Geoi 
^ians  held  the  album  between  them,  and  favored  us 
■with  the  few  specimens  of  its  contents  which  they 
considered  ridioulous  enough  to  be  worth  hearing; 
One  extract  met  with  deserved  applause.  It  was  a 
•*  Sonnet  to  the  Snow  on  Mount  Washington,"  and  had 
\teea  contributed  tliat  very  afternoon,  bearing  a  signa- 
tiiTHi  of  great  distinction  in  magazines  and  annalsi 
TllC  lines  were  elegant  and  fidl  of  fancy,  but  too  ro- 
mote  from  familiar  sentimeot,  and  cold  as  tfaeir  subject, 
reaembling  those  curious  specimens  of  crystallized  va* 
|jor  which  I  observed  next  day  on  the  mountain  top. 
The  poet  was  understootl  to  lie  the  young  gonlleman 
of  the  gold  opera  ^lass,  who  heard  o\w  \BaiaXfiv^ 
f'Witb  the  eompoauie  of  a  T«teran. 
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Such  was  our  party,  and  such  tiieir  waya  o 
ment.  But  ou  a  winter  evening  another  set  c 
assembled  at  the  hearth  wherv  these  summer  travel 
were  now  sitting.  I  once  had  it  ia  contempladoi 
I  spend  a  month  hereabouts,  in  sleighing  time,  for 
sake  of  studying  the  yeomen  of  New  England,  ' 
then  eJbow  each  other  through  the  Notch  by  hundr 
on  their  way  to  Portland.  There  could  be  no  be 
school  for  such  a  place  than  Ethan  Crawford's  i 
Let  the  student  go  thither  in  Decemlier,  sit  down  i 
the  teamsters  at  their  meals,  share  their  evening  i 
riment,  and  repose  with  them  at  night  when  every 
has  its  three  occupants,  and  parlor,  bar-room, 
kitchen  are  strewn  with  slumberers  aroimd  the  1 
Then  let  liim  rise  before  daylight,  button  hie  gr 
coat,  muffle  up  his  ears,  and  stride  with  the  deparl 
cai'avan  a  mile  or  two,  to  see  how  sturdily  they  m 
head  against  the  blast.  A  treasure  of  charaoten 
traits  will  repay  all  incouvenieuces,  even  shonl^d 
2en  nose  be  of  the  number. 

The  conversation  of  our  party  soon 
animated  and  sincere,  and  we  recounted  s 
tions  of  the  Indians,  who  believed  that  the  f 
mother  of  their  race  were  saved  from  a  deluge  by 
cending  the  peak  of  Mount  Washington.  The  child 
of  that  pair  have  been  overwhelmed,  and  found  no  B 
refuge.  In  the  mythology  of  the  savage,  these  OM 
tains  were  afterwards  considered  sacred  and  inaa 
sible,  full  of  unearthly  wonders,  illuminated  at  Ii 
heights  by  the  blaze  of  precious  stones,  and  inhi^ 
by  deities,  who  sometimes  shrouded  thei 
the  snow-storm  and  came  down  on  the  low| 
There  are  few  legends  n\o!^  ^wtical  than  1 
"Great  Carbuncle"  oi  t^  \N\iXft  "1 
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was  cramuuiiicated  to  the  Eag'lish  settlers;  and!^] 
is  hardly  yet  extlncti  that  a  gem,  of  sudi  imment 
size  as  to  he  seen  uhmin^  milea  away,  hangs  from  a^! 
roiik  over  a  clear,  deep  lake,  high  up  among  tlie  hiUs.' 
They  who  had  once  beheld  its  splendor  were  intfaralled' 
with  au  unutterable  yearning  to  possess  it.  But  a 
s])irit  guarded  that  inestimable  jewel,  and  bewildered 
the  adventui-er  with  a  dark  mist  from  the  enebanted 
lake.  Thus  life  was  worn  away  in  thte  vain  search! 
for  an  uneai-thly  treasure,  till  at  length  the  deluded' 
one  went  up  the  mountain,  still  sanguine  as  in  youth,' 
liiit  returned  no  more.  On  this  theme  methinks  I 
could  frame  a  tale  with  a  deep  moral. 

Tbe  hearts  of  the  pale-faces  would  not  thrill  to  these 
superstitions  of  the  red  men,  though  we  spoke  of  them 
in  the  centre  of  the  haimted  region.  The  habits  and 
aentinients  of  that  departed  people  were  too  distinct; 
from  those  of  their  aueeeasors  ia  find  much  real  syrn- 
patliy.  Tt  has  often  been  a  matter  of  regret  to  me 
that  I  was  shut  out  from  the  most  i)eculiap  field  of 
American  fiction  by  an  inability  to  see  any  romanee, 
or  poetry,  or  grandeur,  or  beauty  in  tbe  Indian  cbai'- 
aot«r,  at  least  till  such  traits  were  pointed  out  by 
others.  I  do  abhor  an  Indian  story.  Yet  no  writer 
can  be  more  secure  of  a  permanent  place  in  our  litera- 
ture than  the  biographer  of  the  Indian  chiefs.  His 
subject,  as  referring  to  tribes  which  have  mostly  van- 
ished from  the  earth,  gives  him  a  right  to  be  placed  on 
a  classic  shelf,  apart  ft-oin  the  merits  which  will  sustai: 
him  there. 

I  made  inquiries  whether,  in  hia  researches  al>out' 
these   pai-ts,  our   mineralogist  had  found   the  thtoa 
"  Silver  Hills  "  n-fiicJi  an  Indian  aa£V\e»\  wS^ft.  ^»  '*J» 
^Uahtaan  nearly  two  hundred  ^eaia  a.'ga,  M^  "^^ 


1 


b 


484  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 

treasnre  of  which  the  posterity  of  the  purchaser  have 
1 1  been  lookin};  for  ever  siuce.  But  the  man  of  science 
ha^l  ranHscked  every  bill  along  the  Saco,  and  knew 
nothing  of  these  prodigious  piles  of  wealth.  By  this 
time,  as  usual  with  men  on  the  eve  of  great  adventure, 
we  had  prolonged  our  session  deep  into  the  night,  oon- 
Bidering  how  early  we  were  to  set  out  on  our  six  miles' 
ride  to  the  foot  of  Mount  Washington,  There  was 
now  a  general  breaking  up.  1  scrutinized  the  faces 
of  the  two  bridegrooms,  and  saw  but  little  probahili^ 
of  their  leaving  the  bosom  of  earthly  bliss,  in  the  first 
week  of  the  honeymoon  and  at  the  frosty  hour  of 
three,  to  climb  above  tho  clouds ;  nor  wlitn  I  felt  how 
sharp  the  wind  was  as  it  rushed  through  a  broken 
pane  and  eddied  between  the  chini»  of  my  unplastered 
chamber,  did  I  anticipate  much  alacrity  on  my  own 
part,  though  we  were  to  seek  for  tlie  "  Great  Car- 
buncle." 

THE   CANAI.   BOAT. 

I  was  inclined  to  be  poetical  about  the  Grand  CauaL 
Tn  my  imagination  De  Witt  Clinton  was  an  enchanter, 
who  had  waved  his  magic  wand  from  the  Hudson  to 
Lake  Erie  and  united  them  by  a  watery  highway, 
crowded  with  the  commerce  of  two  worlds,  till  then  in- 
accessible to  each  other.  This  simple  and  mighty  mi>- 
ception  had  conferred  inestimable  ^^ue  on  spots  which 
Nature  seemed  to  have  thrown  carelessly  into  the  greal 
body  of  the  earth,  without  foreseeing  that  they  couU 
ever  attain  importance.  I  picturetl  the  surprise  of  tha 
'  sleepy  Dutchmen  when  the  nt-w  river  first  glittered  liy 
their  doors,  bringing  them  hai'd  cash  or  foreign  cont 
moditib-B  in  excliaiige  for  their  hitherto  unmu.rketohle 
pnxluce.  Surely  the  water  ot  iVvw  twial  must  be  the 
moat  fertilizing  of  all  ftuiAs  ■,  itn  'A  awoa^B.  tftwraa-^ifc 
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'  masses  of  brick  and  stone,  their  churches  audi 
theatres,  their  business  and  hubbub,  their  luxury  anS 
refinement,  their  gay  dames  and  polished  citizens, 
spring  up.  till  in  time  the  wondrous  stream  may  flow' 
between  two  continuous  lines  of  buildings,  through  onftj 
thronp^ed  street,  from  Buffalo  to  Albany.  I  embarked/ 
about  thirty  miles  below  Utica,  determining  to  Toyi 
along  the  whole  extent  of  the  canal  at  least  twice 
the  course  of  the  summer. 

Behold  us,  then,  fairly  afloat,  with  three  horses  hat*- 
nessed  to  our  vessel,  like  the  steeds  of  Neptune  to 
huge  scallop  shell  in  mythological  pictures.  Bound 
a  distant  port,  we  had  neither  chart  nor  compa.ss,  not 
cared  about  the  wind,  nor  felt  the  heaving  of  a  billow, 
nor  dreaded  shipwreck,  however  fierce  the  tempest,  in 
our  adventurous  navigation  of  an  interminable  mud 
puddle ;  for  a  mud  puddle  it  seemed,  and  as  dark  and 
turbid  as  if  every  kennel  in  the  land  paid  contribution 
to  it.  With  an  imperceptible  euirent,  it  holds  ita 
drowsy  way  through  all  the  dismal  swamps  and 
pressive  scenery  that  could  be  found  between  the  grei 
lakes  and  the  sea-coast.  Yet  there  ia  variety  enoughil 
both  on  the  surface  of  the  canal  and  along  its  banks^ 
to  amuse  the  traveller,  if  an  overpowering  teditmi  did 
not  deaden  Ids  perceptions. 

Sometimes  we  met  a  black  and  rusty-looking  vessel, 
laden  with  lumber,  salt  from  Syracuse,  or  Genesee 
flour,  and  shaped  at  both  ends  like  a  aq^uare-toed  boot, 
as  if  it  had  two  stems,  and  were  fated  always  to  ad- 
^-ance  backward.  On  its  deck  would  be  a  square  hut, 
and  a  woman  seen  through  the  window  at  her  house- 
hold work,  with  a  little  tribe  of  children,  who  pethaija 
had  been  born  in  this  strange  dwefiin^  anWRss^  "^!» 
Thus,  while  the  busAiaud  svatJlsfti^"* "~~ 
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^t.the  helm,  aud  the  ^dest  eon  rode  one  of  the  bors^ 
on  went  the  family,  travelliug  hundreds  of  miles  in 
their  own  houBc  and  carrying  their  fireside  with  thou. 
The  moftt  frequent  speeics  of  craft  were  the  "  line 
boars,"  which  liad  a  cabin  at  eu:eh  end,  and  a  great 
bulk  of  bariels,  bales,  ajid  boxes  In  the  midst,  or  light 
packets,  like  our  own,  decked  oil  over  with  a  row  fi 
curtained  windows  from  stem  to  stern,  and  a  drowsj 
face  at  every  one.  Once  we  eneountored  a  boat  id 
mde  construction,  painted  all  iu  gloomy  black,  and 
manned  by  three  Indians,  who  gazed  at  us  iu  silence 
and  with  a  singular  fixedness  of  eye.  Perhaps  these 
three  alone,  among  the  ancient  possessors  of  tlie  land, 
had  attempted  to  derive  benefit  frcm  the  wbite  num't 
mighty  projects  and  float  along  the  current  of  Ids  cH" 
terprise.  Not  long  after,  In  the  uiidiit  of  a  swamp  and 
beneath  a  clouded  sky,  we  overtook  a  vessel  that  s«etned 
full  of  mirth  and  sunshine.  It  contained  a  little  cohuiy 
of  Swiss  on  tlieir  way  to  Michigan,  clad  in  garment* 
of  strange  fashion  and  gay  colors,  scarlet,  yellow,  and 
bright  blue,  singing,  laughing,  and  making  nieriy  in 
odd  tones  and  a  babble  of  outlandish  words.  One 
pretty  damsel,  with  a  lieautiful  pair  of  nuked  whibi 
arms,  addressed  a  nairthf  ul  remark  to  me.  She  spoke 
in  her  native  tongue,  and  I  retoited  in  good  Englisli, 
both  of  us  laughing  heartily  at  each  other's  unintel- 

I  ligible  wit.  I  cannot  describe  bow  pleasantly  this  iu-  | 
cident  affected  me.  These  honest  Swiss  were  an  itSB- 
erant  comimmity  of  jest  and  fun  journeying  Uuxingh  a 
gloomy  land  and  among  a  dull  race  of  money -getting 
drudges,  meeting  none  to  understand  their  mirth,  and 
only  one  to  sympathize  with  it,  yet  still  retaiuiiig  thf 
iiB.ppy  iightnesa  oi  tbeiv  0*11  &\)\Yvt, 

.   Had  I  heen  on  my  iavA,  at  'iia  t\m.ft  'vnsSRa&.tA.' 
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Wn^  along  in  a  dirty  canal  boat,  I  shonld  often  have   : 
mnse*!  to  contemplate  the  diverBified  panorama  along 
h<^  banks  of  the  cannl.     Sometimes  the  scene  was  a 
utcst,  (lark,  dense,  and  impervious,  breaking  away  oo- 
asionally  and  receding  from  a  lonely  tra«t,  covered  I 
i-itli  diemal  black  stumps  where,  on  the  verge  of  the  I 
anal,  might  be  seen  a  log  cottage  and  a  sallow-faced  I 
roman  at  the  window.     Lean  and  aguish,  she  looked   I 
ike  poverty  personified,  half  -  i-Iothed,  half -fed,  and  I 
hvelling  in  a,  desert,  while  a  tide  of  wealth  was  sweep-  I 
ng  by  her  door.     Two  or  three  miles  farther  would  j 
ii-ing  us  to  a  locic,  where  the  slight  impediment  to  n 
gatioD  had  created  a  little  mai-t  of  ti-ade.    Here  would  I 
te  fonnd  eoramndities  of  all  sorts,  enumerated  in  yelloW  I 
BttCffi  on  the  window  shutters  of  a  small  grocery  m 
he  owner  of  whiob  had  set  his  soul  to  the  gathering  of  1 
0pperB  and  small  change,  buying  and  selling  through 
he  week,  and  ooimting  hia  gains  on  the  blessed  Sab- 
tatfa.     The  next  scene  might  be  the  dweUing-honsea 
lOd  stores  of  a  thriving  village,  built  of  wood  or  small 
^y  stones,  a  church  spir^  rising  in  the  midst,  and 
pnerally  two  taverns,  Ijearing  over  their  piazzas  the 
wmpoua  titles  of  "  hotel,"  "  exchange,"  '*  tontine,"  or  J 
'  eotfee-house."   Passing  on,  we  glide  now  inte  the  unJ  I 
[ixiet  Jieart  of  an  inlajid  city,  —  of  Utica,  for  instance, 
—  and  find  ourselves  amid  piles  of  brick,  crowded  I 
looks  and  quays,  rich  warehouses,  and  a  busy  popula-^  I 
ion.     We  feel  the  es^r  and  hurrying  spirit  of  the 
ilace,  like  a  stream  and  eddy  whirling  us  along  with 
t.    Through  the  thickest  of  the  tumult  goes  the  canal, 
lowing  between  lofty  rows  of  buildings  and  arched 
iridges  of  hewn  atone.     Onward,  also,  go  we,  till  tb« 
mm  and  bustle  of  straggling  enter^irivwi  ASa  bwws^w*- 
Kjrf  us  and  we  are  threading  an  aveuwa  ol  ^"^  ' 
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This  sounds  not  amisa  in  description,  but  waa  a 
Bomo  in  reality  tliat  we  were  driven  to  the  moat  childtfJi 
expedients  for  amusement.  An  English  traveller  pa- 
raded the  deck,  with  a  rifle  in  his  walking  stick,  and 
waged  war  on  squirrels  and  woodpeckers,  aometimes 
sending  an  unsuccessful  bullet  among  flocks  of  tame 
ducks  and  geese  which  abound  lu  the  dii-ty  water  of  thu 
canal.  \,  also,  pelted  these  foolish  birds  with  apples, 
and  smiled  at  the  ridiculous  earnestness  of  their  scram- 
bles for  the  prize  while  the  apple  bobbed  about  like  a 
thing  of  life.  Several  little  accidents  afforded  us  good- 
natured  diversion.  At  the  moment  of  changing  horaea 
the  tow-rope  caught  a  MaBsachusetta  farmer  by  the  leg 
and  threw  him  down  in  a  very  indescribable  posture, 
leaving  a  purple  mark  around  his  sturdy  limb.  A  new 
pa^enger  fell  flat  on  liis  back  in  attempting  to  step  on 
deck  as  the  boat  emerged  from  under  a  bridge.  An- 
other, in  his  Sunday  clothes,  as  good  luck  would  have 
it,  being  told  to  leap  aboanl  fioni  the  bank,  forthwith 
pbmged  up  to  his  third  waistcoat  button  in  the  canal, 
and  was  fished  out  in  a  very  pitiable  plight,  not  at  all 
amended  by  our  three  rounds  of  applause.  Anon  a 
Viiginia  schoolmaster,  too  intent  on  a  pocket  Virgil 
to  heed  the  helmsman's  warning,  "  Bridge  !  bridge ! " 
was  saluted  by  the  said  bridge  on  liis  knowledge  box. 
I  had  prostrated  myself  like  a  pagan  before  his  idol, 
but  heard  the  dull,  leaden  sound  of  the  contact,  and 
fully  expected  to  see  the  treasures  of  the  poor  man's 
cranium  scattered  about  the  deck.  However,  as  there 
was  no  harm  done,  except  a  large  bimip  on  the  he^ 
and  probably  a  corresponding  dent  in  the  bridge,  &» 
rest  of  us  exchanged  glances  and  laughed  quietly.  ^ 
howpitileas  are  idle  peop\e\ 
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The  table  being  now  lengthened  through  the  cabil 
and  spread  for  supper,  the  next  twenty  minutes 
the  pleasantest  I  had  spent  on  the  canal,  the  same  s] 
at  dinner  excepted.  At  the  eloae  of  the  meal  it  had 
come  dusky  enough  for  lamplight.  The  rain  pati 
unceasingly  on  the  deck,  and  sometimes  uame  with  Ht* 
sullen  rush  against  the  windows,  driven  by  the 
as  it  stirred  through  an  opening  of  the  forest, 
intolerable  duliieys  of  the  scene  engendered  an  e^ 
spirit  in  me.  Fei'ceiving  that  the  Englishman  was  talib? 
ing  notes  in  a  memorandum  book,  with  occasional 
glances  round  the  cabin,  I  presiuued  that  we  were  all 
to  figure  in  a  future  volume  of  travels,  and  amused 
my  ill  humor  by  falling  into  the  probable  vein  of  his 
remarks.  He  would  hold  up  an  imaginary  mirror, 
wherein  our  reflected  faces  would  appear  ugly  and 
ridiculous,  yet  still  retain  an  undeniable  likeness  to  the 
uriginals.  Then,  with  more  sweeping  malice,  he  would 
make  these  caricatures  the  representatives  of  greafe 
LfiJBsees  of  my  coimtrymen. 

L  He  glanced  at  the  Virginiiv  schoolmaster,  a  Yai 
Y^  birth,  who,  to  recreate  himself,  was  examiningi^ 
freshman  from  Schenectady  College  in  the  conjngation 
of  a  Greek  verb.  Him  the  Englishman  would  pop- 
trey  as  the  scholar  of  America,  and  compare  his  erudi- 
tion to  a  schoolboy's  Latin  theme  made  up  of  scraps 
ill  selected  and  worse  put  together.  Next  the  tourist 
looked  at  the  Massachusetts  farmer,  who  was  delivering 
a  dogmatic  harangue  on  the  iniquity  of  Sunday  mails. 
Here  was  the  far-famed  yeoman  of  New  England ;  hia 
religion,  writes  tjie  Englishman,  is  gloom  on  the  Sab- 
hath,  long  prayers  every  morning  and  eventide,  and 
illiberality  at  all  tijues ;  his  boaated.  VnioroiaJiSswi.  \ 
meeefy  m  ab$tract  aad  compoxutd  ot  nevvsRiS^'t  ~\!V 
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graphs,  Congress  debates,  caucns  harangues,  audi 
at^ument  and  judge's  charge  in  his  own  lawsuits.  1^ 
bookmonger  oast  his  eye  at  a  Detroit  merchant,  and 
began  scribbling  faster  than  ever.  In  this  sliarp^yed 
man,  this  lean  man,  of  wrinkled  brow,  we  see  daring 
ent«ri>rise  and  elose-fisted  avarice  combined.  Here  la 
the  worshipper  of  Mammon  at  noonday ;  here  is  the 
three  times  bankrupt,  richer  after  every  ruin  ;  here,  in 
one  word,  (O  wicked  Englishman  to  say  it!)  here  is 
the  American.  He  lifted  Ms  eye-glass  to  inspect  a 
western  lady,  who  at  onee  became  aware  of  the  glance, 
reddened,  and  retired  deeper  into  the  female  part  of 
the  cabin.  Here  was  the  pure,  modest,  sensitive,  and 
shrinking  woman  of  America,  —  shrinking  when  no 
evil  is  intended,  and  sensitive  like  diseased  flesh,  that 
tlirills  if  you  but  point  at  it ;  and  strangely  modest, 
without  confidence  in  the  modesty  of  other  people; 
and  admirably  pure,  with  such  a  quick  apprehension 
of  all  impurity. 

In  this  manner  I  went  all  through  the  cabin,  hitting 

!  everybody  as  hard  a  lash  as  I  could,  and  laying  the 
whole  blame  on  the  infernal  Englishman.  At  length  I 
caught  the  eyes  of  ray  own  image  in  the  looking^lasa, 
wliere  a  number  of  the  party  were  likewise  reflected, 
and  among  them  the  Englishman,  who  at  that  moment 
was  intently  observing  myself. 

The  crimson  curtain  being  let  down  between  the 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  oabin  became  a  bedchamber 
for  tweniy  persons',  wlio  were  laid  on  shelves  one  above 
another.  For  a  long  time  our  various  incommodities 
kept  us  all  awake  except  five  or  six,  who  were  axei» 
towed  to  sleep  nightly  amM  tW  tv^toki  ot  their  own 
'  igt  .and  tad,  Htlie  to  OtteaA.  \«o\a  wo^  riisra  *w^^ 
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i&turbance.  It  is  a  curious  fact  tbat  these  snoreni 
had  been  the  moat  quiet  people  in  the  boat  wlule  awaJie, 
and  became  pea^ebi'eakers  only  when  others  cease  to 
be  so,  breathing  tumult  out  of  their  repose.  Would  it 
were  possible  to  affix  a  wind  instrument  to  the  nose, 
and  thus  make  melody  of  a  snore,  so  that  a  sleeping' 
lover  might  serenade  his  mistress  or  a  congregation  /■ 
snore  a  psalm  tune  I  Other,  though  fainter,  sounds 
than  these  contributed  to  my  rostlossness.  My  head 
was  close  to  tlie  crimson  curtain, — the  sexual  division. 
of  the  boat,  —  behind  which  I  continually  heard  whis- 
pers and  stealthy  footsteps ;  the  noise  of  a  oomb  laid  on 
the  table  or  a  slipper  dropped  on  the  floor ;  the  twajig, 
like  a  broken  Imqtstring,  caused  by  loosening  a  tight 
belt ;  the  rustling  of  a  gown  in  its  descent ;  and  the 
unlacing  of  a  pair  of  stays.  My  ear  seemed  to  have 
the  properties  of  an  eye  ;  a  visible  image  pestered  my 
fancy  in  the  darkness  ;  the  curtain  was  withdrawn  be-l 
tweeu  me  and  the  western  lady,  who  yet  disrobed  her- 
self without  a  hluah. 

Finally  all  was  hushed  in  that  quarter.  Still  I 
more  broad  awake  than  through  the  whole  preceding 
day,  and  felt  a  feverish  impulse  to  toss  my  limbs  miles 
apart  and  appease  the  unquietness  of  mind  by  that 
of  matter.  Forgetting  that  my  berth  was  hardly  so 
wide  as  a  coffin,  I  tm'ned  suddenly  over,  and  fell  like 
an  avalanche  on  the  floor,  to  the  disturbance  of  the 
whole  comimmity  of  sleepers.  As  there  were  no  bones 
broken,  I  blessed  the  accident  and  went  on  deck.  A 
lantern  was  bitming  at  each  end  of  the  boat,  and  one 
of  the  crew  was  stationed  at  tlie  bows,  keeping  watch 
as  mariners  do  on  the  ocean.  Though  the  rain  had 
fteased,  the  sky  was  all  one  cloud,  ani  XJaii  ^a.-^Ksuesft.  ■«» 
'  that  there  seemed  to  be  no  ■woAA.  "exEK^V^fc 
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little  space  on  which  our  lantern  glimmered, 
waa  an  impreasive  scene. 

We  were  traversing  the  "long  level,"  a  deml  flat 
between  Utica  and  Syracuse,  where  the  canal  has  not 
rise  or  fall  enough  to  require  a  lock  for  nearly  aeventf 
miles.  There  can  hardly  be  a  more  dismal  traot  ftf 
country.  The  forest  which  covers  it  consisting  chieflf 
of  white  cedar,  black  ash,  and  other  trees  that  live  id 
escessive  moisture,  is  now  decayed  and  death-struck  hf 
the  partial  draining  of  the  swamp  into  the  great  ditch 
of  the  canal.  Sometimes,  indeed,  our  lights  were  re- 
flected from  pools  of  stagnant  water  which  stretched 
far  in  among  the  tiimks  of  the  trees,  beneath  dense 
masses  of  dark  foliage.  But  generally  the  tall  siem 
and  intermingled  branches  were  naked,  and  bronght 
into  strong  relief  amid  the  surrounding  gloom  by  the 
whiteness  of  their  decay.  Often  we  beheld  the  pr* 
trate  form  of  some  old  sylvan  giant  which  had  taXka 
and  crushed  down  smaller  trees  under  its  immenu 
ruin.  In  spots  where  destruction  had  been  riotous, 
the  lanterns  showed  perhaps  a  hundred  trunks,  erect, 
half  overthrown,  extended  along  the  ground,  resting 
on  their  shattered  limbs  or  tossing  them  desperatall 
into  the  darkness,  but  all  of  one  ashy  white,  all  naked 
togetlier,  in  desolate  confusion.  Thus  growing  out  of 
the  night  as  we  drew  nigh,  and  vanishing  as  we  gUded 
on,  based  on  obscurity,  and  overhung  and  bounded  by 
it,  the  scene  was  ghostlike  —  the  very  land  of  nnaul^ 
stantial  things,  whither  dreams  might  betake  tlso- 
selves  when  they  quit  the  slnmberer's  hrain. 

My  fancy  found  another  emblem.  The  wild  mtm 
of  America  had  been  driven  to  this  desert-place  by 
the  enoroachments  ot  ci'ST.^xeA  tu^xi.  And  even  hen, 
where  the  savage  queen  wa&  flM:o\iK&.  o^Qofc 
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r  empire,  did  we  penetrate,  a  vulgar  and  worldlj 
throng,  intruding  on  her  latest  solitude.  In  other 
lands  decay  sits  among  fallen  palaces ;  but  here  her 
home  is  in  the  forests. 

Looking  ahead,  I  discerned  a  distant  light,  announc- 
iiig  the  appi-oat;h  of  another  boat,  which  soon  passed 
OS,  and  proved  to  be  a  rusty  old  scow  —  just  anch  a 
craft  as  the  "  Flying  Dutchman"  would  navigate  oa 
the  canal.  Perhaps  it  was  that  celebrated  personage 
himself  whom  I  imperfectly  distinguished  at  the  helm, 
in  a  glazed  cap  and  rough  greatcoat,  with  a  pipe 
his  mouth,  leaving  the  fumes  of  tobacco  a  hundred' 
yards  behind.  Shortly  aft^r  our  boatman  blew  a  homj 
Bending  a  long  and  melancholy  note  through  the  for- 
est avenue,  as  a  signal  for  some  watcher  in  the  wildeiv 
ness  to  be  ready  with  a  change  of  horses.  We  had 
proceeded  a  mile  or  two  with  our  fresh  team  when  the 
tow  rope  got  entangled  in  a  fallen  branch  on  the  edge 
of  the  canal  and  caused  a  momentary  delay,  during 
which  I  went  to  examine  the  phosphoric  light  of 
old  tree  a  little  within  the  forest.  It  was  not  the  first 
delusive  radiance  that  I  had  followed. 

The  tree  lay  along  tlie  groimd,  and  was  wholly  con- 
verted  into  a  mass  of  diseased  splendor,  which  threw  a 
ghastlineas  around.  Being  full  of  conceits  that  night, 
I  called  it  a  frigid  fixe,  a  funeral  light,  illumining  de- 
cay and  death,  an  emblem  of  fame  that  gleams  aroimd 
the  dead  man  without  warming  him,  or  of  genius  when 
it  owes  its  faiilliancy  to  moral  rottenness,  and  was 
thinking  that  such  ghostlike  torches  were  just  fit  to 
light  up  this  dead  forest  or  to  blaze  coldly  in  tombs, 
irhen,  starting  from  my  abstraction,  I  looked  u\i  tha 
canal.  I  reoolleeted  myself,  anA  Awmiet^^  'Ooft 
mertng  far  away. 
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"  Boat  ahoy  t  "  shouted  I,  maMng  a  trumpet  of  my 
closed  flstR. 

Though  the  cry  must  have  rung  for  miles  along  tliat 
hollow  passage  of  the  woods,  it  produced  no  effect, 
These  piu'ket  boats  make  up  fur  their  snail-like  pa<^« 
by  never  loitering  day  nor  night,  especially  for  iJioss 
who  have  piud  their  fare.  Indeed,  the  captain  had  an 
interest  in  getting  rid  of  me,  for  I  was  his  creditor 
for  a  breakfast. 

"  They  are  gone,  Heaven  be  praised !  "  ejaculated  1 ; 
*'  for  I  cannot  possibly  overtake  them.     Here  am  I, 
on  the  '  long  level,'  at  midnight,  with  the  comfortable 
prospect  of  a  walk  to  Syracuse,  where  my  baggage  will 
be  left.     And  now  to  find  a  house  or  shed  wherein  to    , 
pass  the  night."     So  thinking  aloud,  I  took  a  flambeaa  , 
from  the  old  tree,  burning,  but  consuming  not,  to  li^   | 
my  steps  withal,  and,  like  a  jack-o'-the-lanteru,  set  out 
on  my  midnight  tour. 


TBe  old  apple  dealeb. 
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The  lover  of  the  moral  picturesque  may  Bometimai'l 
fm<l  what  be  seeks  in  a  character  which  is  neverth^ 
leas  of  too  negative  a  description  to  be  seized  upon 
and  represented  to  the  imaginative  vision  by  word 
painting.  As  an  instance,  I  remember  an  old  i 
who  carries  on  A  little  trade  of  gingerbread  and  i 
plea  at  the  depot  of  one  of  our  railroads.  Wh3ft~l 
awaiting  the  departure  of  the  cars,  my  observation, 
flitting  to  and  fro  among  the  livelier  characteristics 
of  the  scene,  has  often  settled  insensibly  upon  this 
almost  hueless  object.  Thus,  unconsciously  to  myself 
and  unsuspected  by  him,  I  have  studied  the  old  apple 
dealer  until  he  has  become  a  naturalized  citizen  of  my 
inner  worlil.  How  little  would  he  im 
neglected,  friendless,  unappreciated,  and  with  litt 
that  demands  appreciation  —  that  the  mental  eyeta} 
an  utter  stranger  has  so  often  reverted  to  his  figure ! 
Many  a  noble  foi'm,  many  a  beautifid  face,  has  flitted 
before  me  and  vanished  like  a  shadow.  It  is  a  strange 
witchcraft  whereby  this  faded  and  featureless  old  ap- 
ple dealer  has  gained  a  settlement  in  my  memory. 

He  is  a  small  man,  with  gray  hair  and  gray  stubble 
beard,  and  is  invariably  clad  in  a  shabby  surtout  of 
snuff  color,  closely  buttoned,  and  half  concealing  a 
pair  of  gray  pantaloons;  the  whole  dress,  though 
clean  and  entire,  being  evidently  flimsy  with  much, 
wear.  His  face,  thin,  withered,  iurrovft^  a-ti^  -w'li&v. 
i^titrea  wbicb  even  age  has  failed  W  leTiiaT  laaMJ 
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eive,  hus  a  frost  -  bitten  aspect  It  is  a  i 
whicli  no  physical  warmtli  or  comfortablenesa  f 
counteract.  The  summer  sunshine  may  fling  its  ytb 
heat  upon  him,  or  the  good  Are  of  the  depot  room  m 
make  him  the  focus  of  its  blaze  on  a  winter's  day;  I 
all  in  vain ;  for  still  the  old  man  looks  as  if  be  were 
a  frosty  atmoapbere,  with  searcely  warmth  enough 
keep  life  in  the  region  about  his  heart.     It  is  a  ] 

,  t'ent,  long-suffering,  quiet,  hopeless,  shivering  asp^ 
lie  is  not  desperate,  —  that,  though  its  etymology  i 
plies  no  more,  would  be  too  positive  an  expression, 
but  merely  devoid  of  hope.  As  all  his  past  life,  pn 
ably,  offers  no  spots  of  brightness  to  his  memory, 
lie  takes  his  present  poverty  and  disoomfoit  as  i 
tirely  a  matter  of  course :  he  thinks  it  the  definiti 
of  existence,  so  far  as  himself  ts  concerned,  to  be  po 
cold,  and  uncomfortable.  It  may  be  added,  that  tii 
has  not  thrown  dignity  as  a  mantle  over  the  old  ma 
figure:  there  is  nothing  venerable  about  him;  you  p 
him  without  a  scruple. 

He  sits  on  a  bench  in  the  depot  room ;  and  befi 
faim,  on  the  floor,  are  deposited  two  baskets  of  a  oapi 
ity  to  contain  his  whole  stock  in  trade.  Across  in 
one  basket  to  the  other  extends  a  board,  on  which 
displayed  a  plate  of  cakes  and  gingerbread,  some  p 
eet  and  red -cheeked  apples,  and  a  box  contuni 
variegated  stinks  of  candy,  together  with  that  del 
table  eondimejit  known  by  children  as  Gibraltar  m 
neatly  done  up  in  white  paper.  There  is  Ukewiw 
half -peck  measure  of  cracked  walnuts  and  two 
three  tin  half  pints  or  gills  filled  with  the  nut  kerne 
ready  for  purchasers.  Such  are  the  small  commo 
ties  witli  which  our  o\d  ftlftfiA.  conws  daily  before  1 

Barid,  ministering  to  Vta  ^ttg  ^ 
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ftite,  and  seeking  thence  the  solid  eubsiateni 
—  ao  far  as  he  may  subsist  —  of  his  life. 

A  slight  observer  would  speak  of  the  old  man's  qi 
etude ;  but,  on  eloi^er  serutiny,  you  discover  that  there 
is  a  continual  unrest  within  him,  which  somewhat  re- 
sembles the  fluttering  action  of  the  nerves. in  a  corpse 
from  which  life  has  recently  departed.      Though  be 
never  exhibits  any  violent  a^ition,  and,  indeed,  might  j 
appear  to  be  sitting  quite  still,  yet  you  perceive,  wheq  j 
his  minuter  peculiarities  begin  to  be  detected,  that  ha  i 
is  always  making  some  little  movement  orother.     He  ' 
looks  anxiously  at  his  plate  of  cakes  or  pyramid  of 
apples  and  slightly  alters  their  arrangement,  with  aa 
evident  idea  that  a  great  deal  depends  on  their  bein^ 
disposed  exactly  thus  and  so.     Then  for  a  moment  he 
gazes  out  of  the  window  ;  then  be  shivers  quietly  and 
folds  his  arms  across  his  breast,  as  if  to  draw  himself 
closer  within  himself,  and  thus  keep  a  Sicker  of  warmth 
in  his  lonesome  heart.    Kow  he  turns  again  to  his  mer- 
chandise of  cakes,  apples,  and  candy,  and  discovers 
that  this  cake  or  that  apple,  or  yonder  stick  of  red 
and  white  caudy,  has  someJiow  got  out  of  its  proper 
position.     And  is  there  not  a  walnut  kernel  too  many 
or  too  few  in  one  of  those  small  tin  measures?    Again 
the  whole  arrangement  appears  to  be  settled  to  his 
mind ;  but,  in  the  course  of  a  minute  or  two,  there  J 
will  assuredly  be  something  to  set  right.     At  times,  | 
by  an  indescribable   shadow  upon  his  features,  too  j 
quiet,  however,  to  be  noticed  until  you  are  familinr 
with  his  ordinary  aspect,  the  expi-ession  of  frost-bitten, 
patient  despondency  becomes  very  touching.    It  seems 
as  if  just  at  that  instant  the  suspicion  occurred  to  him 
that,  in  his  chill  decline  of  Uie,  eaxnm^  »^%xt.Vj  \^tiii^ 
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by  selling  cakes,  apples,  and  candy,  he  is  a  very  tsatm 
able  old  fellow. 

But,  if  he  think  no,  it  is  a  mistake.  He  can  nevef 
suffer  the  extreme  of  misery,  because  the  tone  of  his 
whole  being  ia  too  much  subdued  for  him  to  feel  anj- 
thing  acutely. 

Occasionally  one  of  the  passengers,  to  while  away  i 
tedious  interval,  approaches  the  old  man,  inspects  the 
articles  upon  his  board,  and  even  peeps  curiously  into 
the  two  baskets.  Another,  striding  to  Mid  fro  along 
the  room,  throws  a  look  at  the  apples  and  gingerbtead 
at  every  turn.  A  third,  it  may  be  of  a  more  senmtiTe 
and  delicate  texture  of  being,  glances  shyly  thitlle^ 
wai-d,  cautious  not  to  excite  expectations  of  a  pDfr 
chaser  while  yet  undetermined  whether  to  buy.  Bot 
there  appears  to  be  no  need  of  such  a  scmpoloaB  » 
gard  to  our  old  friend's  feelings.  True,  he  is  con- 
scions  of  the  remote  possibility  to  sell  a  cake  or  an 
apple ;  but  innumerable  disappointments  have  roi- 
dered  him  so  far  a  philosopher,  that,  even  if  the  pa^ 
chased  article  should  be  returned,  he  will  consider  ft  | 
altogether  ia  the  ordinary  ti-ain  of  events.  He  speab 
to  none,  and  makes  no  sign  of  offering  his  wareR  to  tiie 
public :  not  that  he  ia  deterred  by  pride,  but  by  tie 
certain  conviction  that  such  demonstrationa  would  not 
increase  liis  custom.  Besides,  this  activity  in  bosineas 
would  require  an  energy  that  never  could  have  been 
a  characteriBtic  of  his  almost  passive  disposition  even 
in  youth.  Whenever  an  actual  customer  appears  thft 
old  man  looks  up  with  a  patient  eye :  if  the  price  aid 
the  article  are  approved,  he  is  ready  to  make  change; 
otherwise  his  eyelids  droop  again  sadly  enough,  Infl 
with  no  heavier  despondency  fta».u\)fetiOTft.  Ho  ahino^ 
perhaps  folds  his  lean  asma  siooiA  \aa^Basi.\«&^nj^  " 
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ttea  the  lifelong,  frozen  patience  in  which  consists  j] 
fiSa  strength.  Ouee  in  a  while  a  Bohool-boy  comes  » 
hastily  up,  places  a  cent  or  two  upon  the  boartl,  and  I 
takes  up  a  cake,  or  stick  of  candy,  or  a  measure  of  I 
walnuts,  or  an  apple  as  red  cheeked  as  himself.  There  I 
are  no  words  as  to  price,  that  being  as  well  known  to  I 
the  buyer  as  to  the  seller.  The  old  apple  dealer  never  I 
ipeaks  an  unnecessary  word :  not  that  he  is  mdlen  and  I 
morose ;  but  there  is  none  of  the  cheeriness  and  brisk*  f 
ness  in  him  that  stirs  up  people  to  talk. 

Not  seldom  he  is  greeted  by  some  old  neighbor,  a. 
man  well  to  do  in  the  world,  who  makes  a  civil,  pat- 
ronizing observation  about  the  weather ;  and  then,  by  . 
way  of  performing  a  charitable  deed,  begins  to  chaffer  ■ 
for  an  apple.     Our  friend  presumes  not  on  any  pasfil 
acquaintance;  he  makes  the  briefest  possible  resironsftl 
to  all  general  remarks,  and  shrinks  quietly  into  him  f 
■elf  again.     After  every  diminution  of  his  stock  hfcfl 
takes  care  to  produce  from  tlie  basket  another  cake,  M 
another  stick  of  candy,  another  apple,  or  another  meas- 1 
ure  of  walnuts,  to  supply  the  place  of  the  article  sold.  I 
Two  or  three  attempts — or,  perchance,  half  a  dozen  I 
—  are  requisite  before  the  board  can  be  rearranged  I 
to  his  satisfaction.     If  he  have  received  a  silver  coin,  \ 
he  waits  till  the  purchaser  is  out  of  sight,  then  he  ex- 
amines it  closely,  and  tries  to  tend  it  with  his  finger 
and  thumb  :  finally  be  puts  it  into  his  waistcoat  pocket 
with  seemingly  a  gentle  sigh.     This  sigh,  so  faint  aa 
to  be  hardly  perceptible,  and  not  expressive  of  any  ^| 
definite  emotion,  is  the  accompaniment  and  conclusion  ^M 
of  all  his  actions.     It  is  the  symbol  of  the  chUlness  ■ 
and  torpid  melancholy  of  his  old  age,  which  ouly  maksi 
thumselvea  feit  sensibly  when  his  repoaa  \a  ^iy^i^ 
'    irbed.  _ 
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Our  man  of  gingerbreiul  and  applea  is  not  a  apeo- 
I  men  of  the  "  needy  man  who  ha^  seen  better  days." 
I  Doubtless  there  have  been  better  and  brighter  days  in 
I  the  far-off  time  of  his  youth ;  but  none  with  so  mucb 
I  sunshine  of  prosperity  in  them  that  the  chill,  the  de- 
pression, Ui6  narrowness  of  means,  in  his  deoliniiig 
years,  can  have  come  upon  him  by  siu^irise.  Hia  lib 
has  all  been  of  a  piece.  His  subdued  and  nerveless 
boyhood  prefigured  his  abortive  prime,  which  Ukewisu 
contained  within  itself  the  prophecy  and  image  of  his 
lean  and  torpid  age.  He  was  perhaps  a  mechanic,  whu 
never  canke  to  be  a  master  in  his  craft,  or  a  petty 
tradesman,  rubbing  onward  between  passably  to  do 
and  poverty.  Possibly  he  may  looli  back  to  some 
brilliant  epoch  of  hia  career  when  there  were  a  hun- 
dred or  two  of  dollars  to  his  credit  in  tlie  Savings 
Bank.  Such  must  have  been  the  extent  of  his  better 
fortune — his  little  measure  of  tliia  world's  triumphs 
— aU  that  he  has  known  of  success.  A  meek,  down- 
cast, hiunble,  uncomplaining  creature,  he  probably  hsa 
never  felt  himself  entitled  to  more  than  so  muoh  of 
the  gifts  of  Providence.  Is  it  not  still  something  that 
he  has  never  held  out  his  hand  for  charity,  nor  has  jet 
been  driven  to  that  sad  home  and  household  of  Karth's 
forlorn  and  broken-spirited  cluldren,  the  almshouse? 
He  cherishes  no  quarrel,  therefore,  with  his  destiny, 
nor  with  the  Author  of  it.     All  is  as  it  should  be. 

If,  indeed,  he  have  been  Iwreaved  of  a  son,  a  bold, 
energetic,  vigorous  young  man,  on  whom  the  fatlier'i 
feeble  nature  leaned  as  on  a  staff  of  strength,  in  that 
case  he  may  have  felt  a  bitterness  that  could  not  otli- 
erwiso  have  been  generated  in  his  heart.  But  my 
tbinka  the  joy  of  posaeBsing  a\ui\i  a.  soa  a-iiA  the  agoin 
of  losing  liim  would  laave  AaveVo-^wS.  "aMt 
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t  and  intellectual  natnre  to  a,  much  greater 
gree  than  we  now  find  it.     Intense  grief  appears 
be  as  much  out  of  keeping  with  his  life  as  fervid  hap^ 
piness. 

To  confess  the  truth,  it  is  not  the  easiest  matter  Iq' 
the  world  to  define  and  individualize  a  character  liko^ 
this  which  we  are  now  handling.  The  portrait  mui 
be  so  generally  negative  that  the  most  delicate  pencil 
is  likely  to  spoil  it  by  introducing  some  too  positivflj 
tint.  Every  touch  must  be  kept  down,  or  else  yon 
destroy  the  subdued  tone  which  is  absolutely  essential 
to  the  whole  effect.  Perhaps  more  may  be  done  by 
contrast  than  by  direct  description.  For  this  purpose 
I  make  use  of  another  cake  and  candy  merchant,  wl 
likewise  infests  the  railroad  depot.  This  latter  wt 
thy  is  a  very  smart  and  well-dressed  boy  of  ten  yean 
old  or  thereabouts,  who  skips  briskly  hither  and  thith- 
er, addressing  tlie  pa,s3engers  in  a  pert  voice,  yet  with 
somewhat  of  good  breeding  in  his  tone  and  pronun- 
ciation. Now  he  has  caught  my  eye,  and  skips  acrosf 
the  room  with  a  pretty  pertness  which  I  shotdd  like  to- 
correct  with  a  box  on  the  ear.  "  Any  cake,  sir  1  any 
candy  ?  " 

No,  none  for  me,  my  lad.  I  did  but  glance  at  youfi 
brisk  figure  in  order  to  cat«h  a  reflected  light  and.] 
throw  it  upon  your  old  rival  yonder. 

Again,  in  order  to  invest  my  conception  of  the  old! 
man  with  a  more  decided  sense  of  reality,  I  look  at 
him  in  the  very  moment  of  intensest  bustle,  on  the 
arrival  of  the  cars.  The  shriek  of  the  engine  as  it 
rushes  into  the  car-house  is  the  utterance  of  the  steam 
fiend,  whom  man  has  subdued  by  magic  spells  and 
compels  to  serve  as  a  beast  oi  Ximieiv.  Wte  \iaa 
'  riVers  in  hia  headlong  rush,  Cta^JKA.  SjcawMJ^ 


I 


*02  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANSE. 


IS,  B&d     I 
again     | 


■{orests,  plunged  into   the  hearts   of  mountains, 

inced  from  tha  city  to  the  desert-pla«e,  and 
■to  a  far-off  eity,  witli  a  meteoric  progress,  seen  lunl 
I'Dut  of  sight,  while  hia  reverberating  roar  still  fills 
■tiie  ear.     The  travellers  swarm  forth  from  the  CUTB. 

■  All  aie  full  of  the  momentum  which  tliey  have  caught 
■from  their  mode  of  conveyance.  It  seems  as  if  tbe 
■Whole  world,  both    murally  and  physically,  were  de> 

■  tached  from  its  old  standfasts  and  set  iti  rapid  motion. 

■  And,  in  tlie  midst  of  this  terrible  activity,  there  ^ts 
i  the  old  man  of  gingerbread ;  so  subdued,  so  ho{)«leag, 
I  BO  without  a  stake  in  life,  and  yet  not  positively  mue^ 

able,  — there  he  sits,  the  forlorn  old  creature,  one  chill 
and  sombre  day  after  another,  gathering  scanty  W^ 
pera  for  his  cakes,  apples,  and  candy,  —  there  sits  the 
old  apple  dealer,  in  his  threadbare  suit  of  snuff  color 
and  gray  and  his  grizzly  stubble  beard.  See  '.  be  fold} 
his  lean  arras  around  his  lean  figure  with  that  quiet 
^       «igh  and  that  scarcely  perceptible  shiver   which  are 

I  the  tokens  of  bis  inwai-d  state.  I  have  him  now.  He 
■and  the  steam  fiend  ai-e  each  other's  antipodes;  the 
latter  'a  the  type  of  all  that  go  abeatl,  and -the  old  man 
the  representative  of  that  melancholy  class  who,  by 
some  sad  witchcraft,  are  doomed  never  to  share  in  the 
world's  exulting  progress.  Thus  the  contrast  between 
raauMnd  and  this  desolate  brother  becomes  picturesqusi 
and  even  sublime. 

And  now  farewell,  old  friend  I  Little  do  you  sua- 
,(S.  pect  that  a  student  of  human  life  has  made  your 
acter  the  tlieme  of  more  than  one  solitary  and  thoi  _ 
ful  hour.  Many  would  say  that  you  have  hardly  _ 
dividuality  enough  to  be  tlje  object  of  your  own  Belt 
tove.  How,  then,  can  a  s\xa.t\^Vs,  t'je  detect  anything 
m  your  mind  and  beaxt  to  atoA's  aai  te  -w^i^Rst 
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Yet,  could  I  read  but  a  tithe  of  wliat  is  written  there^l 
it  would  be  a  volume  of  deeper  and  more  compre-I" 
hensive  import  than  all  that  the  wisest  mortals  hav&a 
given  to  the  world ;  for  the  soundless  depths  of  thea 
human  soul  and  of  eternity  have  an  opening  throngl 
your  breast.  God  be  praised,  were  it  only  for  your  , 
sake,  that  the  present  shapes  of  human  existence  are  J 
not  cast  in  iron  nor  hewn  in  everlasting  adamant,  but  I 
moulded  of  the  vapors  that  vanish  away  while  the  es-S 
stince  flits  upward  to  the  Infinite.  There  is  a  spiritual 
essence  in  this  gray  and  lean  old  shape  that  shall  flit  I 
upward  too.  Yes ;  doubtless  there  is  a  region  where  J 
the  lifelong  shiver  will  pass  away  from  his  being,  and.fl 
t  quiet  sigb,  which  it  has  taken  him  so  many  years  f 
Linreathe,  will  be  brought  to  a  close  for  good  and  alLrl 
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THE  ARTIST  OF  THE  BEAUnFOI,." 

An  elderly  man,  wirfi  his  pretty  daughter  ^n 
arm,  was  passing  along  the  street,  and  emerged  t 
the  gloom  of  the  (.loudy  evening  into  the  light 
fellacross  the  pavement  fi-om  the  window  of  a  si 
■,  I  shop.  It  was  a  projecting  window  ;  aijd  on  the  in 
were  suspended  a  variety  of  watches,  pinchbeck,  ml 
and  one  or  two  of  gold,  all  with  their  faces  tin 
from  the  streots,  ss  if  churlishly  disincIme3Tora3 
thejm^arers  what  o'clodtjtwas.  Seated  within 
shop,  sidelong  to  the  window,  with  hia  pale  face 
earnestly  over  some  delicate  piece  of  mechantm 
-  which  was  thrown  the  concentrated  lustre  of  *''^ 
lamp,  appeared  a  young  man.  c  -^  < ' ""  ^  Jj^  *! 
■'"What  can  Owen/^arland  be  about?"  motfi 
old  Peter  Hovenden,  himselT^a  retired  watohma 
and  the  former  master  of  this  same  young  man  w 
occupation  he  was  now  wondering  at.  "  What 
the  fellow  be  about?  These  six  months  past  I  1 
never  come  by  hia  shop  without  seeing  Iiim  jns 
steadily  at  work  as  now.  It  would  be  a  flightjbej 
his  usual  foolery  to  seek  for  the  perpetualmot 
p.  t'  and  yet  I  know  enough  of  my  old  business  to  be 
tain  that  what  he  is  now  so  busy  with  is  no  part  td 
machinery  of  a  watch." 

"Perhaps,   father,"   said   Annie,  without   ahoi 
much  interest  in  the  question,  "Owen  is  invi 
new  Had  of  timekeeper.    1  am  &u<e«  WbsA  f 
enoagb." 


EfSE  ARTIST  OF  TUB  BEAUTIFUL.       5d^^H 
oh,  child  1     He  lias  not  the  sort  o{  ingenuity  to^^f 
;  anything  better  than  a  Dutch  toy,"  answ^erett  ^^| 
her  father,  who  hati  formerly  been  put  to  much  vex-l^^l 
ation    by  Owen  "Warland's   irregBft|  genius.      "AI^^l 
plafpie  on  such  ingenuity  1     All  the  Jnect  that  ever  I 
knew  of  it  was  to  spoil  the  accuracy  of  some  of  the  it 
best  watches  in  my  shop.     He  would  turn  the  siui  out 
of  its  orbit  and  derange  the  whole  course  of  time,  if,   '"J'^  ' 
as  I  said  before,  his  ingenuity  could  grasp  anything     ii' 
bigger  than  a  child's  toy  ! " 

"  Huali,  father  I     He  hears  you!"  whispered  Annie,    '^ 
pressing  the  old  man's  arm.    "  His  ears  are  as  delicate 
ta  his  feeling ;  and  you  know  how  easily  disturbed  1  - 
theyare-     Do  let  us  move  on."  '^S  ff 

So  Peter  Hovenden  and  his  daughter  Annie  ploddeoM 
en  without  further  conversation,  until  in  a  by-streel  ^fl 
the  town  they  found  themselves  passing  the  open  door  1 
of  a  blacksmith's  shop.  Within  was  seen  the  forgeJ  % 
now  blazing  up  and  illuminating  the  high  and  duskyi  " 
roof,  and  now  confining  its  lustre  to  a  narrow  precinct^l;* 
of  the  ooal-strewii  floor,  according  as  the  breath  of  thei 
bellows  was  puffed  forth  or  again  inhaled  into  its  vast 
leathern  lungs.  In  the  intervals  of  brightness  it  was 
easy  to  distinguish  objects  in  remote  comers  of  the 
shop  and  the  horseshoes  that  hung  upon  the  wall ;  ia/)^, 
the  momentary  gloom  the  fire  seemed  to  be  glimmer/j 
ing  amidst  the  vagueness  of  unenclosed  space.  Mo»"  I 
ing  about  in  this  red  glare  and  alternate  dusk  was  the  i 
figure  of  the  black-smith,  well  worthy  to  be  viewed  in  i 
8o  picturesque  an  aspect  of  light  and  shade,  where  the 
blight  blaze  struggled  with  the  black  night,  as  if  eac-h 
would  have  snatched  his  comely  strength  from  the 
other.  Anon  he  drew  a  whit«-bot  Wt  ol  \sB"a  \wwa. 
ito  PMla,  Imd  it  on   the   anvil,  nv^VltpA  Vi»  mwvj^ 
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.^jnigbt,  and  was   soon   eavelo^d  in   tbe  i 
'eparks  which  the  strokes  of  his  hammer  scatteied-B 

_  the  surrounding  gloom. 

fC;^_No»j.thatjs  a^leasant  sight,"  said  the  old  watch 

.  makur.     "  I  know  whaf  it  is  t«  work  in  gold ;  bai 

I  g;ive  me  the  worker  in  iron  after  all  is  said  and  done 

'  He  spends  hia  labor  upon  a  reality.     What  s 
daughter  Annie?  " 

j>^"Pray  don't  speak    so    loud,   father," 
a^nie,  "TtoherlTlanfortli  wUl  hear  you." 

"  And  what  if  he  should  hear  me  7  "  said  Pet^rS 
venden.     "  I  say  again,  it  is  a  good  and  a  wholesome 
thing  to  depend  upon  main  strength  and  reality,  aod 
to  e^ams  one's  bread  with  the  bare  and  brawny  arm  oi 
ajilaeksmith.     A  watj^hmaker  gets  his  brain  puzzled 

i^his  wheels  within  a  wheel,  or  loses  his  health  or  the 
nieety  of  KFeyesigkt,  as' was  my  case,  and  finds  him- 
self at  middle  age,  or  a  little  after,  past  labor  at  hit 
own  trade  and  fit  for  nothing  else,  yet  too  poor  to  Utb 
at   his   ease.  ISo  I  say  once_jgaiii,^ve   me  mttiti 

I  strength  for  my  monej._l,  And  then,  how^t  fakes  tlw 
nonsense  out  of  a  man !  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  black- 
smith being  such  a  fool  as  Owen  Warland  yonder?" 
"  Well  said,  uncle  Hovenden !  "  shouted  Kobert 
Danforth  from  the  forge,  in  a  fiill,  deep,  merry  voice, 
that  made  the  roof  reecho.  "And  what  says  MiM 
Annie  to  that  doctrine  ?  She,  I  suppose,  will  think 
it  a  genteeler  business  to  tinker  up  a  lady's  wat 
to  forge  a  horseshoe  or  make  a  gridii-on." 
Annie  drew  her  father  onward  without  pvi 

time  for  reply.  ^    '       

But  wo  must  return  to  Owen  Warland's  8fa<^ 
spend  more  meditation  upon  hia  history  and  character 

than  either  Peter  Hovenien,  «"c  ■^tA»^>i 


will  think 
wat^dH 
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,  or  Owen's  old  scliool-fellow,  Robert  Danfortb,.  ^^| 
0ni<i  have  thought  due  to  so  blight  a  subject.  I'V>m  ^^| 
le  time  that  his  little  fiiigera  could  graap  a  penknifu,  ^H 
>wen  had  been  remarkable  for  a  delicate  ingenuity,  -^^| 
hieh  aometimes  produced  pretty  shapes  in  wood,  priii-  ^^| 
pally  figures  of  flowers  and  birds,  and  sometimes  ^^| 
lemed  to  aim  at  the  hidden  mysteries  of  mechanism.  ^H 
lit  it  was  ahrays  for.purposes  of  gra<?e,  and  never  ' 

ith  any  mockery  of  the  uaefiU,     ITe^ITd  not,  like  the 
•owd  of  sehool-boy  artisans,  construct  little  windmills 
1  the  angle  of  a  barn  or  watermills  across  the  neigh*   , 
jriiig  brook.     Those  who  discovered  such  peculiarity   I 
I  the  boy  as  to  think  it  worth  their  while  to  observe  ] 
im  closely,  sometimes  saw  reason  to  suppose  that  he  ] 
OS  attempting  to  imitate  the  beautiful  movements  qf^  U 
ature  as  exemplifled  in  the  flight  of  birds  or  the  ao-  T 
vity  of  little  animals.     It  seemed,  in  fact,  a  new  do-  I 
slopment  of  the  love  of  the  beautiful,  such  as  might  I 
ive  made  him  a  poet,  a  painter,  or  a  sculptor,  and  I 
hieh  was  as  completely  refined  fiom  all  utilitarian  I 
tarseness  as  it  could  have  been  in  either  of  the  fine  | 
■ts.     He  looked  with  singular  distaste  at  the  stiff  and  'i 
'gular  processes  of  ordinary  machinery.     Being  once  11 
irried  to  see  a  steam-engine,  in  the  expectation  that    I 
is  intuitive  comprehension  of  mechanical  principles    I 
ould  be  gratified,  he  turned  pale  and  grew  sick,  as  if  |f 
imething  monstrous  and  unnatural  had  been  presented  I 
I  him.     This  horror  was  partly  owing  to  the  size  and  ^1 
rrible  energy  of  the  iron  laborer  ;  for  the  charaet^ 
:  Owen's  mind  was  micrfjscopic,  and  tended  naturally 
I  the  minute,  in  accowlance  with  his  diminutive  frame 
id  the  marvellous  smallness  and  delicate  power  of  hia 
ngers.     Not  that  his  sense  of  beautif  waa  V!oaTAi-^  &- 
to&fiedinto  »  flense  of  prettineaa.  T^ie  \«a»J3&>^""'^*«' 
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liBB  no  relatwn  to  size,  and  may  be  as  perfectly  dov^ 
oped  in  a  Rpace  too  minute  for  any  but  microscopic  in- 
vestigation as  within  the  ample  verge  that  i»  measured 
by  the  arc  of  tho  rainbow.  But,  a,t  all  events,  this  cbB^ 
aoteristic  minuteness  in  his  objects  and  acMtinpliith* 
ments  made  the  world  even  more  incapable  than  it 
might  otherwise  have  been  of  appreciating  Owen  Wm^ 
land's  genius.  The  buy'B,iBlative3  saw  nothing  better 
to  be  done  —  aa  perhaps  thtire  was  not  —  than  to  bind 
him  apprentice  to  a  watchmaker,  hoping  that  his 
strange  ingenuity  might  thus  b«  regulated  and  put  to 
utilitarian  purposes. 

,^  Peter  Hovenden's  opinion  of  bis  apprentice  huiil- 
ready  been  expressed.  He  cnnld^make  nothpg  ^  ^ks 
|jliL_ Owen's  appr^ension  of  the  professional  inytriA- 
ries,  it  is  true,  was  inconceivably  quick  ;  bat  he  alto 
gether  forgot  or  despised  the  grand  ohjeot  of  a,  watdt- 
maker's  business,  and  cartKl  no  more  for  the  measure 
ment  of  time  than  if  it  hod  beea  merged  into  et^roi^. 
So  long,  however,  as  he  remained  under  bis  old  no*- 
ter's  care,  Owen's  hu-k  of  sturdiness  matle  it  possible, 
by  strict  injimctions  and  sharp  oversight,  to  restmin 
bis  creative  eccentricity  within  bounds  ;  but  when  hit 
apprenticeship  was  served  out,  and  he  had  takeu  ^ 
little  shop  which  Peter  Hovenden's  failing  eyesigbt 
compelled  him  to  relinquish,  then  did  people  recogiiiie 
how  unfit  a  person  was  Owen  Warland  toJead  oW 

^blindJFather  Time.along  itis  doUjixeurse.  One  of  Lis 
most  rational  projects  was  to  connect  a  musical  ofMU^ 
tion  with  the  machinery  of  his  watches,  so  tha>t  ail  tlw 

"  hafsb -diaaonaoce^  of  Jif e  might  be  rendered  tniwful, 
and  each  flitting  moment  fall  into  the  abyss  of  tliBput 
ia  golden  drops  oi  lioimon^ .  li  ti  fajxiily  clock  waa  b- 

/rusted  to  bim  for  xeipaix,  —  *)b.6  *A  ^5a»»fc»B" 


r 

me 


THE  ARTIST  OF  THE  BEAUTIFUL. 


609 


D  that  have  grown  nearly  allied  to  hmnan  nature 
'meaBuring  out  the  lifetime  of  many  generadons,  ^ 

would  take  upon  himself  to  arrange  a  diuice  or 
aeral  proeesaion  of  figures  across  its  venerable  face, 
jHresesting  twelve  niirtliful  or  melaoeholy  hours- 
veral  freaks  of  this  kind  quite  destroyed  the  young 
.tcbmaker's  cjedit  with  that  at^^and  jaatto^of  - 
■t  claas  of  people  who  hold  the  opinion  that  tiine  is 
t  t^"'  be  trifled  with,  whether  considered  as  the  me- 
iii!  of  advancement  and  prosperity  in  this  world  or 
eparatioa  for  the  next.  His  custom  rapidly  dimin- 
led  —  a  misfortune,  however,  that  was  probably  reck- 
ed among  hia  better  a«cidents  by  Owen  Warland, 
|o  was  becoming  more  and  more  absorbed  in  a  seciei 
anpation  which  drew  all  his  science  and  manual  dex- 
j^  into  itself,  and  likewise  gave  full  employment 

the  characteristic  tendencies  of  liis  genius.  This 
rsuit  had  already  consumed  many  months. 
After  the  old  watchmaker  and  his  pretty  daughter 
d  (^.ed  at  him  out  of  the  obscurity  of  the  street, 
vi'ii  Wai'land  was  seized  with  a  flutterinfi  of  the 
ives,  which  made  his  hand  tremble  too  violently  to 
LK^eed  with  such  delicate  labor  as  he  was  now  en- 
ged  upon. 

"  It  was  Annie  herself  !  "  murmured  he.    "  I  shouldc 
ve  known  it,  by  this  throbbing  of  my  heart,  bef oi-e  I  \ 
ard  her  father's  voice.     Ah,  how  it  throbs  !     I  shall 
ircely  be  able  to  work  again  on  this  exquisite  inecli-  Vn] 
iMii  to-nigbt.    Annie!  dearest  Annie  1  thou  shouldst 

.    <immess  to  my  heart  and  hand,  and  not  shake 
li  thus;  for  if  I  strive  to  put  the  very  spirit  of 
;iuty  into  form  and  give  it  motion.jt  is  for  thy  sake 
■ne.    O  throbbing  heart,  be  qvuet  \    It  iwj  \ata«i:>«i  1 
w  ,tiifmrted,  there  wiJI  come  vagae  aA^V  v 
^^^^ff  Fili  ieave  me  spiritless  Ui-in!:n:tQV^ 
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Aa  he  was  endeavoring  to  settle  himaelf  i^^ain  hi  Ms 
task,  the  shop  door  opened  and  ga^e  Rdniittanc«  to  no 
other  than  the  stalwart  fi^re  whii^h  Peter  IIoTenitei) 
had  paused  to  admire,  as  seen  amid  the  light  tnd 
shadow  of  the  blacksmith's  shop,  Robert  Danfortb 
had  bronght  a  little  anvil  of  his  owu  manufactirre,  and 
pecnliarly  ponstrnoted.  whieh  the  young  artist  1 
oently  bespoken,  Owen  examined  the  article  a 
noiinced  it  faaliioned  according  to  his  wish. 
^  "  Why,  yes,"  aaid  Robert  Daiiforth,  his  strod^ll 
filling  the  shop  as  with  the  sound  of  abassrM,*'! 
consider  myself  equal  to  anytliing  in  the  way  of  my 
own  trade  ;  though  I  should  have  made  but  ft,poiff 
figure  at  yours  with  such  a  fist  as  this,"  added  he, 
laughing,  as  he  laid  hia  vast  hand  beside  the  delitAte 
one  of  Owen.  "  But  what  then  ?  I  put  moro  main 
strength  into  one  blow  of  my  sledge  hammer  than  all 
that  you  have  expended  since  you  were  a  'pi^^i^ 
Ib  not  that  the  truth  ?  " 

"  Very  probably,"  answered  the  low  and  slender 
voice  of  Owen.  "  Strength  is  an  earthly  monster.  I 
make  no  pretensions  to  it.  My  force.^hatever  t4e» 
may  ba  of  it,  is  altogether  spiritual,"  ' 

"  Well,  but,  Owen,  what  are  you  about  ?  "  asked  W* 
old  achool-feUow,  still  in  such  a  hearty  volume  of  tons 
that  it  made  the  artist  shrink,  especially  as  the  que^ 
tion  related  to  a  subject  so  sacred  aa  tho  absorbing 
dteam  of  his  imagination.  "  Follts  do  say  t 
are  trying  to  discover  tlie  perpetual  motion." 

"  The  perpetual  motion  ?    Nonsense ! ' 
Warland,  with  a  movement  of  disgust;  fOrjb&a 
of  little  petulances.     "  It  can  never  be  discovered.'  "Ji' 
is  a  TIream  tliat  may  AftVxAB  vaftii  ■wi'wMa  brftiui  t 
i  with  matter,  but  noVu 
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discovery  were  possible,  it  wonld  Sot  be  wortli  my  J 
while  to  make  it  only  to  have  the  secret  turned  to  I 
Bach  purpoSBS  as  are  now  effeuted  by  Htuom  and  watet  I 
power.  1  am  not  ambitious  to  be  honored  with  tlM  ] 
paternity  of  a  new  kind  o£  cotton  machine." 

"That  would  be  droll  enough  I"  cried  the  hhicl&l 
smith,  brea|(iug  out  ^iiito  sueh  an  uproar  of  laughter  I 
that  Owen  tiSnself  and  the  bell  glasses  on  his  work*  ~ 
board  quivered  in  unison.  '•  No,  no,  Owen  I  No  child  I 
of  yours  will  have  iron  joints  and  sinews.  Well,  I J 
won't  hinder  you  any  more.  Good  night,  Owen,  and! 
Sticcess,  and  if  you  need  any  assistance,  so  far  as  3,\ 
downright  blow  of  hammer  upon  anvil  will  answer  thsil 
purpose,  1  'm  your  man."  . 

And  with  another  laugh  the  man  of  main  strength  I 
left  the  shop. 

"  How  strange  it  is,"  whispered  Owen  Warlaud  toi| 
ftimaelf,  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hand,  "  that  all  myO 
Binsings,  my  piu^ses,  my  passion  for  the  beautiful,  | 
my  consciousness  of  power  to  create  it,^ — -a  finer,  i 
ethereal  powen,  of  which  this  eartlJy  giant  oan  have 
oo  conception,  —  all,  all,  look  so  vain  and  idle  when- J 
ever  my  ^ath  is  crossed  by  Robert  Danforth  1  He^ 
would  drive  me  mad  were  I  to  meet  him  often.  His  I 
hard,  brute  force  darkens  and  eonf  iises  the  spiritual  I 
element  within  me ;  but  I,  too,  will  be  strong  in  my  1 
own  way.     I  will  not  yield  to  him."  '  '■   ■      ■'.\\ 

He  took  from  beneath  a  glass  a  piece  of  minute  ma*  j 
chinery,  wliich  he  set  in  the  condejised  light  of  hisi 
lamp,  and,  looking  intently  at  it  through  a  magnifying^ 
g^ass,  proceeded  to  operate  with  a  delicate  instrument^ 
of  stttel.  In  an  instaiit,  however,  he  fell  back  in  his 
ehair  and  elusped  his  hands,  with  a  \oot  ol  VoY^^t  «& 
^V^KW  itiit  made  its  small  features  SlB  UQ.^^e&%vt«  ^ 
^Hje/d^'aut  would  liave  been.  J 
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"  Heaven  I  What  have  I  done?" 
"The  vapor,  the  inBuence  of  that  brute  force, — fl 
has  bewildered  me  and  obaciired  my  perception,  f 
have  ma<le  the  very  stroke  —  the  fatal  strolie  —  thai  I 
have  dreaded  from  the  first.  It  is  all  over  — the  bal 
of  months,  the  object  of  my  life.  1  ^m  minpd  L"^s^ 
,-.And  there  be  sat,  in  strange  despair,  until  his  lamp' 
jBichered  in  the  socket  and  left  the  Artist  of  the  Bean* 
tiful  in  darkness,  '^■•''•^-  \  -.■-—v  '  '  ■'.  t^^^A*, 
/  Thus  it  is  that  ideas,  which  grow  up  witliin  the  uo- 
agination  and  appear  bo  lovely  to  it  and  of  a  valiw 
beyond  whatever  men  call  valuable,  are  exposed  U 
be  shattered  and  annihilated  by  contact  with  the  pw- 
It  ia  requisite  for  the  ideal  artist  to  jmsseM  • 

'  force  of  character  that  seems  hardly  compatilde  iriU" 
its  delicacy ;  he  must  keep  his  faitli  in  himself  wbtl? 
the  incredulous  world  assails  him  with  its  »tt*!r  dislic 
lief;  be  mnst  stand  up  against  mankind  and  be  bil 
own  sole  disciple,  both  as  respects  his  genius  \ 
objects  to  which  it  is  tlireeted. 

For  a  time  Owen  Warland  succumbed  to  '■X 
vere  but  inevitable  test.  He  spent  a  few  i 
weeks  with  bis  head  so  continually  resting  in  Mb 
hands  that  the  towns-people  had  scarcely  an  oppor 
tunity  to  see  hia  countenance.  When  at  last  it  wa* 
^ain  uplifted  to  the  light  of  day,  a  cold,  dull^  UMiiB- 
less  change  was  perceptible  upon  it.  tn  the  opiniim 
of  Peter  Hovenden,  however,  and  that  order  of  aim*- 
cious  luiderstandings  who  think  tliat  life  should  In 
regidsted,  lU<e  clockwork,  with  leaden  weights,  thu  al- 
teration was  entirely  for  the  better.  Owen  nov,  Vk 
deed,  applied  himself  to  liufiincitS  with  dogge<l  indu» 
try.     It  was  marvellous  \r  mtoe.««  tie  obtuse  gravilf 

vriUi  which  he  woiild  msipetA  VSaa  -wVw^jfc^ 


nd  be  bil 
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watch;   thereliy  delighting  the  owner,  in 

fob  it  had  beeu  worn  till  lie  deemed  it  a  poi^''\^ 

phis  own  life,  and  was  aecordiiigly  jealous  of  its  Jj 

In  consequence  of  the  good  report  thus 

aired,  Owen  Warland  was  invited  by  the  proper  - 
lorities  to  regulat*  the  clock  in  the  church  steeple,  f"^ 
succeeded  so  admirably  in  this  matter  of  public  - 
rest  that  the  merchants  gruffly  acknowledged  his 
its  on  "Change;  the  nurse  whispered  his  praises \^ 
he  gave  the  potion  in  the  sick-chamber ;  the  lovgr/  ^ 
ised  him  at  the  hour  of  appointed  interview  ;  and 
town  in  general  thanked  Owen  for  the  pimotuality 
tinner  time.     In  a  word,  the  heavy  weight  upon 
Bta  kept  eveiything  in  order,  no|  merely  within 
I  system,  but  wheresoever  the  iron  accents  of    ^^ 
b  oh)ck  were  audible.    It  was  a  circumstance, 
inute,  yet  characteristic  of  his  present  state, 
a  employed  to  engrave  names  or  initials  on 
wna,  he  now  wrote  the  requisite  letters  in  the 
Lpossible  style,  omitting  a  variety  of  fanciful/ 
B  that  had  heretofore  distinguished  his  work 


Uy,  during  the  era  of  this  happy  tran^forma- 
jt  Peter  ilovenden  came  to  visit  his  former  ap- 

1,  Owen,"  said  he,  "  I  am  glnd  to  hear  such 
iounts  of  you  from  all  quarters,  and  esjteciaUy 
!  town  clock  yonder,  which  spi^aka  in  your 
Itlation  every  hour  of  the  twenty-four.  Only 
er  of  your  nonsensical  trash  about  the 
,  which  1  nor  nobody  else,  nor  youraelf  to 

r  imdcrstand,  —  only,  free  yourself  of'  ^"'^^^ 
lyouT-SJicfiess  in  life  is  as  auxC:  aa  4»i*iu^v.    ~ 
roa  go  on  in  this  way,  1  a\io«14  cseitt  ->ieo.'»»«i 
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to  let  you  doctor  tliis  precious  old  wateb  i 

though,  except  ray  daughter  AnHie,  I  have- 1 

else  so  valuable:  in  the  world." 

■       "  I  should  hardly  dare  touch  it,  sir,"  replieil  Oi 

in  a  depressed  tone ;  fur^hu  was  weighed  down  by 

(  old  master's  jfJ^^T^P,.  V  *^''^"\  V"^  "ij-^iViiS" 

'       "  In  time,"  said  the  latter,  ~"  in  time,  you  wiU 

capable  of  it." 

The  old  watchmaker,  with  the  freedom  natui 
con3§4Ji£iit  Qn..hia  former  anthont^,  went  on  inaj 
ing  the  work  which  Owen  had  in  hand  at  the  mom 
together  with  other  matters  thatwei-e  in  progress. 
artist,  meanwhile,  could  scarcely  lift  his  head.  Tl 
was  nothing  so  antipoilal  to  his  nature  as  this  m 
cold,  unimaginative  sagacity,  by  eonta<!t  with  w] 
everytliing  was  converted  into  a  drcain  except 
deuaest  matter  of  the  physical  world.  Owen  gnu 
in  spint  and  pi-ayed  fervently  to  be  delivered  f 
him.   : .  "^  -i.^    A 

"  But  what  is  this  ?  "  cried  Peter  Hovcnden 
ruptly,  taking  up  a  dusty  hell  glass,  beneath  whwb 
jieared  a  nieclianical  aometliing,  as  delicate  and 
nute  as  the  system  of  a  butterfly's  anatomy.  "  M 
have  we  here  ?  Owen  I  Owen  !  there  is  witchcral 
these  little  chains,  and  wheels,  and  paddles,  ' 
with  one  pinch  of  my  finger  and  thumb  I  am  goiB 
deliver  you  from  all  futui-e  periL" 

"  For  Heaven's  sake."  screamed  Owen  Warl 
springing  up  with  wonderful  enei^,  "  as  yoii  w 
not  drive  me  mad,  do  not  touch  it !  ,  The  slightest  ] 
JUja_^_):our  finger  would  ruin  me  forever," 

"  Aha,  yoiiiig  man  1     And  is  it  bo?  "  said  the 
ffata-'hraaJier,  looking  at  b.m  ■with  y*^  enough  of  | 
ion.  to  torture  O^tenln  ««A."'^>aiW^ 
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^  worldly  criticism.     "  Well,  take  your  own  course ; 
I  warn  you  again  that  in  this  small  piece  of  mechan- 
ism lives  your  evil  Hpirit.     Shall  I  exorcise  him  ?  "  '  ■"'*A  -• 

"  You  are  my  evITapirit,"  answered  Owen,  much  ex- 
cited, —  "  you  and  the  hard,  coarse  world  I    The  leaden ''  ■  ^' 
thoughts  and  the  despondency  that  you  fling  upon  me  ■'-" 
are  my  clogs,  else  T  should  long  ago  have  achieved  the  ''']', 
task  that  I  was  created  for."  **■  - 

Peter  Hovenden  shook  his  head,  with  the  mixture  ot    J_ 
contempt  and  indignation  which  mankind,  of  whom  he 
Avaa  partly  a  representative,  decifi  themselves  entitled 
tn  feel  towards  all  siiripletons"'wh6 'seek  other  prizes^' 
than  the  dusty  one  along^-dieTiighway,     He  then  took^ 
his  leave,  with  an  upliftedfinger  and  a  sneer  upon  I: 
face  that  liaunted  the  artist's  dreams  for  many  a  n!^ 
afterwanla.    At  the  time  of  his  old  master's  visit,  OweO"  * 
was  probably  on  the  point  of  taking  up  the  relinquished 
task ;  but,  by  this  sinister  event,  he  ivaa  thrown  back 
.  into  tlie  state  whence  he  had  been  slowly  emerging. 
But  the  innate  tendency  of  his  soul  had  only  been 
mulating  fresh  vigor  during  its  apparent  sluggish- 
Aa  the  summer  advanced  he  almost  totally  re- 
tqniahed  his  business,  and  jtermitted  Father  Time,  so 
t  as  the  old  gentleman  was  represented  by  tlie  clocks 
1  watches   under   his   control,  to  stray  at  random 
igb  human  life,  making  infinite  confusion  among 
n  of   bewildered  hours.     lie  wasted  the  aun- 
s  people  said,  in  wandering  through  the  woods 
1  fields  and  along  the  banks  of  streams.    There,  like   , 
Veliild,  he  found  amusement  in  cliasing  butterflies  or 
ing  the  motions   of  water  insects.      There  was 
lething   truly    mysterious    in    the    intentneaa   "(dt^ 
bicli  he  wflteni/ilated  these  Uv\ng  ^iVa^ftmv^?.  ^■5>  "^f^^^ 
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taperisl  insect  whom  ha  had  imprisoned.     The  ehiuw 
'''   ^f  butterflies  was  an  apt  emblem  of  the  ideEj.jmr8mt  in 
which  he  had  spent  bo  many  golden  hours ;  but  wonlil 
tlie  l^eautiful  idea  ever  lie  yielded  to  his  hand  Uke  the 
buttei-fly  that  Bymbolized  it?'  Sweet,  doubtless,  were 
these  days,  and  congenial  to  the  artist's  soul.     They 
^^ '  were  full  of  bright  conceptions,  which  gleamed  through 
^Kffbis  intellectual  world  as  the  butterflies  gleamed  through 
^^Hthe  outward  atmosphere,  and  were  real  to  him,  for  the 
^H|  instant,  without  the   toil,  and  perplexity,  and  many 
^V I  disappointments  of  attemptiag  to  laake.thexB-Xisihie 
^B  I  to  the  sensual  eve.     Alas  that  the  artist,  whether  in 
yypoetry,  or  whatever  other  material,  may  not  content 
'  ■  himself  with  the  inward  enjoyment  of  the  beautiful, 
but  must  chase  the  flitting  mystery  beyond  the  verge 
^^  V  of  his  ethereal  domain,  and  crush  it*  frail  being  in 
^^^\eizing  it  with  a  matenal  grasp.     Owen  Warland  felt 
^^M  the  impulse  to  give  external  reality  to  his  ideas  as  ir- 
^■7  reaistibly  as  any  of  the  poets  or  painters  who  have  ar- 
rayed the  world  in  a  dimmer  and  fainter  beauty,  im- 
perfectly copied  from  the  ridmeas  of  their  visions. 

The  night  was  now  his  time  for  tlie  slow  progress  of 
re-ereating^he  one  idea  to  which  all  his  intellectual  on- 
tivity  rofeiTed  itself.  Always  at  the  approach  of  dusk 
he  stole  into  the  town,  locked  himself  within  his  shop, 

»and  wrought  with  patient  delicacy  of  touch  for  many 
hours.  Sometimes  he  was  startled  by  the  rap  of  the 
watchman,  who,  when  idl  the  world  should  be.ftslfwp. 
had  caught  the  gleam  of  lamplight  thi'ough  the  crevices 
of  Owen  Warland's  shutters.  Daylight,  to  the  morbid 
sensibility  of  his  mind,  seemed  to  have  an  intrusiveness 
that  interfered  with  his  pursmts.  On  cloudy  and  in- 
cJemen  t  days,  therefore,  he  &at  mt\i  tii  head  upon  his 
bands,  mufSing,  as  it  vierei^a  Ben&v^i.'je^i^^ts.vei  %^an 
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Df  inJefinite  musings  ;  for  it  was  a  relief  to_eacaM 
from  tte  sliar^i  distinctness  with  which  he  was  ocffi 
pelled  to  shape  out  his  thoughts  during  his  night!^ 
toil. 

From  one  of  these  fits  of  torpor  he  was  aroused  by 
the  entrance  of  Annie  Hovendeii,  who  came  Into  tlie 
shop  with  the  freedom  of  a  customer,  and  also  with 
something  of  the  familiarity  of  a  childish  friend.  She 
had  worn  a  hole  through  her^silver  thimble  J  and  wanted  \ 
Owen  to  repair  it.  ^  V  "■.  \  -    '■ 

"  But  I  don't  know  whether  you  will  condescend  to 
such  a  task,"  said  she,  laughing,  *'  now  that  you  are 
BO  taken  up  with  the  notion  of  putting  spirit  into  e 
chinery." 

"  Where  did  you  get  that  idea,  Annie  ?  "  said  Owi 
starting  in  surprise, 

"  Oh,  out  of  my  own  head,"  answered  she,  "  and  ' 
from  something  that  I  heard  you  say,  long  ago,  when 
you  were  but  a  boy  and  I  a  little  child.  But  come ; 
will  you  mend  this  poor  thimble  of  mine?" 

"  Anything  for  your  sake,  Annie,"  s^d  Owen  Wai 
land,  —  "  anything,  even  were  it  to  wprk  at  Itobf 
Danforth's  forge."      >•  ••■--,  -^      ,.  .  ^  .   ■ 

"  Antl  that  would  be  a  pretty  sight  1 "  retorted  i 
Die,  glancing  with  imperceptible  slightness  at  the  s 
ist'a  small  and  slender  frame.     "  Well ; 
thimble." 

"  But  that  is  a  sti'ange  idea  of  yours,"  said  Owi 
"  about  the  spij'itualizatton  of  matter." 

And  then  the  tbouglit  stole  into  his  mind  that  f 
young  girl  possessed  the  gift  to  comprehend  himi^ 
ler  th.in  all  the  world  liesides.     And  what  a  hj*  ^^_^ 
Strengtii  would  it  be  to  him  in  V\a  IwwsA-^  ^t«wiie&.  "uo 
toaJd  gain  the  8yiuj)athy  of  the  onW  \ievivi  ^ 


ju  are 

to  m^^^ 


iS-V^^^H 
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I  loved  !  To  persons  whose  pursuits  are  insulated  from 
"•  the  common  business  o£  life  —  who  are  either  in  air 
vance  of  miinkind  or  apart  from  it  —  there  often  cunies 
a  sensatidii  of  tuofal  cold  that  makes  the  spirit  shiver 

I  as  if  it  liad  reached  tlie  frozen  solitudes  arouud  the 
pole.  What  the  prophet,  the  poet,  the  reformer,  tha 
criminal,  or  any  other  man  with  hmnan  yearningH,  but 
separated  from  the  multitude  by  a  peculiar  lot,  miglit 
feel,  poor  Owen  felt. 
"  Annie,"  cried  he,  growing  pale  as  death  at  the 
thought,  "  how  gladly  would  I  tell  you  the  secret  of 
my  pursuit  1  You,  niethinks,  would  estimate  it  riglitly. 
You,  I  know,  would  hear  it  with  a  reverence  that  1 
must  not  expect  from  the  harsh,  material  world." 
I  "  Would  I  not?  to  he  sure  I  would ! "  replied  Annie 
'Hovenden,  lightly  laughing.  "Come;  explain  tow 
quickly  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  little  whirligig,  w 
delicately  wrought  that  it  might  be  a  playtliiug  for 
Queen  Mab.     See !  T  will  put  it  in  motion." 

I"  Hold  I  "  exclaimed  Owen,  "  hold  1 " 
Annie  had  but  given  the  slightest  possible  touch, 
with  the  point  of  a  needle,  to  the  same  minute  po> 
tion  of  complicated  maehinery  which  has  been  mort 
than  once  mentioned,  when  the  artist  seized  her  l^ 
the  wrist  with  a  force  that  made  her  scream  alonl- 
She  was  affrighted  at  the  convulsion  of  intense  tags 
and  anguish  that  writhed  across  his  features.     The 
next  instant  he  let  his  head  sink  upon  his  hands. 
"  Go,  Annie,"  miiniiui-ed  he :  ""  i  have  deceived  my- 
self, and  must  suffer  for  it.     I  yearned  for  sympathy, 
and  thought,  and  fancied,  and  dreamed  that  you  might 
give  it  me;  but  you  lack  the  talisman,  Annie,  that 
Bboald  admit  you  int«  !»■;}  Bec:ve\s..     Tbat  toueli  baa 
Mndone  the  toil  oi  monies  aiA  iba>i' 
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It  was  not  your  fault,  Annie ;  but  you  have  J 
ruined  me ! " 

Poor  Owen  Warland  I  He  had  indeed  erred,  yet  I 
jardonably;  for  if  any  human  spirit  could  have  suffi-r 
iiently  reverenced  the  processes  so  saered  in  his  eyes,  I 
t  luuat  have  been  a  woman's.  Even  Aimie  Hoven- 1 
len,  possibly,  might  not  have  disappointed  him  had  I 
ihe  been  enlightened  bjCtiie  deep  intelligence  of  lovej  J 

The  artist  spent  the  ensuing  winter  in  a  way  that  I 
latisfied  any  persons  wlio  had  hitherto  retained  a  f 
lopeful  opinion  of  him  that  he  was,  in  truth,  irrevo- 1 
lably  doomed  to  inutility  as  regarded  the  world,  and  V 
a  an  evil  destiny  on  his  own  part.  The  decease  of  1 
\  relative  had  put  him  iu  possession  of  a  small  in-  f 
leritance.  Thus  freed  from  tlie  necessity  of  toil,  and  I 
laving  lost  the  steadfast  influence  of  a  great  purpose,  I 
—  great,  at  least,  to  him,  —  he  abandoned  lumself  to  I 
labitB  from  which  it  might  liave  been  supposed  the  I 
nere  delicacy  of  his  organization  would  have  availed  I 
o  secare  him.  i  But  when  the  ethereal  portion  of  a  I 
nan  of  genius  is  obscured,  the  earthly  part  as^.umes  I 
bn  influence  the  more  uncontrollable,  because  the  char^  I 
icter  18  now  thrown  off  the  balance  to  which  Provi-  f 
[ence  ha^l  so  nicely  adjusted  it,  and  which,  in  coarser  I 
latures,  is  adjusted  by  some  other  method.  Owen  R 
iVarland  made  proof  of  whatever  show  of  bliss  may  D 
le  found  in  riot.  He  looked  at  the  world  tliTOUgh  the  1 
;olilen  medium  of  wine,  and  contejnplated  the  vision. 
Iiat  bubble  Up  so  gayly  around  the  brim  of  the  glass, 
lid  that  people  the  air  with  shapes  of  pleasant  mad- 
itiBs,  which  80  soon  grow  ghostly  and  forlorn.  Even 
rben  this  dismal  and  inevitable  chan^'^  \iSk&.  Xs^'^'^ 
ilsce,  the  yoimg  man  might  stil\  Inave  ccrev'a.'o.visA  '™ 
t  of  enchantments,  tkow^Vv  \ta  N^^ot  <& 
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[  but  ehroud  Ufe  in  gloom  and  fill  the  gloom  witli1_ 
I  tres  that  mocked  at  him.  There  was  a  certain  itfe- 
L^OTneneaa  of  spirit,  which,  Ijcing  real,  and  the  deepest 
p  sensation  of  which  the  artist  was  now  eonscious,  wsu 
>  more  intolerable  than  any  fantastic  miseries  and  lioN 
rors  that  the  abuse  of  wine  oould  summon  up.  In  the 
latter  case  he  could  remember,  even  out  of  the  midst 
t  of  Ilia  trouble,  that  all  was  but  a  delusion ;  in  the 
t  former,  the  heavy  anguish  was  his  actual  life. 

From  this  perilous  state  he  was  redeemed  by  an  in- 
cident which  more  than  one  person  witnessed,  but  of 
which  the  shrewdest  could  not  explain  or  conjecture 
^_  the  operation  ou  Owen  Warland's  mind.  It  was  very 
^^m  simple.  On  a  warm  afternoon  of  spring,  as  the  artist 
^H  sat  among  his  riotous  companions  with  a  glass  of  wine 
^Vi  before  him,  a  splendid  butterfly  flew  in  at  the  open 
^V  ^  window  and  fluttered  about  liis  head. 
^Km^  "  Ah,"  exclaimed  Owen,  who  had  drank  freely, 
^^L  *'  are  you  alive  again,  child  of  the  sun  and  playt 
^^K  of  the  summer  breeate,  after  your  dismal  winter's  a 
^^P^Xhen  it  is  time  for  me  f«  be  at  work  I " 
B^  And,  leaving  his  unemptied  glass  npon  the  1 
he  departed  and  was  never  known  to  sip  anotbep-i 
I  of  wine. 

And  now,  again,  he  resumed  his  wanderings  i 

woods  and  fields.     It  might  be  fancied  that  the  bright 

butterfly,  which  had  come  so  spirit-like  into  the  win- 

^^ .  dow  as  Owen  sat  with  the  rude  revellers,  was  ind^ 

^Hi  a  spirit  commissioned  to  recall  him  to  the  pure,  ideal 

^H ,  life  that  had  ao  etherealized  him  among  men.     It 

^B    might  be  fancied  that  be  went  forth  to  seek  this  spirit 

in  its  sunny  haunts  *,  foe  atilh  ^'*  in  tlie  summer  b' 

gone  by,  he  was  seen  to  ateii.  ^.en'i'j  mc^  -tfMwwjet  a   I 

tutterfiy  had  alighted,  aTii  \(«ftVaas«'^ 
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B  im- 


■Ban  of  it.     When  it  took  Right  his  eyes  followed  ti 
winged  vision,  aa  if  its  airy  track  would  show  tJie  path 
to  heaven.     But  what  could  be  the  purpose  of  the  un- 
seasouable  toil,  which  wa^  again  resumed,  as  the  watch*— 
man  knew  by  the  lines  of  lamplight  through  the  c 
iees  of  Owen  Warland's  shutters  ?     The  towns-peopl 
had  one  comprehensive  explanation  of  all  these  s' 
gularitiuB.      Owen   Warland  had  gone  mad  !      How  "" 
universally  efficacious  — ^ow    satisfactory,  too.   and,, 
soothing  to  the  injured  sensibility  of  narrowness  and  , 
dulness  —  is  this  easy  method  of  accounting  for  what- 
ever lies  beyond  the  world's  most  ordinary  scope  1 
From  St.  Paul's  days  down  to  our  poor  little  Artist— 
of  the  Beautiful,  tiie  same  talisman  had  been  applied 
to  the  elucidation  of  all  mysteries  in  the  words  i 
deeds  of  men  who  spoke  or  acted  too  wisely  or  t 
well.     In  Owen  Warland's  case  the  judgment  of  his ' 
towns-people  may  have  been  correct.     Perhaps  he  was 
mad.     The  lack  of  sympathy  —  that  contrast  betweeii  _ 
himself  and  his  neighbors  which  took  away  the  i 
Btraint  of  example  —  was  enough  to  make  him  so. 
possibly  he  had  caught  Just  so  much  of  ethereal  i 
diance  as  served  to  bewilder  him,  in  an  earthly  sensfl 
by  it«  intermixture  with  the  common  daylight. 

One  evening,  when  the  artist  had  returned  from 
cnstomary  ramble  and  had  just  thrown  the  lustre  of 
his  lamp  on  the  delieate  piece  of  work  so  often  inter- 
nipted,  but  still  taken  up  again,  as  if  his  fate  were 
embodied  in  its  mechanism,  he  was  surprised  by  the 
eutranoe  of  old  Peter  Hovenden.  Owen  never  met 
this  man  without  a  shrinking  of  the  heart.  Of  all  the 
world  he  was  most  tei-rible,  by  reason  of  a  keaNi  va^- 
dersfanilino*  which  saw  so  distmctiy  ■wWt  \t  &&.  ■♦«*- 

j^  disbelieved  so  imcomproimBmg\v  Vn.'wW^'**'^^ 


jtiat^^— 

•   tO^^ 

I  his' 

:  was 

ense^^l 
im  »^^^ 
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I  not  see.     On  this  occasion  tlie  old  watchmaker 
,  merely  a  gracious  word  or  two  to  say. 
"  Owen,  my  lad,"  said  he,  "  we  must  see  yoo 
bouse  to-morrow  night." 
The  artist  began  to  mutter  some  eotcuse. 
'      "  Oh,  but  it  must  be  so,"  quoth  Peter  HoV( 
'  '*  for  the  sake  of  the  days  when  you  were  one  of 
household.     What,  my  boy  I  don't  you  know  that  my 
I  daughter  Annie  is  engaged  to  Robert  Danforth  ?    We 
'are  making  an  entertainment,  in  our  humble  way,  to 
celebrate  the  event."  ^M 

"AhJ^"   said  Owen.  ^]H 

!_:  That  little  monosyllable  was  all  he  uttered ;  its  tt3 

seemed  cold  and  imconcemed  to  an  ear  like  Peter  Ho 
venden's ;  and  yet  there  was  in  it  the  stifled  outcry  of 
the  poor  artist's  heart,  which  he  compressed  within  him 
like  a  man  holding  down  an  evil  spirit.  One  slight 
outbreak,  however,  imperceptible  to  the  old  watch- 
maker, he  allowed  himself.  Raising  the  instrument, 
with  whi(.'h  he  was  about  to  begin  liis  work,  he  let  it 
fall  upon  the  little  system  of  machinery  that  had,  anew, 
cost  him  months  of  thought  and  toil.  It  was  shattered 
by  the  stroke ! 

Owen  Warland's  story  would  have  been  no  toI^erabU 
representation  of  the  troubled  life  of  those  who  st^ve 
to  create  the  beautiful,  if,  amid  all  other  thwartioj 
,iluences,  love  bad  not  interposed  to  steaJjhe  _cuiiiii 
from  his  han3',"'0^twa^dly~he^Iad  been  no  ardent 
enterprising  lover ;  the  career  of  his  passion  had 
fined  its  tumults  and  vicissitudes  so  entirely  withir 
artist's  imagination  that  Annife  herself  had  scare* 
more  than  a  woman's  intuitive  perception  of  it ;  bi 
in  Owen's  view,  it  covetei  ftift  NiVvftV  ¥u&\A  ot  hia 
Forgetful  of  the  time  vjWn.  aba  \ai  ^Mwm'' 
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^able  of  any  deep  response,  he  had  persisted  in  con- 
lectdng  all  his  dreams  of  artistical  success  with  Annie's 
mage  ;  she  was  the  visible  shape  in  which  the  spiritual 
power  that  he  worshipped,  and  on  whose  altar  he  hoped 
o  lay  a  not  unworthy  offering,  was  made  manifest  toi; 
im.  Of  eourse  he  had  deceived  himself ;  there  were) 
lO  such  attributes  in  Annie  Hoveuden  as  hia  imagin! 
ion  had  endowed  her  with.  She,  in  the  aspect  which 
he  wore  to  his  inward  vision,  was  as  much  a  creature 
f  his  own  as  the  mysterious  piece  of  mechanism  would  j 
>e  were  it  ever  realized.  Had  he  become  convinced  of 
is  mistake  through  the  mediimi  of  successful  love, 
lad  he  wou  Annie  to  his  bosom,  and  there  beheld  her. 
adc  from  angel  into  ordinary  woman,  —  the  disap-' 
ointment  might  have  driven  him  back,  with 
rated  energy,  ujwn  his  sole  remaining  object.  On  the 
ther  ha]wl,  had  ha  foiuid  Annie  what  he  fancied,  hia 
it  would  have  been  so  rich  in  beauty  that  out  of  its 
lere  redundancy  he  might  have  wrought  the  beantiful 
ato  many  a  worthier  type  than  he  had  toiled  for ;  butJ 
he  guise  in  which  his  sorrow  came  to  him,  the  senas' 
hat  the  angel  of  hia  life  had  been  snatched  away  and 
iven  to  a  rude  man  of  earth  and  iron,  who  could^ 
either  need  nor  appreciate  her  ministrations,  —  this 
ras  the  very  perversity  of  fate  that  makes  human  ex-; 
«t«nce  appear  too  absurd  and  contradictory  to  be  the' 
cene  of  one  other  hope  or  one  other  fear.  There  was 
Lothing  left  for  Owen  Warland  but  to  sit  down  like  a 
nan  that  had  been  stunned. 

'  •  Hn  TTTiit  through  a  fit  of  illnoss.  After  his  recovery 
tH  small  and  slender  frame  assumed  anobtoser  gar- 
ij  lire  of  flesh  than  it  had  ever  before  vtftY^.  Wis 
■  >jji  choek.'i  became  round ;  his  deUcate  \A\Sft  \i».tA>  ■* 
j^dti»'Jy  /as/iionod  to  acliievo  laiT^  ta^-'No^'^- 
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plumper  than  the  hand  of  a  thriving  infant. 

II   pect  had  a  childishnesii  such  as  might  have  induce 

'     stranger  to  pat  him  on  the  hea^l  —  pausing',  however.  ' 

in  the  act,  to  wonder  what  manner  of  child  was  hen, 

I  It-waa-aa4£4]ip  .spirit  Jiadjtone  otil.pf  him.  Igasjiigtlie 

(_body_  to-flaurish  in  a  aort  of  vegetoble  existence.    Not 

that  Owen  WaJlanrTwas  idioticT    H^TrCuIii  talk,  and 

,  not  irrationally.     Somewhat  of  a  babbler,  indeed,  diJ 

I   people  begin  to  think  him  ;  for  he  was  apt  to  disoooTSe 

I  at  wearisome  length  of  marvels  of  mechaniam  that  lie 

I  bad  read  about  in  books,  but  whieh  he  had  learned 

to  consider  as  absolutely  fabulous.     Among  them  lui 

eniunerated  the  Man  of  Brass,  constructed  by  Alberts 

Magnus,  and  the  Brazen  IIea<l  of  Friar  Ba*'on  ;  and, 

coming  down  to  latei'  times,  the  automata  of  a  lil^B  , 

coach  and  horses,  whiisb  it  was  pretended  liad  been 

manufactured  for  the  Dauphin  of  France ;  together 

with  an  insect  that  Imzzed  about  the  ear  like  a  living 

fly,  and  yet  wa»  but  a  contrivance  of  miniitA  Btul 

springs.     There  was  a  story,  too,  of  a  duck  tiiat  ym&r 

cUed,  and  quacked,  and  ate ;  though,  had  any  hmtcat 

citizen  purchased  it  for  dinner,  he  would  have  fmmd 

himself  cheated  with  the  mere  mechMiical  apparidiin 

of  a  duck. 

"  But  all  tliese  accounts,"  said  Owen  Warland,  "  I 

im  now  satisfied  are  mere  impositions." 

Then,  in  a  mysterious  way,  he  would  confess  tliat  he 

'  onoe  thought  differently.   In  his  idle  and  dreamy  duv* 

'  he  had  considered  it  possible,  in  a  certain  semte,  to 

spiritualize  machinery,  mid  to  combine  with  the  new 

species  of  life  and  motion  thus  produced  a  faeaut^'  that 

should  attain  to  the  ideal  which  Nature  has  propcmtnl  I 

to  iierself  in  all  ter  cteaitaiea,  \w.\j  Vaa  ^^m^x  talcGn 

^paina   to  realize.     He  aeeTOe4.% Vq-w-ct' 
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iSifitinct  perception  either  of  the  process  of  achieT- 
ig  thifl  object  or  of  the  design  itself. 
"I  have  thrown  it  all  aside  now,"  he  would  say. 
It  was  a  dream  such  as  young  men  are  always  mya- 
fying  themselves  with,    ^w  that  I  have  acgaired  [ 
little  common  sense,  it  makes  tne  laugh  to  think 

Ut-"  '  ,  .  \:. 

Poor,  poor  and  fallen  Owen  Warland !     These  were 
le  symptomH  that  he  had  ceased  to  he  an  inhabitant 
E  the  better  sphere  that  lies  unseen  around  us.     He 
ad  lost  his  faith  in  the  invisible,  and  now  prided  him- 
)lf,  as  such  imfortunateB  invariably  do,  in  the  wisdom 
hich  rejected  much  that  even  his  eye  cotdd  see,  and    '  I 
rusted  confidently  in  nothing  but  what  his  hand  could 
mob.     This  is  the  calamity  of  men  whose  spiritual  , 
art  diss  nut  of  them  and  leaves  the  grosser  under^  I 
andmg  to  assimilate  them  more  and  more  to  the 
lings  of  which  alone  it  eau  take  cognizance ;  but  in   ' 
Iwen  Warland  the  spirit  was  not  dead  nor  passed 
way ;  it  only  slept.  [  , 

How  it  awoke  again  is  not  recorded.  Perhaps  the  '  I 
irpid  slumber  was  broken  by  a  convulsive  pain.  Peiv 
aps,  as  in  a  former  instance,  the  butterfly  came  and 
overed  about  his  head  and  reinspired  him,  —  as  in- 
Bed  this  creature  of  the  sunshine  had  always  a  myste- 
xxuB  mission  for  the  artist,  —  reinspired  him  with  the 
nrner  purpose  of  his  life.  Whether  it  were  pain  or 
appiness  that  thrilled  through  his  veins,  his  first  im- 
olse  was  to  thank  Heaven  for  rendering  him  again 
ifi  being  of  thought,  imagination,  and  keenest  sensi- 
r  that  he  had  long  cea«ed  to  be. 
Tow  for  my  task,"  said  he.     "Never  did  I  feel 

ungth  for  it  as  now." 
wstivag  as  be  felt  bimBeUi  \i6  iiab  \&(»Xk^  Xn  "^"^ 
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1  the  more  diligently  by  an   ansiety  lest  d&a^  should 

I  surprise  him  in  the  midst  of  his  labors.     This  anxiety, 

^baps,  is  common  to  all  men  who  set  their  hearta 

^upon  anything  so  high,  in  their  own  view  of  it,  that 

life  becomes  of  importanee  only  as  eonditioaal  to  itB 

I  accompli slmient.  So  long  as  we  love  life  for  itself,  we 
V  seldom  dread  the  losing  it.  When  we  desire  life  far 
j  the  attainment  of  an  object,  we  recognize  the  frailtj  of 
I  its  texture.  But,  side  by  side  with  this  sense  of  inse- 
I  curity,  there  is  a  vital  faith  in  our  uividnerabilitj  to 
I  the  shaft  of  death  while  engaged  in  any  task  tluit 
I  seems  assigned  by  Providence  as  our  proper  thing  to 
'  do,  and  which  the  world  would  have  cause  to  monni 
for  irfiould  we  leave  it  unaccomplished.  CanthejJii^ 
losopher,  big  with  the  inspiration  of  an  idea  that  is  (a 
refonn  mankind,  believe  that  he  is  to  be  beckoned 
from  this  sensible  existence  at  the  very  instant  wben 
he  is  mustering  his  breath  to  speak  the  word  of  light? 
Should  he  perish  so,  the  weary  ages  may  pass  away  — 
the  world's,  whose  life  sand  may  fall,  drop  by  drop  — 
before  another  intellect  is  prepared  to  develop  the  tmtli 
that  might  have  been  uttered  then.  But  history  (tf- 
fords  many  an  example  where  the  most  precious  spirit, 
at  any  particular  epoch  manifested  in  human  shape, 
has  gone  hence  untimely,  without  space  allowed  him,  w 
far  as  mortal  judgment  could  discern,  to  perform  hii 
mission  on  the  earth.  The  prophet  dies,  and  the  man 
of  torpid  heart  and  sluggish  brain  Uvea  on.     The  poel 

^^  leaves  liis  song  half  sung,  or  finishes  it,  beyond  the 
scope  of  mortal  ears,  in  a  celestial  choir.  The  painter 
T—  as  Allston  did  —  leaves  half  his  conception  on  th« 
oanvas  to  sadden  us  with  its  unpeiiect  beauty,  mid 
gipea  to  picture  iortU  tlie  vjWVe,  \£  it  be  no  iiTuvenaii* 
■       to  aay  so,  in  theliuea  ol  Veasfcu.   ~%«&^^m«  " 
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^piete  designs  of  tUs  life  will  be  perfected  nowhere,  j 
his  so  frequL'Dt  abortion  of  man's  dearest  projeeta 
ust  be  taJten  as  a  proof  that  the  deeds^^earth,  howA 
■er  ethereaiized  by  piety~or  genius,  are  without  valjii 
:cept  as  exercises  and  niaiiife  stations  ol  thespirit. 
1  heaven,  all  ordinary  thought  is  higher  and  ciora  j 
elodious  than  Milton's  song.  Then,  would  be  add  I 
lother  verse  to  any  strain  that  he  had  left  unfinished  { 
»re?  N 

But  to  return  to  Owen  Warland.  It  was  his  fortune,  |u 
lod  or  ill,  to  achieve  the  purpose  of  his  life.  PaasQ 
s  over  a  long  spa^ie  of  intense  thought,  yearning  ef-f 
L  minute  toil,  and  wasting  anxiety,  succeeded  hy  a 
Kit  of  solitary  triumph :  let  all  this  be  imagined  ;|l 
len  behold  tlie  artist,  on  a  winter  evening,  seek-  J 
nittance  to  Robert  Danforth's  fijeaide  cirolfi. 
kere  he  found  the  man  of  iron,  with  his  massive  sub-  I 
ance  thoroughly  warmed  and  attempered  by  domes-  I 
i  influences.  And  there  was  Annie,  too,  now  trans-f  f 
rmed  into  a  matron,  witli  much  of  her  busband'sll 
ain  and  sturdy  nature,  but  imbued,  as  Owen  War- 1 
bd  BtiU  believed,  with  a  Ener  grace,  that  might  en&  I 

i IT  to  be  the    inteqjreter    between    strength  and  | 
F,     It  happened,  likewise,  that  old  Peter  Hoven- 
is  a  guest  this  evening  at  his  daughter's  fireside  , 
i  was  his  well-remembered  expression  of   keen,' 
ritifiism  that  first  encountered  ^e  artist's  glant-ej    j 
y  old  friend    Owen  !  "  cried  Robert^Danforth.M 
arting  up,  and  compressing  the  artist's  delicate  fin- 1 
rs  within  a  hand  that  was  accustomed  to  gripe  bars  I 
iron.     "  This  is  kind  aud  neighborly  to  come  to  us 
I  was  afraid  your  perpetual  motion  bad  be- 
i  you  out  of  the  remembi-antt  oi  t^i  'tnaes.r 

)  glad  to  see  you,"    said   AaaD^a,  ■«V^  ^ 
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blush  reddened  her  matronly  cheek.     "  It « 
a  friend  to  stay  from  us  so  long." 
""- -"Well,  Owen."  inquired  the  old  watchmaker j i 
first  greeting,  "  how  comes  on  the  bea^!^  ' 

you  created  it  at  last  ?  " 

Tlie  artist  did  not  immediately  reply,  beiB 
by  the  apparition  of  a  young  child  of  str 
was  tumbling  about  on  tlie  carpet, — a  little  persffi 
who  had  come  mystfirioualy  out  of  the  infinite; 
with  something  so  sturdy  and  real  in  his  compoB 
that  he  seemed  moulded  out  of  the  densest  sutuli 
which  earth  could  supply.  This  hopeful  infant  cw 
towards  the  new-comer,  and  setting  himself  on 
as  Robert  Danforth  expressed  the  posture,  stare 
Owen  with  a  look  of  such  sagacious  observation 
the  mother  could  not  help  exchanging  a  prond  gl 
with  her  husband.  But  the  artist  was  disturbed  Ir 
child's  look,  as  imagining  a  resemblance  betwet 
and  Pet«r  Hovenden's  habitual  expression-  He  e 
have  fancied  that  the  old  watchmaker  was  oompH 
into  this  baby  shape,  and  looking  out  of  thoae  1 
eyes,  and  repeating,  as  he  now  did,  the  malicious  < 
tion:  — 

"  The  beautiful,  Owen !  How  comes  on  the  t 
tifiil?  Have  you  succeeded  in  creating  the  be 
ful?" 

"  I  have  succeeded,"  repUed  the  artist,  with  a 
raentary  light  of  triiunph  in  his  eyes  and  a  snail 
sunshine,  yet  steeped  in  such  depth  of  tliought  tb 
was  almost  sadness.  "  Yes,  my  friends,  it  is  the  tl 
I  have  succeeded." 

"  Indeed  1 "  cried  Annie,  a  look  of  maiden  mirii 
Bess  peeping  out  ot  Wt  tace  ^i^aiai. 

to  inquire  wliat  tiie  Betite.^\at''"5 
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Surely  ;  it  is  to  disclose  it  that  I  have  come,"  as-^ 
■fwered  Owen  Warland.  "  You  ahall  know,  and  see,  J 
and  touch,  and  possess  the  secret!  For,  Annie,  —  if  J 
by  that  name  I  may  still  address  the  friend  of  my  boy- 
ish years,  —  Annie,  it  is  for  your  bridal  gift  that  I  ' 
have  wrought  tliis  spiritualized  mechanism,  this  har- 
mony of  motion,  this  mystery  of  beauty.  It  comes  late,  ■  >  i 
indeed ;  but  it  is  as  we  go  onward  in  life,  when  objects 
begin  to  lose  their  freshness  of  hue  and  our  souls  their, 
delicacy  of  perception,  that  the  spirit  of  beauty  is  most 
needed.  If,  —  forgive  me,  Annie,  —  if  you  know  hoW 
to  value  this  gift,  it  can  never  come  too  late," 

He  produced,  aa  he  spoke,  what  seemed  a  jewel  box.    '   ' 
It  was  carved  richly  out  of  ebony  by  his  own  hand,~a£d 
inlaid  with  a  fanciful  tracery  of  pearl,  representing  a 
boy  in  pursuit  of  a  butterfly,  which,  elsewhere,  had  be- 
come a  winged    spirit,  and  was    flying   heavenward  ;i  t     '' 
wliile  the  boy,  or  youtli,  had  foimd  such  efficacy  in  his  *"      ; 
strong  desire  that  he  ascended  from  earth  to  cloud, 
and  from  cloud  to   celestial   atmosphere,  to  win  the.' 
beautiful.     This  case  of  ebony  the  artist  opened,  and 
bade  Annie  place  her  finger  on  its  edge.     She  did  so, 
but  almost  screamed  as  a  butterfly  fluttered  forth,  and, 
ajighting  on  her  finger's  tip,  sat  waving  the  ample  mag- 
tkiiiccnce  of  its  £urple  and  gold-speckled  wings,  as  if  in  - 
Mclude  to  a  flight.      It  is   impossible  to  express  by         ' 
»ords  the  glory,  the  splendor,  the  deUcate  goi^ous- 
lesa  which  were  softened  into  the  beauty  of  this  oh- 
t  it.     Nature's  ideal  butterfly  was  here  realized  in  all  ^^M 
'  -  perfection  ;  not  in  the  pattern  of  such  faded  insects  ^^| 
'      Hit  among  earthly  flowers,  but  of  those  which  hover  ^^| 
loss  the  meads  of  paradise  for  child-angels  and  the 
I'ldta  of  departed  infants  to  diapott  ftiaiaa^iw. ■'«'i&*^- 
itmtiebdowu  was  visible  upon  iteNraig,a»^2t»^^**^****" 
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its  eyes  seemed  instinct  with  spirit.  The  fiieliglit 
^glimmered  around  this  wonder  —  the  candles  gleamed 
upon  it ;  Lut  it  glistened  apparently  by  its  own  ladi-  f 
ance,  and  ilhuuiniited  the  finger  and  oiitstrutclied  huid 
on  which  it  rested  with  a  whit«  gl^am  like  that  of  pre- 
cious stones.  In  its  perfect  beauty,  the  consideration 
of  size  was  entirely  lost.  Had  its  wings  oveireadied 
I  the  lirm^iient,  the  mind  could  not  have  been  man 
1  filled  or  satisfied. 

*'  Beautiful  I  beautiful  I "  exclaimed  Annie.  "  la  it 
alive?     Is  it  alive?  " 

.\"  Alive  ?  To  be  sure  it  is,"  answered  hef-haaband. 
"  Do  you  suppose  any  mortal  has  sHll  enough  to 
make  a  butterfly,  or  would  put  himself  to  the  trouble 
of  making  one,  when  any  ehild  may  catch  a  score  of 
them  in  a  summer's  afternoon  ?  Alive  ?  Certainly  I 
But  this  pretty  box  is  undouatedly  of  our  bieai 
I  Owen's  manufacture ;  and  really  it  does  him  credit." 

At  this  moment  the  butterfly  waved  its  wings  anew, 
with  a  motion  so  absolutely  lifelike  that  Annie  Wiu 
startled,  and  even  awestricken ;  for,  in  splt«  of  her 
husband's  opinion,  she  could  not  satisfy  herself 
whether  it  was  indeed  a  living  creature  or  a  piece  of 
wondrous  mechanism. 

"Is  it  alive?"  she  repeated,  more  earnestly  than 
before. 
.      "  Judge  for  yourself,"  said  Owen  Warland,  wk) 
I  stood  gazing  in  her  face  with  fixed  attention. 

The  butterfly  now  flung  itself  upon  the  air,  fluttereil 
round  Annie's  head,  and  soared  into  a  distant  uglrtB 
of  the  parlor,  still  making  itself  perceptiViU'   t/>  sliclit 
by  the  starry  gleam  in  which  the  motion  ^i    1  ■  -     . 
enveloped  it.      The  iniaat  oii  tW  tioor  1^ 
course   with  hia  sagacioiAs  \itfifc  ft^ea.     -■* 
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le  room,  it  returned  in  a  spiral  curve  and  set- 
on  Annie's  finger. 

)  it  alive  ? "  exclaimed  she  again ;  and  the 

which  tlie  gorgeous  mystery  bad  alighted 

tremulous  that  the  butterfly  wa,s  forced  to  bal- 

bimself  with  his  wings.     "  Tell  me  if  it  be  alive, 

nther  you  created  it." 

Hierefore  ask  who  created  it,  so  it  be  beautiful?  " 
S^Owen  Warland.     "  Alive  ?     Yea,  Annie ;   it  1 
Kll  be  said  to  possess  life,  for  it  has  absorbed 
ia  being  into  itself;  and  in  the  secret  of  that 
ifly,  and  in  its  beauty,  —  whicli  is  not  merely  ' 
Ird,  but  deep  as  its  whole  system,  —  is  repre- 
B  the  intellect,  the  imagination,  the  sensibility, 
ptd  of  an  Artist  of  the .  Be&utif  ul  I     Yes;  I  ere-    . 
But  "  —  and  here  his  countenanoe  somewhat  \' 
"  this  butterfly  is_not  now  to  me  wliat  it  '  \ 
I  beheld  it  afar  off  in  the  Jaydreainsof my 

B  it  what  it  may,  it  is  a  pretty  plaything."  ssud  ^ 
Ikujksniith,  grinning  with  childlike  delight.     "  I T 
ir  whether  it  would  condescend  to  alight  on  Buch\  J 
uk  clumsy  finger  aa   mine?      Hold  it  hither,    ' 

raie  artist's  direction,  Annie  touched  her  finger's 
Mhat  of  her  husband ;  and,  after  a  momentary 
frthe  butterfly  fliittered  fi-om  one  to  the  other.  It 
nd  a  second  flight  by  a  similar,  yet  not  precisely 
pie,  waving  of  wings  as  in  the  first  experiment ; 
Bksceuding  from  the  blacksmith's  stalwart  finger, 
nn  a  gradually  enlarging  curve  to  the  ceiling, 
^n  wide  sweep  around  the  room,  and  returned 
Hgndulating  movement  to  tW  -^vnX.  -m^usoka  ^"^ 
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«'  WeJl,  that  does  beat  all  nature  I  " 
Dgnforth,  bestowing;  the  heartiest  praise 
find  expression  for ;  and,  indeed,  had  he  paused  ' 
a  man  of  finer  worda  and  nicer  perception  coul 
eaeily  have  said  more.    "  That  goes  beyond  me, 
Wfess.     But  what  then  ?     There  is  more  real  use 
'7  downright  blow  of  my   sledge  hammer  than 
\  whole   five   years'  labor  that  our   friend  Owei 
I  \rasted  on  this  butterfly." 

Here  the  child  clapped  his  hands  and  made  a 
babble  of  indistinct  utt«rajiee,  apparently  dema) 
that  tlie  butterfly  should  be  given  him  for  a 
thing. 

Oweu  Warland,   meanwhile,  glanced   sideloii 

Annie,  to  discover  whether  she  sympathized  ii 

husband's  estimate  of  the  comparative  value  ol 

beautifid  and  the  practical.     There  was.  amid  al 

kindness  towards  himself,  amid  all  the  wondsi 

admiration  with  which  she  contemplated  the  ml 

Ions  work  of  his  hands  and  incarnation  of  his  id 

secret  scorn — too  secret,  perhaps,  for  her  own 

Bciousness,  and  perceptible  only  to  such  intuitivi 

cemment  as  that  of  the  artist.     But  Owen,  in  thi 

/■  ter  stages  of  his  pursuit,  had  risen  out  of  the  regi 

,   winch  such  a  discovery  might  have  been  torture, 

'     knew  that  the  world,  and  Annie  as  the  repi-escBl 

*,  of   the   world,  whatever   praise  might  be  best" 

'could  never  say  the  fitting  word  uorfeeLthe  i 

sentiment  wliieli  should  be  the  perfect  recompen 

an  artist  who,  sjTiibolizing  a  lofty  moral  by  a  ma 

trifle,  — converting  what  was  earthly  to  spiritual 

' —  had  won  the  beautiful  into  bia  handiworic     I 

this  latest  moment  was  \ib  to  \ftaii\\  fta.\.  ^Sia  tern 

high  performance  must  \», 
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t  in  vain.  There  was,  however,  a  view  of  tltS^H 
natter  which  Annie  and  her  husband,  and  even  Petee^^f 
tlovendoQ,  might  fully  have  understood,  and  which  ^^| 
irould  have  satisfied  them  that  the  toil  of  years  had  ^^ 
lere  been  woi-tliily  bestowed,  Owen  Warland  might 
lave  told  them  that  this  butterfly,  tliia  plaything,  this 
>ridal  gift  of  a  poor  watchmaker  to  a  blacksmith's  '^_ 
vife,  was,  ia  truth,  a  gem  of  art  that  a  monarch  ^H 
ffould  have  purchased  with  honors  and  abundant^^^ 
wealth,  and  have  treasured  it  among  the  jewels  *)£ ^^| 
lis  kingdom  as  the  most  imique  and  wondrous  of^^| 
hem  all,  But  the  artist  smiled  and  kept  the  secret^^f 
;o  himself.      '  ■.■        .    >-V'-    .-A  ^B 

"  Father,"  said  Annie,  thinking  that  a  word  of 
jraiae  from  the  old  watchmaker  might  gratify  his  for- 
ner  apprentice,  "  do  come  and  admire  this  pretty  but-  ^^ 

«rfly-"  ...  ^1 

"  Let  us  see,"  said  Peter  Hovenden,  rising  from  hi»^^| 
:liair,  with  a  sneer  upon  Ms  face  that  always  made  ^^ 
|)eople  doubt,  as^e  himself  did,  in  everything  but  a 
material  existence.   "Here  is  my  finger  for  it  to  alight 
ipon.     I  shall  understand  it  better  when  once  I  have  _ 
bouched  it." 

But,  to  the  increased  astonishment  of  Annie,  whei 
the  tip  of  her  father's  finger  was  pressed  against  thai 
>f  her  husband,  on  which  the  buttei'fty  still  rested,  th^ 
insect  drooped  its  wings  and  seemed  on  tlie  point  o^ 
falling  to  the  floor.  Even  the  bright  spots  of  gold  f 
upon  its  wings  and  body,  unless  her  eyes  deceived  her, 
grew  dim,  and  tlie  glowing  purple  took  a  dusky  hue, 
and  the  starry  lustre  that  gleamed  around  the  black- 
BUiith's  hand  became  faint  and  vanished, 

"  It  is  dying'  I  it  ia  dying  I  "  cried  KivaVe^  m  a\».Ts^.     v 

"Jt  bus  been  delicately   m-ought,"  asAA  '^le.  W^"*^ 
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I'' 
ealinly.  "  Xjt-I  told  you,  it  has  imltibed  a  spiritnal  e» 
Bence  —  call  it  magnetiam,  or  what  you  will.  In  an 
atmosphere  of  doubt  and  mockery  its  exquisite  aiift- 
ceptJbility  suffers  torture,  as  does  the  soul  of  him  win 
instilled  his  own  lifu  into  it.  It  has  already  lost  its 
beauty ;  in  a  few  moments  more  its  mechanism  wonld 
be  irreparably  injured." 
"  Take  away  your  hand,  father !  "  entreated  Amiie, 
k  turuiiig  pale.  "  Here  is  my  child ;  let  it  rest  on  Im 
innocent  hand.  There,  perhaps,  its  life  will  revive 
(and  its  colors  grow  brighter  than  ever." 
I  Her  fatlier,  with  an  acrid  smile,  withdrew  His  finger. 
The  butterfly  then  appeared  to  recover  the  power  of 
voluntary  motion,  whUe  its  hues  assumed  much  of  their 
original  lustre,  and  the  gleam  of  starlight,  which  waa 
its  most  ethereal  atti-ibute.  again  formed  a  halo  ntuml 
about  it.  At  first,  when  transferred  from  Robert  Dm- 
forth's  hand  to  the  small  finger  of  thejihild,  this  radi- 

tance_^ew  so  powerful  that  it  positively  threw  the  little 
I  feUow'3~sHa3ow~Back  against  the  wall.  He,  mean' 
while,  e>:tended  his  plump  hand  as  he  had  seen  his 
father  and  mother  do,  and  watched  the  waving  of  the 
insect's  wings  with  infantine  delight.  Neverthele**, 
there  was  a  certain  odd  expression  of  sagacity  that 
made  Owen  Warland  feel  as  if  here  were  old  Peter 
Hovenden, ^rtially,  and  but  partiallj^redeemed  from 
his  hard  scepticism  mltrGhildish  faith.     ^  ^ 

"  How  wise  the  little  monltey  looks  I "   whispered 

^Kobert  Danforth  to  his  wife. 
I.     "I  never  saw  such  a  look  on  a  child's  face,"  an- 
swered Annie,  admiring  her  own  infant,  and  with  g«W 
reason,  tar  more  tfewi-the .artistic  butterfly.     "The 
darliag  knows  more  oi  the  ra-j&VievY  'Oasii.'sft  •L.i." 
^^      4a  if  the  butterfty,  IVka  Oie  1M:^A!^,■>l  ' 
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ing  not  entirely  ■congenial  iu  the  chUd'a  nature, 
lately  aparklcd  and  grew  dim-     At  length  it 
the  small  hand  of  the  infant  with  an  aity 
that  seemed  to  bear  it  upward  without  an  efEort, 
ethereal  instincts  with  which  its  master's  spirit   | 
mdowed  it  impelled  this  fmr  vision  involuntarily    ' 
3ligher  sphere.     Had  there  been  no  obstruction ,\ 
bt  haYe_8oared  into  thesty  and  grown  jmrnoEtaL/'^ 
V  lustre  gleamed  upon  the  ceiling  ;  the  exquisite 
I  of  its  wings  brushed  against  that  earthly  xaa- 
and  a  sparkle  or  two,  as  of  Stardust,  floated 
(ird  and  lay  glimmering  on  the  caqiet.     Thea 
tterfly  came  fluttering  down,  and,  instead  of  re- 
j  to  the  infant,  was  apparently  attracte<l  towards    | 
^t's  hand.  I 

It  sol   not  so!"  murmured  Owen  Wariand.  as    ' 
handiwork  could  have  understood  him.     "  Thou   , 
lae  forth  out  of  thy  master's  heart.     There  is  no 
\  for  thee." 

Ill)  a  wavering  movement,  and  emitting  a  tremu- 
iadiance,  the  huttorfly  struggled,  as  it  were,  tow- 
tbe  infant,  and  was  about  to  alight  upon  his 
J  but  while  it  still  hovered  in  the  air,  the  little 
I  Btrength,  with  his  grandsire's  sharp  and  shrewd 
non  in  his  face,  made  a  snatch  at  the  marvellous 
^d  compressed  it  in  his  hand.  Annie  screamed, 
ieter  Hovenden  burst  into  a .  cold  and  scornful 
The  blacksmith,  by  main  lorce,  unclosed  the 
hand,  and  found  wrQun~t^e  palm  a  small  heap 
ig  fragments,  whence  the  mystery  of  beauty 
forever.  And  as  for  Owen  Wariand,  he 
placidly  at  what  seemed  the  ruin  of  Ins  life's 
~  which  was  yet  no  ruin.  He  UatV  c3.-o^V  ^ 
butterBy  than  this.     'VfUeii  \Ve  artSssN. 
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Lig'h  enough  to  achieve  the  beautiful,  the  symbol  bf,  I 
which  he  made  it  perceptible  to  mortal  senses  became;  | 
of  little  value  in  his  eyes  while  his  spirit  possessed  itr'  j 
self  in  tlie  enjoyment  of  the  reality. 


A  VIRTUOSO'S  COLLECTION. 

E  other  ctay,  having  a  leisure  hour  at  my  disposal,  ] 
iepped  into  a  new  muaeuna,  to  which  my  notice  waa  i 
lasually  drawn  by  a  small  and  unobtrusive  sign :  "  To  J 

JB    SEEN   HERE,    A   ViRTUOBO'S    COLLECTION."       Such  J 

vaa  the  simple,  yet  pot  altogether  unpromising,  an-  T 
louncement  that  turned  my  steps  aside  for  a  little  J 
^hile  from  the  sunny  sidewalk  of  our  principal  thor- 1 
lughfare.  Mounting  a  sombre  staircase,  I  pushed  opea  I 
i  door  at  its  summit,  and  found  myself  in  the  pres-  I 
ince  of  a  person,  who  mentioned  the  moderate  sum  thai;  1 
vould  entitle  me  to  admittance. 

"  Three   shillings,  Massachusetts   tenor," 
'  No,  I  mean  half  a  dollar,  as  you  reckon  in  these  I 
lays." 

While  searching  my  pocket  for  the  coin  I  glanced 
it  the  doorkeeper,  the  marked  character  and  individnal- 
ty  of  whose  aspect  encouraged  me  to  expect  aomethiag 
lot  quite  in  the  ordinary  way.  lie  wore  an  old-fash~ 
oned  greatcoat,  much  faded,  within  wliich  his  meagre 
person  was  so  completely  enveloped  that  the  rest  of  hia  . 
ittire  was  undistinguishable.  But  his  visage  was  r&- 1 
narkably  wind-Sushed,  sunl>umt,  and  weather-worn,  J 
ind  had  a  most  unquiet,  nervous,  and  apprehensive  ' 
jxpression.  It  seemed  as  if  this  man  had  some  all-ini- 
[Kirtant  object  in  view,  some  point  of  deepest  intfreat 
M  be  decided,  some  momentous  question  to  ask,  mi^hb  ^ 
he  but  hope  tor  a  reply.  As  it  waa  <4N\&enX,V 
bail eoaid  have  notliing  to  do  mt\\\iia"5'cvf^^^ 


e 
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I  passed  through  an  open  doorway,  whioli  admitted  ms 
into  the  extenaive  hall  of  the  museum. 

Directly  in  front  of  the  portal  was  tlie  bronze  statDB 
of  a  youth  with  winged  feet.  He  was  represented  in 
the  act  of  flitting  away  from  earth,  yet  wore  such  i 
look  of  earnest  invitation  that  it  impressed  me  like  > 
aiimnions  to  enter  the  hall. 

"It  is  the  original  statue  of  Opportunity,  by  the  an- 
cient sculptor  Lysippua,"  said  a  gentleman  who  now 
I  approached  me.     "  I  place  it  at  the  entrance  of  my 
■  J  museum,  because  it  is  not  at  all  times  that  one  om 
I '  gain  admittance  to  such  a  collection." 

The  speaker  was  a  middle-aged  person,  of  whom  it 
)  was  not  easy  to  determine  whether  he  had  spent  liis 
1 1  life  as  a  scholar  or  as  a  man  of  action;  in  trutli,  ill 
outward  and  obvious  peculiarities  had  been  worn  away 
by  an  ejctensive  and  promiscuous  intepcourse  witli  tha 
I   world.     There  was  no  mark  about  him  of  profession, 
individual  habits,  or  scarcely  of  country  ;  although  his 
dark  complexion  and  high  features  nia^ile  ine  conjec- 
ture that  he  was  a  native  of  some  southern  clime  of 
Europe.     At  all  events,  he  was  evidently  the  virtuoso 
in  person. 

"  With  your  permission,"  said  he,  "  as  we  have  no 
descriptive  catalogue,  I  will  accompany  you  through 
the  museum  and  point  out  whatever  may  be  tnost 
worthy  of  attention.  In  the  first  place,  here  is  a 
choice  collection  of  stuffed  animals." 

Nearest  the  door  stood  the  outwai'd  semblance  of  il 
wolf,  exquisitely  prepared,  it  is  true,  and  showing  a 
very  wolfish  fierceness  in  the  large  glass  eyes  which 
were  inserted  into  its  wild  and  crafty  head.  Still  it 
was  merely  the  skin  oi  a  vjo\l,  mxXi  at^ia-a^^Ri  ^stin 
ffuhh  it  from  other  indi\ii\wis  eft  "Coa.^-  \iAo\i' 
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does  thia  animal  deserve  a  place  in  your  col- 
inquired  I. 

the  wolf  that  devoured  Little  Red  Riding- 
nswered  the  virtuoso;  "and  by  liis  side  — 
tilder  and  more  matronly  look,  as  yon  per- 
itanda  the  she-wolf  that  suckled  Romulus  and 

indeed  I  "  exclaimed  I.     "  And  what  lovely 

ibis  with  the  suow-white  ftee«e,  which  seema 
delicate  a  texture  as  innocence  itself  ?  " 

kinks  you  have  but  carelessly  read  Spenser," 
'  guide,  "or  you  would  at  once  recognize  the 
;e  lamb '  which  Una  led.  But  I  set  no  great 
n  tlifl  lamb.  The  next  specimen  is  better 
notice." 

1 "  cried  I,  "  thia  strange  animal,  with  the 
i  of  an  ox  upon  tlie  body  of  a  white  horse  ? 

posdble  to  suppose  it,  I  should  say  that  this 

binder's  steed  Bucephalus," 

same,"  said  the  virtuoso.      "  And  can  yon 

give  a  name  to  the  famous  charger  that  stands 

m?" 

o  the  renowned  Bucephalus  stood  the  mere 
of  a  horse,  with  the  white  bones  peeping 

hia  ill-conditioned  hide ;  but,  if  my  heart  had 

(fid  towards  that  pitiful  anatomy,  I  might  as 
quitted  the  museiim  at  once,     Its  rarities 

lieen  collected  with  pain  and  torn  from  the  four 

fii  the  earth,  and  from  the  depths  of  the  sea, 
the  palaces  and  sepulchres  of  ages,  for  those 

A  mistake  this  illustrious  steed. 

tSosinante ! "  exclaimed  I,  with  enthusiasm. 
»  it  proved.     My  admiratrLon  ioi  Vftfc  ■asJ'^isi 
\t  horse  caused  me  to  g\^  '~ 
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eat  at  the  other  aniinals,  although  many  of  tiiem  miglit 
have  deserved  the  notice  of  Cuvier  himself.     Thwa 
waa  the  donkey  which  Peter  Bell  cudgelled  ho  Bomidlv, 
and  a  brother  of  the  same  species  who  had  suffered 
a  aimilar  infliction  from  the  ancient  prophet  Balaam. 
Some  doubts  were  entertained,  however,  as  to  the  au- 
thenticity of  the  latter  beast.     My  giiide  pointed  imt 
the  venerable  Argns,  that  faithful  dog  of  Ulysses,  ani 
also  another  dog  (for  so  the  skin  bespoke  it),  whiclii 
though  imperfectly  preserved,  seemed  once  to  hats 
had  three  heads.     It  was  Cerberus.     1  was  con3ider» 
bly  auiused  at  detecting  in  an  obscure  comer  the  fdi 
that  became  so  famous  by  the  loss  of  his  tail.     Then 
were  several  stuffed  cats,  which,  as  a  dear  lover  of  thst 
comfortable  beast,  attracted  my  affectionate  rcganls. 
One  was  Dr.  Johnson's  cat  Hodge  ;  and  in  the  fasa 
row  stood  the  favorite  cats  of  Mahomet,  Gray,  ud 
Walter  Scott,  together  with  Puss  in  Boots,  at^  a  catt 
of  very  noble  aspect  who  had  once  been  a  deity  of  no- 1 
cient  Egypt.     Byron's  tame  bear  came  next.     I  wwA 
not  forget  to  mention  the  Erymantheau  boar,  the  ^a 
of  St.  George'Bdragon,and  that  of  the  serpent  Python; 
and  another  shin  with  beautifully  variegated   hues, 
supposed  to  have  been  the  garment  of  the  "  spirited 
sly  snake"  which  tempted  Eve.     Against  the  walls 
were  suspended  tlie  boms  of  tlie  stag  that  Shakespear* 
shot ;  and  on  the  floor  lay  the  ponderous  shell  of  the 
tortoise  which  fell  upon  the  head  of  ^schylns.     In 
one  row,  as  natural  as  life,  stood  the  sacred  hull  Apii, 
the  "  cow  with  the  crumpled  horn,"  and  a  veiy  wiU- 
looking  young  heifer,  which  I  guessed  to  be  the  cow 
that  jumped  over  the  moon.     She  was  probably  killed 
by  the  rapidity  oi  \ier  iftwent,     Kt,  \  \Mnwd  awaf, 

my  eyes   fell  upon  an  mAftsoTfti^i^ 

jJroved  to  be  a  griffin. 
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[  look  in  vain,"  observed  I,  "  for  the  akin  of  an 
mal  wliieh  might  well  deserve  the  closest  study  of  ^ 
laturalist  —  the  -winged  horse,  Pegasus." 
'  He  is  not  yet  dead,"  replied  the  virtuoso ;  "  but 
is  so  hard  ridden  by  many  young  gentlemen  of  the 
f  that  I  hope  soon  to  add  his  skin  and  skeleton  to 
■  oolleotion." 

We  now  passed  to  the  next  alcove  of  the  haU,  in 
ieh  waa  a  multitude  of  stuffed  birds.     They  were 
Ty  prettily  arranged,  some  upon  the  branches  of 
es,  others  brooding   upon   nests,  and   others   aus- 
nded  by  wires  so  artificially  that  they  seemed  in  tha 
ry  act  of  flight.     Among  them  was  a  white  dove, 
til  a  withered  branch  of  olive  leaves  in  her  mouth. 
"Can  this  be  the  very  dove,"  inquired  I,  "that 
3ught  the  message  of  peace  and  hope  to  the  tempest- 
ftten  passengers  of  the  ark  ?  " 
"  Even  so,"  said  ray  companion. 
"And  this  raven,  I  suppose,"  continued  I,  "is  the 
me  that  fed  Elijah  in  the  wilderness." 
"  The  raven  ?    No,"  said  the  virtuoso ;  "  it  is  a  bird 
modem  date.    He  belonged  to  one  Bamaby  Rudge ; 
d  many  people  fancied  that  the  devil  himself  was 
Bguiaed  under  his  sable  plumage.     But  poor  Grip 
a  drawn  his  last  eork,  and  has  been  forced  to  '  say 
B  '  at  last.     This  other  raven,  hardly  less  curious,  ia 
at  in  whieh  the  soul  of  King  George  I.  revisited  his 
ly  love,  the  Duchess  of  Kendall." 
My  guide  next  pointed  out  Minerva's  owl  and  the 
ilture  that  preyed  upon  the  liver  of  Prometheus, 
here  was  likewise   the   sacred  ibis  of  Egypt,  and 
le  of  the  Styraphalides  which  Hercules  shot  iix  hi*. 
Kth  labor.     Shelley's  skylark,  Brya.n.t%  ■wis.XKtA.wA, 
jBDii  &om  the  belfry  of  tke  0\4  Scrafia^^^aiS^ 
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preserved  by  N.  P.  Willis,  were  placed  on  t 
perch.  I  could  not  but  shudder  on  beholding  Cole- 
ridge's albatross,  transfixed  with  the  Ancient  Mariner'!  I 
cross-bow  shaft.  Beside  this  bbd  of  awful  poesy  stood 
a  gray  goose  of  very  ordinary  aspect. 

"  Stuffed  goose  ia  no  such  rarity,"  observed  I.  "  Wlj 
do  you  preserve  such  a  specimen  in  your  muaeuiQ?" 

'*  It  is  one  of  the  flock  whose  cackling  saved  tbe 
Soman  Capitol,"  answered  the  virtuoso,  "  iAxfj 
geese  have  cackled  and  hissed  both  before  and  aitee; 
but  none,  like  these,  liave  clamored  themselves  in* 
immortality." 

There  seemed  to  he  little  else  that  demanded  notiu 
in  this  department  of  the  museum,  unless  we  exoe^it  • 
Robinson  Crusoe's  parrot,  a  live  phoenix,  a  foo6eu 
bird  of  paradise,  and  a  splendid  peacock,  suppoMd 
to  be  tbe  same  that  once  tx)ntained  the  soul  of  Py- 
thagoras. I  therefore  passed  to  the  next  alcove,  tlie 
shelves  of  which  were  covered  with  a  miscellaneoiu 
collection  of  curiosities  such  as  are  usually  faund  in 
similar  establishments.  One  of  the  first  things  that 
took  my  eye  was  a  strange-looking  cap,  woven  of  sopu: 
substance  that  appeared  to  be  neither  woollen,  cotton, 
nor  linen. 

"  Is  this  a  magician's  cap  ?  "  I  asked. 

"No,"  replied  the  virtuoso;  "it  ia  merely  Dr.  Frank- 
lin's cap  of  asbestos.  But  here  is  one  which,  perhaps, 
may  suit  you  better.  It  is  the  wishing  cap  of  Fortn- 
natus.     "Will  you  try  it  on  ?  " 

"  By  no  means,"  answered  I,  putting  it  aside  with 
my  hand.     "  The  day  of  wild  wishes  is  past  with  me. 
I.  desire  nothing  that  may  not  come  in  the  ordinuy 
course  of  Provideuee." 
"  Tiieii  probably,"  lelutnei  ftaa 
aot  be  tempted  to  rnb  1iiia\Mi\v'' 
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Vhile  speaking,  he  took  from  the  shelf  an  antique 
4s  lamp,  curiously  wrought  with  embossed  figures, 

so  covered  with  verdigris  that  the  sculpture  was 
ost  eaten  away. 

It  ia  a  tliousaud  years,"  said  he,  "  since  the  genius 
Ms  lamp  constructed  Ala<ldin's  palace  in  a  single 
]t.  But  he  still  retains  his  power ;  and  the  man 
t  rubs  Aladdin's  lamp  has  but  to  desire  either  a 
ice  or  a  cottage." 

I  might  desire  a  cotti^,"  replied  I ;  "  but  I  would 
e  it  founded  on  sure  and  stable  truth,  not  on 
ims  and  fantasies.  I  have  learned  to  look  for  the 
.  and  the  true," 

iy  gtude  next  showed  me  Prospero's  magic  wand, 
ken  into  three  fragments  by  the  hand  of  its  mighty 
iter.  On  the  same  shelf  lay  the  gold  ring  of  an- 
it  (iyges,  which  enabled  the  wearer  to  walk  invisi- 
On  the  other  side  of  the  alcove  was  a  tall  look- 
'glass  in  a  frame  of  ebony,  but  veiled  with  a  curtain 
purple  silk,  through  the  rents  of  which  the  gleam 
he  mirror  was  perceptible. 

This  is  Cornelius  Agrippa'a  magic  glass,"  observed 

virtuoso.     "Draw  aside  the  curtain,  and  picture 

human  form  within  your  mind,  and  it  will  be  re- 
ted  in  the  mirror." 

It  is  enough  if  I  can  picture  it  within  my  mind," 
wered  I.  "  Why  sboidd  I  wish  it  to  be  repeated 
the  mirror?  But,  indeed,  these  works  of  magic 
B  grown  wearisome  to  me.  There  are  bo  many 
iter  wonders  in  the  world,  to  those  who  keep  their 
3  open  and  their  siglit  imdunmed  by  custom,  that 
the  delusions  of  tlie  old  sorcerers  seem  flat 
e.  Unless  jou  can  sliow  mei  somelVrei^  TeaSt^ 
leare  not  to  look  farther  into  yoMi  \Qna««iro|^ 
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"  Ah,  well,  then,"   8^d  the  virtaoBo,  i 
"perhaps  you  may  deem  some  of  my  autiijuainiii 
ties  deserving  of  a  glance." 

He  pointed  out  the  iron  mask,  now  corroded 
rust ;  and  my  heart  grew  sick  at  the  sight  oi 
dreadful  relic,  which  had  shut  out  a  human 
from  sympathy  with  his  race.  There  was  no 
half  so  terrible  in  the  axe  that  beheaded  King  Ch 
nor  in  the  dagger  tliat  slew  Henry  of  Navarre,  i 
the  arrow  that  pierced  the  heart  of  WUliam  Rui 
all  of  which  were  shown  to  me.  Many  of  the  ai 
derived  their  interest,  such  as  it  was,  from  having 
formerly  in  the  possession  of  royalty.  For  inal 
here  was  Charlemagne's  sheepskin  cloak,  the  fit 
wig  of  Louis  Quatorze,  the  spinning-wheel  of 
danapalus,  and  King  Stephen's  famous  breeches  < 
cost  him  but  a  crown.  The  heart  of  the  Bloody  I 
with  tlie  woi-d  "  Calais  "  worn  into  its  diseased 
stance,  was  preserved  in  a  bottle  of  spirits  ;  and 
it  lay  the  golden  case  in  which  the  queen  of  Gus 
Adolphus  treasured  up  that  hero's  heart.  A 
these  relics  and  heirlooms  of  kings  I  must  not  i 
the  long,  hairy  ears  of  Midas,  and  a  piece  of  1 
which  bad  been  changed  to  gold  by  the  touch  of 
unlucky  monarch.  And  as  Grecian  Helen  v 
queen,  it  may  here  he  mentioned  that  I  was  pern 
ta  take  into  my  hand  a  lock  of  her  golden  hai 
the  bowl  which  a  sculptor  modelled  from  the  cui 
her  perfect  breajit.  Here,  likewise,  was  the  robt 
smothered  Agamemnon,  Nero's  fiddle,  the  Czar  P 
brandy  bottle,  the  crown  of  Semtramis,  and  Cat 
sceptre  which  he  extended  over  the  sea.  Tha 
own  land  may  nol  deem  \tee\i  neglected,  let  mi 
that  I  was  favored  mlik  a  &\^  ol  Xliw^^^^ 
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*]iijip,  the  famous  Indian  chief,  trhoae  bead  the  Fart- 
xna  smote  off  and  exhibited  upon  a  pole. 

"  Show  me  aomething  else,"  said  I  to  the  virtuoso. 

Kings  are  in  such  an  artificial  position  that  people 
a  the  ordinary  walks  of  life  cannot  feel  an  interest  u 
heir  relics.  If  you  could  show  me  the  straw  hat  of 
weet  little  Nell,  I  W3uld  far  rather  see  it  than  a  king's 
vlden  crown." 

"  There  it  is,"  said  my  guide,  pointing  carelessly 
rith  his  staff  to  the  straw  hat  in  question.     '^  But,  ii 
,eed,  you  are  hard  to  please.     Here  are  the  sevei 
sague  boots.     Will  you  try  them  on?" 

"  Our  modem  railroads  have  superseded  their  use," 
oswered  I ;  "  and  as  to  these  cowhide  boots,  I  could 
bow  you  quite  as  curious  a  pair  at  the  Transcendeik. 
al  community  in  Koxbury." 

TV^e  next  examined  a  collection  of  swords  and  other 
reapons,  belonging  to  different  epochs,  but  thrown  to- 
"ether  without  much  attempt  at  arrangement.  Here 
ras  Arthur's  sword  Excalibar,  and  that  of  the  Cid 
iUampeador,  and  the  sword  of  Brutus  rusted  with  Cse- 
ar's  blood  and  his  own,  and  the  sword  of  Joan  of  Arc, 
Old  that  of  Horatius,  and  that  with  which  Virginius 
lew  his  daughter,  and  the  one  which  Dionysius  sus- 
pended over  the  bead  of  Damocles.  Here  also  was  Ar- 
ia's sword,  which  she  plunged  into  her  own  breast,  in 
irder  to  taste  of  death  before  her  Imsband.  The 
Tooked  blade  of  Sala<lin'»  cimeter  next  attracted  my 
lotice.  I  know  not  by  what  chance,  but  so  it  hap- 
•enedi  that  the  sword  of  one  of  oiu*  own  militia  gen- 
■rals  was  suspended  between  Don  Quixote's  tance  and 
he  brown  blade  of  Iliidibras.  My  heart  throbbed  hig] 
kt  the  sight  of  the  helmet  of  Miltiades  and.  t\i&  •s^eax  J 
h»t  v^^  broken  in  the  breast  o£  £paiQ.wQQ&a%. 
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Dgnized  the  ehleld  of  Achillea  by  its  resemblance 
the  admirable  cast  in  the  possession  of  Professor  1 
tun.  Nothing  in  this  apartment  interested  me  ni 
tlian  Major  Pitcaim's  pistol,  the  discharge  of  which 
Lexington,  began  the  War  of  the  Revolution,  and  t 
reverberated  in  thunder  around  the  land  for  se' 
long  years.  The  bow  of  Ulysses,  though  iinstning 
ages,  was  placed  against  the  wall,  together  witl 
sheaf  of  Robin  Hood's  arrows  and  the  rifle  of  Dai 
Boone. 

"  Enough  of  weapons,"  said  I.  at  length ;  "  althov 
I  woidd  gladly  have  seen  the  sacred  shield  wbtoh  i 
from  heaven  in  the  time  of  Numa.  And  surely } 
should  obtain  the  sword  which  Washington  onsh^d 
at  Cambridge.  But  the  collection  does  you  much  cr 
it.     Let  ua  pass  on." 

In  the  next  alcove  we  saw  the  golden  thigh 
Pythagoras,  which  had  so  divine  a  meaning ;  and, 
one  of  the  queer  analogies  to  which  the  virtuoso  seen 
to  be  addicted,  this  ancient  emblem  lay  on  the  sa 
shelf  with  Peter  Stuyvesant's  wooden  leg,  tiiat  1 
fabled  to  be  of  silver.  Here  was  a  reranaat  of 
Golden  Fleece,  and  a  sprig  of  yellow  leaves  that 
sembled  the  foliage  of  a  frost-bitten  ehn,  but  was  d 
authenticated  as  a  portion  of  the  golden  branch 
which  .^neas  gained  admittance  to  the  realm  of  Pit 
Atalanta's  golden  apple  and  one  of  the  apples  of  i 
eord  were  wrapped  in  the  napkin  of  gold  whidiJ 
sinitiis  brought  from  Hades ;  and  the  whole3 
posited  in  the  golden  vase  of  Bias,  with  its  i 

"  To  THE  WISEST." 

'•  And  how  did  you  obtain  this  v 
virtuoso. 
*^It  was  given  me  \ciiig  a^o^  ■bw^&AIJ 


ealmof  Pli 
apples  of  I 
I  whidilH 
fholejHH 
ts  inl^^H 
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Bcomful  expression  m  his  eye,  "  beoauaa  I  had  learned   > 
to  despise  all  tbiugs." 

It  had  nut  escaped  me  that,  though  the  virtuoso  was.  I 
evidently  a  man  of  high  cultivation,  yet  he  seemed  to  ] 
lack  sympatliy  with  the  spiritual,  the  sublime,  and  the  ■ 
tender.  Apart  from  the  whim  that  had  led  him  to 
devote  so  much  time,  paiiis,  and  exiiense  to  the  collec- 
tion of  this  museum,  he  impressed  me  as  one  of  the  j 
hardest  and  coldest  men  of  the  world  whom  I  had  ever  ] 
met. 

"  To  despise  all  things ! "  repeated  I.  "  This, 
best,  is  the  wisdom  of  the  understaudiug.  It  is  the  I 
creed  of  a  man  whose  soul,  whose  better  aud  diviner,  I 
part,  has  never  heen  awakened,  or  has  died  oat  at,  f 
him." 

"  I  did  not  diiuk  that  you  were  still  so  young,"  said,  I 
the  virtuoso.  "  Should  you  live  to  my  years,  you  will,  | 
acknowledge  that  the  vase  of   Bias  was  not  ill  be>,  | 


Without  further  discofsion  of  the  point,  he  directed 
my  attention  to  other  cariosities.     I  examined  Cinder- 
ella's little  glass  slipper,  aud  compared  it  with  one  of 
Diana's  sandals,  and  with  Fanny  £ls»ler's  shoe,  which    H 
bore  testimony  to  the  muscular  character  of  her  illu&-  ^M 
trious  foot     On  the  same   shelf   were  Thomas  the   ^ 
Rhymer's  green  velvet  shoes,  and  the  brazen  shoe  of 
Empedocles  which  was  thrown  out  of  Mount  ^tna. 
j^acreon's  drinhing-cup  was  placed  in  apt  juxtaposi- 
tion with  one  of  Tom  Moore's  wineglasses  and  Circe's 
magic  bowl.     These  were  symbols  of  luxury  and  riot ; 
but  near  them  stood  the  cup  whence  Socrates  drank 
hia  hemlock,  and  that  which  Sir  Philip  Sidney  put 
from  Ills  death-parched  lips  to  bestow  the  iTa»^^>aL^«a. 
,^tg{j(fag  Aoidier.     a&xX  appeared  a  c\w»&fcx  «ii.  WaaRW*- 
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pipes,  conaisting  of  Sir  Walter  llaleigh's,  the  earliert 
reuord,  Dr.  Parr's,  Charles  Lamb's,  and  the  fint 
calumet  of  peace  which  was  ever  smoked  between  a 
European  and  an  Indian.  Among  other  musical  in- 
BtrumentB,  I  noticed  the  lyre  of  Oiiilieus  and  those  of 
Homer  and  Sappho,  Dr.  Franklin's  famous  whisUt!, 
the  trumpet  of  Anthony  Van  Corlear,  and  the  flute 
which  Goldsmith  played  upon  in  his  rambles  through 
the  French  provinces.  The  staff  of  Peter  the  Hernut 
stood  hi  a  comer  with  that  of  gootl  old  Bishop  Jewels 
and  one  of  ivory,  whieh  had  belonged,  to  Papirins,  the 
Hotnan  senator.  The  ponderous  club  of  Hercules  wu 
close  at  hand.  The  virtuoso  showed  me  the  chisel  uf 
Phidias,  Claude's  palette,  and  the  brush  of  ApellM,  | 
observing  that  he  intended  to  bestow  the  former  eithra 
on  Greenough,  Crawford,  or  Powers,  and  the  two  lattvl 
upon  Washington  AUaton.  There  was  a  small  vasecj 
oracular  gas  from  Delphos,  which  I  trust  will  be  Bab-  /[ 
mitted  to  the  scientific  analysis  of  Professor  Silliman. 
I  was  deeply  moved  on  beholding  a  vial  of  the  tear* 
into  wliich  Niobe  was  dissolved  ;  nor  less  so  on  learn- 
ing that  a  shapeless  fragment  of  salt  was  a  relio  of 
that  victim  of  despondency  and  sinful  regrets  —  Lot'* 
wife.  My  companion  appeared  to  set  great  vahie  upon 
some  Egyptian  darknesis  in  a  blacking  jug.  Seven^ 
of  the  shelves  were  covered  by  a  cuUection  of  coin*, 
among  which,  however,  I  remember  none  but  Um 
Splendid  Shilling,  celebrated  by  Phillips,  and  a  drf- 
lar's  worth  of  the  iron  money  of  Lycnrgus,  weighing 
about  fifty  poimde. 

Walking  carelessly  onward,  I  had  nearly  fellen  over 
a  huge  bundle,  like  a  pedlar's  pack,  done  up  in  sack- 
elotb  and  very  securely  atiai^-^i  a."a,il  eorded, 
"It  is  Christian's  biii4ett*A«va"  ■eaJA.'&fc 


i&xtf«9^H 
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%  pray  let  us  open  it  I  "  cried  I.     "  For  many  a 
^have  longed  to  know  its  contents." 
iiwk  mto  your  own  consciousness  and  memory," 
S  the  virtuoso,    "  You  will  there  find  a  list  of  ■ 

it  aontains." 
this  was  an  imdeniable  truth,  I  threw  a  melan<- 
took  at  the  burden  and  passed  on.     A  collection 
:nnfliits,  hanging  on  pegs,  was  worthy  of  some 
bn,  especially  the  shirt  of  Nessus,  Ctesar's  mantle, 
Ifs  coat  of  many  colors,  the  Vicar  of  Bray's  cas- 
Gvldsmith's  peach-bloom  suit,  a  pair  of  Presi*- 
'efferson'a  scarlet  breeches,  John  Randolph's  red 
btmting  shirt,  the  drab  smallclothes  of  the  Stout 
laii,  and  the  rags  of  the  "  man  all  tattered  and 
George  Fox's  hat  impressed  me  witli  deep  rev- 
is  a  relic   of  perhaps  the  truest  apostle  that 
ppeared  on  earth   fur  these   eighteen   hundred 
My  eye  was  next  attracted  by  an  old  pair  of 
wbich  I  should  have  taken  for  a  memorial  of 
IOU8  tailor,  only  that  tJie  virtuoso  pledged  his 
that  theywei-e  the  identical  scissors  of  Atropoa. 
flowed  me  a  broken  hour-glass  which  had  been 
aside  by  Father  Time,  together  with  the  old 
's    gray  forelock,  tastefully  braided  into  a 
In  the  hour-glass  was  the  handful  of  sand,  the 
of  which  had  numbered  the  years  of  the  Cu- 
^byL     I  think  it  was  in  this  alcove  that  I  saw 
id  which  Luther  threw  at  the  devil,  and  the 
'hich  Essex,  while  imder  sentence  of  death,  sent 
Elizabeth.      And   hero  was   the  blood -in- 
pen  of  steel  with  which  Faust  signed  away  his 

■Tiituoso  now  opened  the  doot  ot  a.  lAowA  wcA. 
^^faggbuming,  while  tinea  o'&ist* 
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nnlighted  by  its  side.     One  of  the  three  was 
oi  Diogenes,  another  that  of  Cruy  Fawkes, 
third  that  w)ii(;h  Hero  set  forth  to  the  midnight  breeze 
in  the  high  tower  of  AbydoB, 

"Seel"  said  the  virtuoso,  blowing  with  all  his  foroe 
at  the  lighted  lamp. 

The  flame  quivered  and  Bbrank  away  from  hi* 
breath,  but  clung  to  the  wiek,  and  resumed  its  brill- 
iancy aa  soon  as  the  blast  was  exhausted. 

"  It  is  an  undying  lamp  from  the  tomb  of  Charle- 
magne," observed  my  guide,  "  That  flame  was  kin- 
dled a  thousand  years  ago." 

"  How  ridiculous  to  kindle  an  unnatural  light  io 
tombs  I  "  exclaimed  I.  "  We  should  seek  t«  behold 
the  dead  in  the  light  of  heaven.  But  what  is  di! 
meaning  of  tliis  cbafing-dish  of  glowing  coals  ?  " 

"  That,"  answered  the  virtuoso,  "  is  the  original  fii» 
whicli  Prometheus  stole  from  heaven.  I^ook  steati- 
fastly  into  it,  and  you  will  discern  another  curiosity." 

I  gazed  into  that  fire,  —  which,  symbolicaUy.  wu 
the  origin  of  all  that  was  bright  and  glorious  in  the 
soul  of  man,  —  and  in  the  midst  of  it,  behold,  a  littln 
reptile,  sporting  with  evident  enjoyment  of  the  fervid 
heat  I     It  was  a  salamander. 

"What  a  sacrilege!"  cried  I,  with  iuexpresailtk 
disgust.  "  Can  you  find  no  better  use  for  this  ethered 
fire  than  to  cherish  a  loathsome  reptile  in  it?  Vet 
there  are  men  who  abuse  the  sacred  fire  of  their  <wo 
souls  to  as  fold  and  guilty  a  purpose." 

The  virtuoso  made  no  answer  except  by  a  dry  Uugl" 
sad  an  assurance  that  the  salamander  was  the  very 
same  which  Benvenuto  Cellini  had  seen  in  bis  fati' 
er's  household  fire,  "ftft  &bo  ^voteftdfinl  to  show  W 
other  rarities  j  for  &U  cYtwet  ^^ijettseA.  *«»  \ft 
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t  of  wliat  he  consideped  most  valuable  in  his 

!here."  said  he,  "  la  the  Great  Carbuncle  of  the 
e  Mountains," 

Bzed  with  no  little  interest  at  tliia  mighty  gem, 
I  it  had  been  one  of  the  wild  projects  of  my  youth 
wover.     Possibly  it  might  have  looked  brighter 

in  those  days  than  now ;  at  all  events,  it  hatl  not 
brilliancy  as  to  detain  me  long  from  the  other 
es  of  the  museum.     The  virtuoso  pointed  out  to 

crystalline  stone  which  hung  by  a  gold  chain 
st  tlie  wall. 

'hat  is  the  philosopher's  stone,"  said  he. 
tnd  have  yon  the  elixir  vitffi  which  generally  ao- 
anies  it  ?  "  inquired  I. 

jven  ao ;  this  iim  iS  filled  with  it,"  he  rephed. 
Iraught  would  refresh  you.  Here  is  Hebe's  cup ; 
ou  quaif  a  health  from  it  ?  " 
'  heart  thrilled  within  me  at  the  idea  of  such  a 
ing  draught;  for  methought  I  had  great  need  of 
jr  travelling  so  far  on  the  dusty  road  of  life.  But 
>w  not  whether  it  were  a  peeidiar  glance  in  the 
>so's  eye,  or  the  eircumstance  that  this  most  pr&- 

liquid  was  contained  in  an  antique  sepulchral 
]hat  made  me  pause.  Then  came  many  a  thought 
whi(^,  in  tiie  calmer  and  better  hours  of  hie,  I 
trengthened  myself  to  feel  that  Death  is  the  very 
1  whom,  in  his  due  season,  even  the  happiest  mor- 
ould  be  willing  to  embrace, 
lo ;  1  desire  not  an  earthly  immortaJity,"  said  I. 
re  man  to  live  longer  on  tlie  earth,  tlie  spiritual 
I  die  out  of  him.  The  spark  of  ethereal  fire 
I  he  choked  bj  the  material,  tW  sei\aviaS..  "Wikws 
fiettiti  aometbins  within  ua  MbaA  rfttyxiareft ■,  ^iSSWt  ^ 
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oertain  time,  the  atmosphere  ttf  beaveu  to  preserre  it 
from  decay  and  niin.  I  will  have  none  of  thia  liqisd. 
You  do  well  to  keep  it  in  a  aepulebral  nm ;  for  it 
would  produce  death  while  bestoAmig  the  shadow  of 


r'^All  this  is  unintelligible  to  me,"  responded  mj 
guide,  with  indifference.     "  Life  —  earthly  life  —  it 
I        the  only  good.     But  you  refuse  the  draught  ?     Well, 
it  is  not  likely  to  be  oHered  twice  withiu  one  taaa't 
experience.     Probably  you  have  griefs  which  you  seek 

I  to  forget  in  death.  I  oan  enable  you  to  fot^t  dteni 
in  life.  Will  you  take  a  draught  of  Letlie  ?  " 
As  he  spoke,  the  virtuoso  took  from  the  shelf  ft 
pTystal  vase  containing  a  sable  liquor,  which  caught 
no  reflected  image  from  the  object*  around. 
*'  Not  for  the  world  I  "  exclaimed  I,  slirii^ng  back 
"  I  can  egtare  none  of  my  recollections,  not  even  Uiow 
of  error  or  sorrow.  They  are  all  alike  the  food  of  my 
spirit.  As  well  never  to  hare  lived  as  to  lose 
now. 
Without  further  parley  we  passed  to  the  next 
the  ahelvea  of  which  were  biu^ened  with  anoientl 
lunes  and  with  those  rolls  of  papyrus  in  which  vaa 
treasured  up  the  eldest  wisdom  of  the  earth.  Perhaps 
the  most  valuable  work  in  the  collection,  to  a  biblio- 
maniac, was  the  Book  of  Hermes.  For  my  part,  htm- 
ever,  I  would  have  ^ven  a  higher  price  for  those  nil 
of  the  Sibyl's  books  which  Tarquin  refused  to  pur- 
chase, and  which,  the  virtuoso  informed  me,  he  bad 
himself  foimd  in  the  cave  of  Trophonius.  Doubtless 
these  old  volumes  contain  prophecies  of  the  fate  of 
Borne,  both  as  respects  the  decline  and  fall  of  her  t«iu- 
poral  empire  and  the  rise  of  hec  si^iritual  one.  Not 
»         iritbout  toIue,  Uke-niae,  'waa  *i»  -sioTt  «& 
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fDre,  hitherto  supposed  to  be  irreooverably  lost, 
B  missing  treatises  of  Longinus,  by  which  mod- 
^cism  might  profit,  and  those  books  of  Livy  for 
[the  classic  student  ha*i  so  long  sorrowed  without 
I  Among  tliese  precious  tomes  I  observed  the 
fi.  manuscript  of  the  Koran,  and  alifo  that  of  the 
ph  Bible  in  Joe  Smith's  authentic  autograph, 
[uler's  copy  of  the  Ilia^l  was  also  there,  enclosed 

I  jewelled  casket  of  Darius,  still  fr^;raat  of  the 
kes  which  the  Persian  kept  in  it. 

Oung  an  irou-clasped  volume,  bound  va  black 
r,  1  discovered  it  to  be  Cornelius  Agrippa's 
tf  magic  ;  and  it  was  rendered  still  more  inter* 

II  by  the  fact  that  many  flowers,  ancient  and 
b,  were  pressed  between  its  leaves.  Here  was  a 
rom  Eve's  bridal  bower,  and  all  those  red  and 
^ses  which  were  plucked  in  the  garden  of  the 
ie  by  the  partisans  of  York  and  Lancaster.  Here 
[alleck's  Wild  Kose  of  AUoway.  Cowper  had 
^ted  a  Sensitive  Plant,  and  Wordsworth  an 
tine,  and  Burns  a  Mountain  Dai.'ty,  and  Kirke 
I  a  Star  of  Bethlehem,  and  Longfellow  a  Sprig 
bnel,  with  its  yellow  flowers.  James  Russell 
I  had  given  a  Pressed  Flower,  but  fr^^rant  still, 
l^ad  been  shadowed  in  the  Bhine.  There  was 
"Bprig  frtan  Southey's  Holly-Tree.  One  of  the 
beautifid  specimens  was  a  Fringed  Gentian, 
[  had  been  plucked  and  preserved  for  immor- 
|by  Bryant.  From  Jones  Very,  a  poet  whose 
fa  scarcely  heard  among  us  by  reason  of  its 
ithere  was  a  Wind  Flower  and  a  Columbine. 

J.  dosed  Cornelius  Agrippa's  magic  volume,  an 
ftdewed  letter  fell  upon  Uie  floor.  \\.  ^norjiii.  \» 
autograph  from  the  Tlying  ^^afuJosaaa.  '(»'^ 
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I  conld  linger  no  longer  among  books ;  for  tlw 
moon  was  waning,  and  there  was  yet  much  to  se& 

le  bare  roention  of  a  few  more  euriositdes  mtut  suf- 
fice. The  immense  skull  of  Polyphemus  was  recog- 
nizable by  the  cavernous  hollow  in  the  centre  of  the 
forehead  where  once  had  blazed  the  giant's  single  eye. 
The  tub  of  Diogenes,  Medea's  caldron,  and  Payche'i 
Vase  of  heauty  were  placed  one  within  another.  Pan- 
box,  without  the  lid,  stood  next,   contaiiUDg 

ithing  but  the  girdle  of  Venus,  which  had  been  care- 
J  into  it.  A  bundle  of  birch  rods  which 
had  been  used  by  Sheustone*s  schooImiBtress  were  tied 
up  with  the  Countess  of  Salisbury's  garter.  I  knew 
sot  which  to  value  most,  a  roc's  egg  as  big  as  an  ordi- 
nary hogshead,  or  the  shell  of  the  egg  which  Colum- 
bus set  upon  its  end.  Perhaps  the  most  delicate  ■!<• 
tide  in  the  whole  museum  was  Queen  Mab's  e) 
which,  to  gnard  it  from  the  touch  of  meddlesome 
gers,  was  placed  under  a  glaas  tumbler,  _ 

Several  of  the  shelves  were  occupied  by  specimen* 
of  entomology.  Feeling  but  little  interest  in  the  sd- 
encB  I  noticed  only  Anacreon's  grasshopper,  and  a 
humble  bee  which  had  been  presented  to  the  virtuoso 
by  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 

In  the  part  of  the  hall  which  we  had  now  reached  I 
observed  a  curtain  that  descended  from  the  ceiling  to 
^e  Hoor  in  voluminous  folds,  of  a  depth,  richness,  and 
magnificence  which  I  had  never  seen  equalled.  It 
was  not  to  be  doubted  that  this  splendid  though  dark 
and  solemn  veil  concealed  a  portion  of  the  museuis 
even  richer  in  wonders  than  that  through  which  I  hfld 
Itlready  passed ;  but,  on  my  attempting  to  grasp  tha 
edge  o{  the  curtain  and  Araw  \t  a&vlfi^  \t  proved  to  be 
Bn  illusive  pictoie. 
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—-'"Yon  need  not  blush,"  remarked  the  virtuoso;  "fo^ 

Hhst  same  curtain  deceived  Zeuxis,  It  is  tlie  celebrate 

■hnttiag  of  Parrhasiua." 

■  '  In  a  range  with  the  curtain  there  were  a  number  oCil 
other  choice  pictures  by  artists  of  ancient  days. 
waa  the  famous  cluster  of  grapes  by  Zeuxis,  t 
mii-ably  depicted  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  ripe  jui 
were  bursting  forth.     As  to  the  picture  of  the  old 
woman  by  the  same  illustrious  painter,  and  which  v 
so  ludicrous  that  he  himself  died  with  laughing  at  i 
I  lannot  say  that  it  particularly  moved  my  risibility.il 
Ancient  humor  seems  to  have  little  power  over  mo«i 
em  muscles.     Here,  also,  was  the  horse  painted  by) 
Apelles  which  living  horses  neighed  at ;  his  first  por»f 
trait  of  Alexander  the  Great,  and  his  last  uuiinishf 
picture  of  Venus  asleep.     Each  of  these  works  of  art»' ' 
together  with  others  by  Parrhasius,  Timanthes,  Polyg. 
notus,  Apollodorus,  Pausias,  and  Pamphdus,  required 
more  time  and  study  tlian  I  eould  bestow  fur  the  ade. 
quate  perception  of  their  merits.     I  shall  therefore 
leave  them  undescribed  and  uncriticised,  nor  attempt 
to  settle  the  question  of  superiority  between  ancient  ^ 
and  modem  art.  ■ 

For  the  same  reason  I  shall  pass  lightly  over  tho  ■ 
spei^imens  of  antique  sculpture  which  this  indefati*  ■ 
gable  and  fortunate  virtuoso  had  diig  out  of  the  dust 
of  fallen  empires.     Here  was  vEtion's  cedar  statue  of 
jEsculapius,  much  decayed,  and  Aloon's  iron  statue  of 
Hercules,  lamentably  rusted.      Here  was  the   statue 
of  Victory,  six  feet  high,  which  the  .Tupiter  Olympus 
of  Phidias  had  held  in  his  hand.     Here  was  a  fore- 
finger of  the  Colossus  of  Bhodes,  seven  feet  in  length. 
Here  was  the  Venus  Urania  of  ¥VL\d^ka&,  ko."^  iii^lBse* 
of   male    and   female   lieawt^    ox  ; 


1556  MOSSES  FROM  AN  OLD  MANBS.       ^^\ 

^nvugLt  by  sculptors  who  appear  neve^  to  have  ik  ' 
based  their  souls  by  the  stglit  of  any  metier  fecM 
than  those  of  gods  or  godlUce  mortals.  But  the  dMf 
simplicity  of  tiiese  great  works  was  not  to  be  coropt«- 
bended  by  a  mind  excited  and  disturbed,  as  mine  wan. 
by  tlie  various  objects  that  hatl  recently  been  presented 
to  it.  I  therefore  turned  away  with  merely  a  paaMng 
glance,  resolving  ou  some  future  occasion  to  brooJ 
over  each  individual  statue  and  picture  until  my  in- 
most spirit  should  feel  tlieir  excellence.  In  this  de- 
partment, again,  T  noticed  the  tendency  to  whimsical 
combinations  and  ludicrous  analogies  which  eeemed  to 

I  influence  many  of  the  arrangements  of  tlie  nn^emn. 
l^e  wooden  statue  bo  well  known  as  the  Palladium  of 
Troy  was  placed  in  close  apposition  with  the  wooden 
head  of  General  Jackson  which  was  stolen  a  few 
since  from  the  bows  of  the  frigate  Constitution.  ■ 
We  had  now  completed  the  circuit  of  the  spi 
hall,  and  found  oiu^elves  again  near  the  door. 
ing  somewhat  wearied  witli  the  survey  of  so  manT 
novelties  and  antiquities,  I  sat  down  upon  Cowper'B 
sofa,  while  the  virtuoso  threw  himself  carelessly  into 
Rabelais'  easy  chair.  Casting  my  eyes  upon  ihB  ap- 
posite wall,  I  was  suq)rised  to  perceive  the  shodgWof 
a  man  flickering  nnstea<lily  across  the  wainscot,  and 
looking  as  if  it  were  stirred  by  some  breadth  rf  air 
that  found  its  way  through  the  door  or  windows.  No 
siibstantml  figure  was  visible  from  which  this  ebadoff 
might  be  thrown ;  nor,  had  there  been  bqcIl,  was  there 
any  sunshine  that  would  have  caused  it  to  darken  upoD 
the  wall. 

"It  is  Peter  Schlemihl's  shadow,"  observed  the  vii^ 

tnoso,  "  and  one  ot  flie  moat  N'Aisafe\ft  ^.itialjea  in  my 

^_  eoi/eetion."  *—* 
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"  Metliinks  a  Bhadow  would  have  made  a  fitting  ■ 
door-keeper  to  such  a  mueeum,"  said  I ;  "  although,  iix  1 
deed,  yonder  fig;ure  has  something  strange  and  fantaa*  1 
tic  abont  him,  which  suits  well  euough  with  many  of  1 
the  impresfjions  wliich  I  have  ret-eived  here.  Pray^P 
who  is  he  ?  " 

While  speaking,  I  gazed  more  scrutinizingly  t 
before  at  the  antiquated  presence  of  the  person  who  I 
had  admitted  me,  and  who  still  sat  on  his  bench  wit}i>l 
the  same  restless  aspect,  and  dim,  confused  questional 
ing  anxiety  that  I  had  noticed  on  my  firat  entran«ejl 
At  this  moment  he  looked  eagerly  towards  ns,  andf,l 
half  starting  from  his  seat,  addressed  me. 

"  I  beseech  you,  kind  air,"  said  he,  in  a  cracked^fl 
melancholy  tone,  ^'  have  pity  on  the  most  unfortunattfl 

!a  in  the  world.  For  Heaven's  s^e,  answer  me  ^g 
;le  question  !  Is  this  the  town  of  Boston  1 " 
You  have  recognized  him  now,"  said  the  virtuoso.! 
f¥(lt  is  Peter  Rugg.  the  missing  man.  I  chanced  to  1 
meet  him  the  other  day  still  in  search  of  Boston,  and 
eonducted  him  hither ;  and,  as  he  coidd  not  succeed 
in  finding  his  friends,  I  have  taken  him  into  my  ser- 
vice as  door-keci>er.  He  is  somewhat  too  apt  to  ramp 
ble,  but  otherwise  a  man  of  trust  and  integrity," 

"  And  might  I  venture  to  ask,"  continued  I,  "  ta  i 
whom  am  I  indebted  for  this  aftemoou's  gratifies  \ 
tion  ?  " 

The  virtuoso,  before  replying,  laid  his  hand  upon  aa 
antique  dart,  or  javelin,  the  rusty  steel  head  of  which 
seemed  to  have  been  blunted,  as  if  it  had  encountered 
the  resistance  of  a  tempered  shield,  or  breastplate. 

"  My  name  has  not  been  without  its  distinction  in 
the  world  for  a  longer  period  tbaxi  ftvaX  ol  mvj  pf^t-v 
£UO  iUive,"  answered  he.     "T«A  maxv^  AoAA^^^^ 
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^^1    existenoe ;  perhaps  yoa  will  do  so  to-morrow.    Xua 

^^B    dart  wbich'I  hold  in  my  hand  was  once  grim  Dea^'t 

^H    own  weapon.     It  served  hiiu  wt-11  for  the  spam  dE 

^^^    four  thousand  years ;  but  it  fell  blunted,  as  you  SM, 

^^B    when  he  directed  it  against  my  breaet." 

^H        These  words  were  spoken  with  the  calm  and  cold 

^^P   courtesy  of  manner  that  had  cliaracterized  this  singular 

personage  throughout  our  interview.     I  fancied,  it  is 

true,  that  there  was  a  bitterness  indefinably  mingled 

with  his  tone,  as  of  one  cut  ofF  from  natural  symp^ 

»thies  and  blasted  with  a  doom  that  had  been  inflicted 
on  no  other  human  being,  and  by  the  results  of  which 
lie  ha^:!  ceased  to  be  human.  Yet,  withal,  it  seemed 
one  of  the  most  terrible  consequences  of  that  doMB 
that  the  victim  no  longer  regarded  it  as  a  calamit^v 
but  had  finally  accepted  it  as  the  greatest  good  that 
could  have  befallen  liim. 

"  You  are  the  Wandering  Jewl "  exdumed  I. 

The  virtuoso  boweil  without  emotion  of  any  kind ; 

for,  by  centuries  of  custom,  he   had   almost  lost  the 

sense  of  strangeness  in  his  fate,  and  was  but  impep. 

fectly  conscious   of   the  astonishment  and    awe  with 

I  which  it  affected  such  as  are  capable  of  death. 
"  Your  doom  is  indeed  a  fearful  one !  "  said  I,  with 
irrepressible  feeling  and  a  frankness  that  afterwardji 
startled  me;  "yet  perliaps  the  ethereal  spirit  is  not  en- 
tirely extinct  under  all  this  eomipted  or  frozen  nmas 
o£  earthly  life.  Perhaps  the  immortal  spark  may  yet 
be  rekindled  by  a  breath  of  Heaven.  Perhaps  you  may 
yet  be  permitted  to  die  before  it  is  too  late  to  live  eter- 
nally. You  have  uiy  prayers  for  such  a  consummation. 
Farewell." 
"  Your  prayers  wiil  \ifc  Vvi  \a\Q ,"  ye^lied  he,  with  a 
amile  of  cold  triumpli.     "'^'J  ieaSSsKj  m 
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i  realities  of  earth.     You  are  welcome  to  your  viB- 

DQS  and  shadows  uf  a  future  state ;  but  giva  me  what 

can  sue,  and  touch,  aud  understand,  and  I  ask  no 

"  It  is  indeed  too  Iat«,"  thought  I.  "  The  soul  is 
lead  within  him." 

Struggling  between  pity  and  horror,  I  extended  my 
land,  to  which  the  virtuoso  gave  his  own,  still  with  the 
labitual  courtesy  of  a  man  of  the  world,  but  without  a 
ingle  heart  throb  of  human  brotherhood.  The  touch 
eemed  like  ice,  yet  I  know  not  whether  morally  or 
ihysically.  As  I  departed,  he  bade  me  observe  that 
he  inner  door  of  the  hall  was  constructed  with  the 
vory  leaves  of  the  gateway  through  which  ^neas  and 
he  Sibyl  had  been  dismissed  from  Iladea. 
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